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-and no sign of wear!

and write a letter like this?

“WE HAVE LIVED in the same private
house for 20 vears.” writes Mrs. 11 K,
Parry of New York Gty 0 "The bath-
tub. the basin and rthe kitchen sk
were put in new when we bought the

house . ..

"F()r more than a quarter of a century
they have been cleaned and serubbed
by an assortment of cleanmmg women.

good. bad and inditferent ...

“They have been given a ‘lick and
‘”'(ll“i“('! l)) .\("ll]:lhit"l'.\ ill d h“rl'\" P h\
menfolks 1o whom houschold jobs are

...... & 7 a plague ...
HER SECRET

“But today- the bathtub. the basin and
the kitchen sink are as white. as shin-
mg. as unmarred as the dav the plumber
tinmshed putting them in. The reason. of
course. 1= Bon Awmi. For vear m and
vear out no matter who was domg the

cleanming, the cleanser was Bon Am.”
* * w

Saves time

Do veo realize that Bon Ami
noConly cleans quickly thereughly
—but polishes us it cleans oaud

rinses away easily completely too?

Saves porcelain

Do you realize that Bon Ami
does not make seratehes that cateh
dirt? A a resolt it keeps sinks and

hathtuhs casy to elean!

Saves hands

Do vou realize that Bon Ami
leaves vour hands soft. white? T'ry
Bon Ami. See how quick. thorough

and safe a cleanser can be.

Gapr. 1938, The Bon Aml Co.

“hasnt scratched
yg t- / ”



aging— Enchaiting

[uNTIL SHE smiLEs ]

She evades close-ups...Dingy teeth and
tender gums destroy her charm... She ig-
nored the warning of “/Pink Tooth Brush’’

EKE A SONG in your heart, her loveliness warms
you, holds you enthralled. “Such fresh, young
charm!” you say, “this is the beauty of youth and
the Springtime!” But when she smiles, that devas-
tating, dismal, shocking smile, how quickly the ilku-
sion fades! How swiftly you and the world turn away!

Dl teeth and dingy gums—loveliness shadowed and
ruined—what a foolish chance to take! What a heavy

LOOK, AUNT SUE!IT
TALKS ABOUT BUM
4| MASSAGEWE PRACTICE
d TN scHOOL !

r "

LET /PANA HELP KEEP YOUR SMILE BRIGHTER !

YOU MASSAGE YOUR
GUMS LIKE THIS AND
IT HELPS KEEP THEM
FIRMER AND STRONGER!

price to pay for carclessmess, for comtinued neglect!
Don't let it happen to you—don't risk your happi-

ness, your loveliness, your dental health! When you

see “pink tooth brush”—see your dentist promptly.

Never Ignore “'Pink Tooth Brush"’

Remember—"pink tooth brush” is only a warning.
You may not be in for serious trouble, bus let your
dentist make the decision. Usually, however, he will
tell you that yours is a case of gums grown lazy and
tender—gums deprived of vigorous chewing by our
modern soft, creamy”foods. He'll probably suggest

[ SMART LITTLE ANNIIT
WAS HER TIP ON IPANA

AND MASSAGE THAT MAKES
- § BILL LIKE MY SMILE!

more exercise for your gums—and, like so many
dentists, he may add “the healthful stimulation of
Ipana Tooth Paste and massage.”

For Ipana is especially designed not only to clean
teeth, but with massage, to aid the health of your
gums as well. Massage a little extra Ipana into your
gums every time you clean your teeth. Circulation
is aroused within the gum tissues—lazy gums awaken
—tend to become firmer, healthier.

Change to Ipana and massage today. Adopt this
common-sense dental routine as one sensible and
helpful way to a more brilliant and radiant smile.

DOUBLE DUTY—For more effective gum massage

and more thorough cleansing, ask your druggist for
Rubberset’s Double Duty Tooth Brush.

Ipana

TOOTH PASTE
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NEWS AND FICTION

COVER FHOTOGRAPH BY MICKOLAS MURAY

4 What's Going On This Month . . . Reviewing The Month’s Activities
9 9

7 Image Of Lovise . . ..... T —— Felix Noland

]0 Youth Speaks Its Mind Qn War And Peace . . . .. ... Jay Allen

]2 Chart For A Nameless Nurse . . . . . . . . Sarah-Elizabeth Rodger

OT | s L . w I E S Er 15 WeekEnd ToKill . . . v v v i i e v e e en s Frederick Nebel
17  Let There Be More Light. . « « v v v v v v v e st Paul W. Kearney

E D ITO R 20 Ovur Vanishing Gretna dreens c s s s s+ . William F. McDermott

23 Wish You Were Here « - . v v oo v v n e enn . . . Elisa Bialk

24  Otherwise Kitty Swift (3) . . . .o v v v Booth Tarkington

26 For All Of Our Lives {Conclusion) . - =+« «  « + . . Ursula Parrott

HOMEMAKING

COVER PHOTOGRARPH BY MARTIN BRULHL

47 ...And Lived Happily Ever After . . . « + + . . Mary Davis Gillies
48 “If | Were A Bride”” . s -svisislung mEmas o Elizabeth Wood
: y
Often obscure, rarely spectacular, mil-
. r 52 Do You Know The Straight Of It# . . . E. V. McCollum, Ph. D., Sc.D.
lions of women daily go about the
most important business in the world 56 Now Let'sPlanMeals .+ . o oo v .+ ... Elizabeth Woody
=the business of homemuking. They 60 For Goodness Sake . . . « v ¢ v v v v v v nu Kathleen Robertson
must know the mechanics for creating 70 1 Wonder if My Boy Is A Coward . . . . GeorgeD. Stoddard, Ph. D.
a home, yet sacrifice none of its charm 72 A Bath Towel Leads A Hard Life. . . . . . . . . Mary Davis Gillies
to practicality. Theirs is a manifold réle 74 “IDid It Myself“ . . oot et ST Decorating Ideas

HOW-TO-BUY which, in each of its phases, has al-
SeRrviICE ways found full interpretation in the

pages of McCall's.

Now, we offer still another way to help homemakers with

their tasks. In the April issue of this magazine, McCall’s-How-

To-Buy-Service was established. This is a service which sup-

plements our usual informative articles and provides a clear, 89

77 The Modern Homemaker « « « s s s s s = s s s o » » Toni Taylor

STYLE AND BEAUTY

COVER DESIGN BY MALTHE HASSELRNS

Hair Is On The Up And Up. . . . = . . . . . . Hildegarde Fillmore
concise statement of buying values. I o . "
Proof that this new feature has been received with warm 90 “illifmitienbecanat.i . .. s HijdeggrdeiFiimore
enthusiasm has come tous in hundreds of letters, one of which 100 Blocks . . ...... Cea e e e Elisabeth Blondel
— written by Mrs. Bert W. Hendrickson, Chairman of the Amer- 104 A Babushka To Match . . . . . . . <+« ... Elisabeth Blondel
ican Home Department of the New York State Federation of 107 TwoWeeksinJuly . o oo vv v v o uvnannenn Marion Corey
Women's Clubs ~we pri"' here in part: 108 The New Blousing . . . . . . . v e+ InAll Types Of Dress
“It is with both pleasure and satisfaction that | note the 111 Wedding Gown . ..o In Double Role
active entrance of McCall’s into the consumer field. True you 112 Sudden Change In The Evening . « « « . . . . . . Evening Gowns
have done indirect consumer education for a long time, but 114 Vacation Varieties . . . . . .. .. ... Dresses For All Occasions
the movement has reached the stage when it is the direct 115 The Neot Pleat . . ... . SRR R R R Daytime Dresses
information which is going to help most.
2% oo M . . S ]]6 Bolero Ensembles . . . . . . .. .. 00l Print and Plain
I like your insignia and your title ‘How-To-Buy-Service.
} am glad you were original and tied it in with your articles. 117 Weeketnders . .oovvvne 4557 Redingpte (@nd | JacketiFrock
It makes sense and will give greater value to the articles and 119 16 1's Sheer, It's Chic . . . . . . i@y . - - Soft Afternaan Frocks
call attention to the consumer service they render. 120  Suits That Suit Summer . . . . ovuuu. . And Bolero Jackets
”Being both an expert in the field and a garden variety 121 A Long Way Around The Hemline . . . .. ... Children’s Clothes

of consumer, | have looked at your information from both
angles. From both | like your selection of four separate fields:
food, textiles, houses and equipment. As an ordinary con-
sumer your 'how's’ are excellent; as an expert, there are, of
course, more things to be considered. However, after consid-
erable thought, | believe what you have selected is right for
your readers,” -

McCALL'S MAGAZINE is published monthly by McColt Corparation. William 8. Warner, President; Marvin Pierce,
Vice-Fresident; Francis Hulter, Secretory; J. D. Hartman, Treosurer. Publication and Subscription OHices: McCall
Street, Doyton, Ohio. Executive and Editorial Offices: 230 Park Ave., New York, N. Y. MANUSCRIPTS and ART MATE-
RIAL will be corefully considered but will be received anly with the understanding thot the publisher and editors

By the insignia illustrated above, you may identify McCall’s-

How-To-Buy-Service on subsequent pages of this issue. It may
be used as an unfailing guide in the day-to-day activities of
homemaking.

The Editor

shall not be responsible for loss or injury. TRUTH IN ADVERTISING: McCotl’s Mogozine will not knowingly insert
odvertisements fram other than reliable firms. SUBSCRIPTION INFORMATION . $1.00 for one year; $1.50 for
two years; $2.00 lor three yecrs. No extra charge in Canada; odd $1.00 per yeor for other counirles. Send

il remif and d about subscrip to our publication affice, McCall Street, Dayton, Ohio. IF
YOU PLAN TO MOYE SOON please notify us four weeks in advance becouse subscription lists are oddressed
in odvonce of publication dale and extra postage is charged for forwording. When sending notice ef change
ol address give old address as wel! as new, preferably clipping nome ond old address from lost copy re-
ceived. JUNE ISSUE 1938, VOL. LXV, NO. 9, copyrighted 1938 by McColl Corporotion In the United States
ond Great Britain. Reprinting not permitted except by special outhorizotion. Entered as Second-Class matter
November 27th, 1925, ot the Post Qlfice ot Doyton, Ohio, under the Act of March 3rd, 1879. Printed in U.S.A,



Try the treatment that works

LISTERINE - DANDR

Keeps hair good-looking—
scalp youthful and healthy

If your hair is dull and lifeless . . . If your scalp
lacks tone and vigor, itches and burns. . . If dandrufl
bothers you temporarily or chronically . . .

Start right now with the delightful Listerine treat-
ment—the only treatment, so far as we know, backed
by clinical evidence that dandruff can be cured.

Tomorrow, your hair will look cleaner and feel
healthier.

Your scalp will begin to tingle with new in-
vigoration. Those ugly dandruff scales will begin
to disappear as if by magic.

Nothing complicated about this proved treat-
ment. Just douse Listerine on the scalp and ac-
company it with vigorous massage by the fingertips.
Do this once or twice a day, and keep it up system-
atically. Remember, dandruff is a germ infection
and requires persistent treatment.

Once you try Listerine Antiseptic for dandruff,
you will echo what thousands are say.ag: ‘“The
surest, most delightful remedy ever.”

To help us check how many people read this ad,
we will send a regular 256¢ can of Listerine Tooth
Powder upon receipt of 10¢ in coin to cover cost
of handling and mailing. This offer good in U. S. A.
only. Write today to the Lambert Pharmacal
Company, Dept.626, St. Louis, Missouri.

DO OTHERS OFFER SUCH PROOF ? Laboratory and

clinie show the following results: Rabbits inoculated with dan-
druff were cured in two weeks. In a mid-western skin clinic. a
substantial number of men and women dandruff patients, using
Listerine once a day, obtained marked relief in the first two
weeks, on the average. In a New Jersey clinic. 76%; of patients
showed either complete disappearance of, or marked improve-

Mprg
tome
mongy,

ment in. the symptoms of dandruff at the end of four weeks.
Before you invest a single penny in any remedy claiming to
relieve dandruff, ask yourself: Has it been subjected to authen-
tic research by competent authorities? Are its ¢laims backed by
ample clinieal and laboratory proof? So far as we know. only
Listerine offers such proof. On its scientific record alone, it
stands forth as the truly effective treatment for dandruff.

"/6! 00 A WEEK ror

HAVING MYV P/CTURE TAKEN”

“One doy a phetographer gave me a hint.
“The thing that is helding you back is your
teeth. They aren't aftractive enough for
work before the camera,

*In school | was considered pratty; so | sought
work as a photographic model, | made the
rounds of the studios, but everywhere | got
the some answer, ‘Nothing doing.’

" 'Saa these girls,” he said, ‘they vse Lis-
terina Tooth Paste. They say it gives teeth
the brilliant fustre studio work requires.
They call it their Beauty Bath for teeth.’

Use the Tooth Paste that Glamour Gits Use

nation of rare, delicate cleansers
and polishers makes teeth spar-
kle. Get a tube of economical

Start today to give your teeth
the “Beauty Bath” New York
models use— Listerine Tooth
Paste. It is sensationally differ- Listerine Tooth Paste from your
ent! Made without soap! Instead druggist today!

of slipping over the surface the @
way ordinary dentifrices often 5 s

{ LISTERINE:
TOOTH PASTE &

do, Listerine Tooth Paste really
AL

“takes hold.” You can feel it.
Such cleansing! Such brilliance!
Such lustre! You must see for
yourself how this special combi-

“| started using Listerine Tooth Paste and later | [anded the
job. Now | make $100 a week having my picture token.
| advise any woman who wants really brilliant teeth to use
Listerine Tooth Paste.””



MOVIES

By Pare Lorentz

that no picture dealing with the Civil War cver

was profitable. This, of course, was rather para-
doxical in that The Birth Of A Nation, which dealt
somewhat with the war between the states, made twice
as much money as any movic ever made in the history
of the industry.

Now, of course, since Gone With The Wind is prac-
tically a national institution, Hollywood is breaking
its own taboo willy-nilly, and to date we have had The
Prisoner of Shark Island, So Red The Rose, and more
recently, Of Human Hearts—pictures which, if not
record box office attractions, at least have had more
distinction than several hundred other little epics pro-
duced in the same period.

A more recent picture, Jezebel, does not deal with
the war, but it does have an authentic feeling of the
deep South that makes it an unusual movie.

(And before all you people South of the Mason-
Dixon linc start oiling your pistols. understand 1 don’t
think Jezebel is “typical” of anything—I just said it
had a genuine feeling. Besides, I was smiling when I
said it.)

Originally a play by Owen Davis, Jezebel has gained
power and substance in translation to the screen. As a
play, it was nothing but a character study: a portrait

FOR years it was an adage in the movie industry

T H E M

BLUEBEARD'S EIGHTH WIFE. Although Gary
Cooper seems far too pleasant to be a seven-
time married man, and although Claudette
Colbert, as the eighth wife, is not very convinc-
ing as a wife in name only, they are amusing
and pleasant in the frothy situations given them
by director Ernst Lubitsch.

THE GIRL OF THE GOLDEN WEST. In which
Jeanette MacDonald keeps a saloon, and
Nelson Eddy is a bandit, and if you can put
up with the old David Belasco plot, you will
like the Romberg music, and the singing of
the leading players — who can, at least, sing.

Not of the Civil War, but of the o

of a vicious, lusting Southern belle who, despite the
retribution she suffered, was so nasty a little lady
that you did not care what happened to her family or
her men simply because she did not possess even one
saving grace.

Now, however, as she is played by Bette Davis, the
girl is something more than an unmitigated so-and-so,
and dircctor Wyler has brought some superb scenes of
the yellow fever plague that hit New Orleans before
the war—scenes impossible on the stage—which give
the movie great power.

Some of the accents and the attempt at ante-bellum
manners by the players will make you wince, cven
if you don't live in the South; but once Miss Davis
drives Henry Fonda to the North, and once she spies
his bride when he returns, and begins to hate, you will
find Jezebel an authentic and logical piece of work,
and you will find Miss Davis a really finc actress.

I suppose we shall have to wait until the theater or
the novelists call their attention to it, but it is amaz-
ing that Hollywood for the most part cvidently never
has read any American history save that section: 1861
—1898. or roughly, from Lincoln’s first administration
to McKinley’s death.

Whether they make any money or not, the produc-
ers will undoubtedly give us a great deal more South-
ern history between now and that breath-taking mo-
ment when Gone With The 1Wind finally is presented to
a swooning public.

One producer I know has bought William Faulk-
ner’s last war novel, and another is contemplating
doing a picture about Abraham Lincoln.

But even Mr. Faulkner knows some Southern his-
tory that antedates the Civil War by quite a few ycars;
naturally. they couldn’t make a movie from them, but
his stories of the days when the Creeks and the
Cherokees owned slaves are as fresh as they are
fantastic.

Mr. de Mille recently gave us an epic about Lafitte
and the war of 1812 but, then, Mr. de Mille's history
sooner or later all looks and sounds alike, whether it

o \' I E

THE JOY OF LIVING. Another labored attempt
at smart comedy, but this time Irene Dunne has
a chance to sing some Jerome Kern music as
well as to frolic with Douglas Fairbanks, Jr.,
and a host of comedians including Alice
Brady, Guy Kibbee, Eric Blore and Jean Dixon.

Neighborhood Notes

THE FIRST HUNDRED YEARS. In which Virginia
Bruce and Robert Montgomery go through that
old plot about “should a wife work2" —in this
case the alternative being for her to live in
New Bedford, but there is some freshness of
detail, and some first-class playing on the part

Id South is “Jezebel” told — with Bette Davis and Henry Fonda

S

deals with Egypt, Biblical times or Buffalo Bill. But
from New England to Florida, from St. Louis to San
Francisco, there are characters and locales that would
make exciting and novel historical movies.

Mind you, I'm not arguing that Hollywood should
go into the history business, nor do I think they have
any obligation to educate the movie-goers of the
country.

But right now, besides the aforementioned Civil
War stories, the producers have in the works a
life of Jesse James; a re-make of The Valley of The
Giants; two stories that might—just barely might have
been—suggested by Hells Fargo, onc being Overland
Express and the other Stage Coach Days; a cattle
story called The Texans—and some others called
Thunder in Alaska, Under Western Skies and Outlaws
of Sonora.

(And as long as these articles are copyrighted, I
think I'm safe in coming right out with some sugges-
tions and some dates the producers cvidently never
read about in school.)

S LONG as they insist on making pictures about
Texas, they might start at the beginning and think
about Sam Houston. Mr. Marquis Jamcs wrote 4
book called The Raven which is in my opinion the
most exciting history book I've read in ten years; not
so much because of the fighting or the conquest of
the West, but for the fantasy of the story; the fantasy
of a man who starts lifc as a gentleman poet, becomes
a politician and a soldier, lays around drunk with the
Indians for ten years, then gets up off the ground and
goes out and stcals Texas from the Mexicans.

Mr. James goes a little bit more into detail, but the
facts are there—the most important, to me, being that
fact that onc of our great empire-builders was not an
old illiterate who picked his teeth with a bowie-knife,
but a Virginia gentleman and a poet.

This, of course, is not Hollywood history. Even if
a producer did make The Raven, he'd probably just
hire 3,000 extras to put on the [Turn to page 95]

G U | D E

of the personable Miss Bruce and Mr. Mont-
gomery make it an entertaining picture,

REBECCA OF SUNNYBROOK FARM. In which
the late Kate Douglas Wiggin favorite is slightly
changed —the story opens in a broadcasting
station this time — but in which Shirley Temple
sings and dances with more finesse than ever
before and with the support of Bill Robinson.

Recommended: Adventures of Marco Polo;
Adventures of Chico;Bringing Up Baby ; Goldwyn
Follies; Mad About Music; Of Human Hearts;
Paradise for Three; Slight Case of Murder.




18 Alicia Rhett

OF

CHARLESTON

C/?;z ,.z}zf&-zwé}y youngot arledl . . . .
10ile @ maiked dbamalic lalnl. ...
e 1y devaled % z%zg/’/e of euldoor qpoits

HE is a Rliett. of Charleston. Which meansthat her

“presence is requested” at the St. Cecilia Ball,
aristacratic social event dating hack to 1762—still firmly
exclusive. Her forefathers —among them, the founder
of (“hurleston—have borne the titles of Lord Proprietar
...Colanel...Gaovernor...Senator. She,
gifted artist...models heads in clay...does life-size por-
traits in oils. And she has unusual dramatic talent. She
goex in lor sports, and smokes Camels.

In studio. at Jelt. Alicia tells a friend about the dif-
ference bhetween Camels and other cigarettes. “You
alwavs smoke Camels. Alicia. Why Camels all the
titne?” asks Mary Middleton French, sitting for her
portrait. “When you smoke as steadily as I do, vou
appreciate Camels.” savs Mies Rhett. "They're different.”
“How different? ... "So difterent that [ can smoke all
the Camels | want and they never tire my laste or

herself, is a

jangle my nerves, The best way of saying all that [

niean is— Camels agree with me!”

Miss Rhett is shown in costume (above), smoking a Camel hackstage at the historic
Dock Street Theatre where she has plaved leading roles. It is now whispered in the
drawing rooms ot old Charleston that she may soon lend her talent te the long-awaited
filming of an exciting Civil War romance! "My dramatic work involves hours of re-
hearsing,” says Miss Rhett. "A real test of the voice—and cigarette mildness! So I
smoke nothing but Camels. Camels are mild. And so gentle to my throat!”

PEOPLE DO APPRECIATE THE

Despite her artistic inlerests. Alicia the Sword Gates—famous Charleston

COSTLIER TOBACCOS

IN CAMELS

Rhett finds time to follow her favorite
sports—riding and tennis. Above, Miss
Rhett was caught by the photographer
as she smoked a Camel on the balcony
of the Dock Street Theatre—"America’s
oldest.” Right—she enjeys anether
Camel on her way to the courts. Note

THEY ARE THE

LARGEST-SELLING

CIGARETTE IN AMERICA

Copyright, 1935, B, J. Keynolds Tobseeo Uo,, Winston -Salem, 5, O

Mrs. Nicholas Biddle, Philadelphia

Mrs. Alexander Black, Los Angeles

Mrs. Powell Cabot, Boston

Mrs. Thomas M. Carnegie, Jr., New York
Mrs. J. Gardner Coolidge 2nd, Boston

One smol«er teHs anot]ler:

“CAMELS AGREE
WITH ME!P”

Mrs. Chiswell Dabney Langherne, Virginia

Mrs. Anthony J. Drexel 3rd, Philadelphia:

landimarks. “After a game of tennis,”
she says, “I walk straight to my pack
of Camels, and smoke as many as I
please. It takes healthy nerves to enjoy
a life full of activities. So my smoking
is confined to Camels. My nerves and
Camels ‘get along’ beautifully!”

CAMELS ARE A MATCHLESS BLEND OF FINER, MORE EXPENSIVE
TOBACCOS ... TURKISH AND DOMESTIC

Among the many distinguished women who find

Camels delightfully different:

Mrs. Jasper Morgan, New York

Miss Alma Nicoll, New York

Mrs. Nicholas G. Penniman 111, Baltimore
Miss LeBrun Rhinelander, New Yark
Mrs. John W. Rockefeller, Jr., New York
Mrs. Rufus Paine Spalding I1I, Pusudena
Mrs. Louis Swift, Jr., Chicago

Mrs. Barclay Warburton, Ir., Philadelphia
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30 BIG DAILY CONTESTS

10 NEW REFRIGERATORS GIVEN
AWAY EVERY DAY FOR 30 DAYS

Etor now ! Entor afton

First contest closes midnight Friday,
May 20 — with another new contest every
day (except Saturdays, Sundays and May
30) through July 1. See this calendar!

DAILY contests hmited to U.S.and Hawaii.

JUST COMPLETE THIS SENTENCE:

EASY TO WIN!

JUNE
o T W

ST
NOE)
7

"9 Like Pr G White Haphtho Soap hecomss.......

(WRITE 25 ADDITIONAL WORDS OR LESS)

300 FIRST PRIZES! Justimagine! Ten new
1938 Servel Electrolux Refrigerators will
be given away every day for six weeks
(excepting Saturdays and Sundays and
May 30) ... A new, easy contest each day
—and ten opportunities each day for you
to win!

What a joy to have this beautiful, money-
savingrefrigerator in yourown kitchen! This
silent Servel Electrolux is the last word in
modern, completely automatic refrigera-
tion! Saves money~—mno ice to buy. Keeps
foods fresh, crlsp, wholesome! Think of the
fun of mdklng ice-creams, pretty frozen
desserts and salads!

IMPORTANT: Winners may choose the Ser-
vel Electrolux model that operates on city
gas...or the model that operates on bottled
gasor kerosene (coal qil ). Perfect refrigera-
tion for yeur home—whether city, suburban
or rural!

HINTS ON WINNING! We're offering these
generous prizes so you'll try the new im-
proved P AND G White Naphtha Soap!
Just read how P AND G whitens clothes!
Shortens washing time! Saves work!

A touch of P AND G soap on dirty streaks
soaks dirt loose in less than ten minutes —
cuts washer time one-third to one-half!

Towels, sheets, shirts whiten up — often
several shades whiter — without boiling,
bleaches or scrubbing.

P an® G Naphtha is guaranteed safe for

bright washable ginghams, prints and linens,

This new P AND G Naphtha is amazingly
economical! In hard water, it gives 259
more suds than other bar soaps tested! And
you can use this fine white bar soap for only
half the cost of most granulated or flaked
soaps! Easy on your hands!

So many reasons why you like P aND G
Naphtha. Just write us your best reason—
and you’ll have a swell chance to win a
beautiful Servel Electrolux Refrigerator.
Don't fuss with big words—be natural.
If you like P AND G especially for children’s
clothes, you’ll write something like this:

“I like P AND G White Naphtha Soap be-
cause it gets those dirty streaks out of chil-
dren’s clothes without any scrubbing, it
doesn’t ever fade colors, and gets my white
clothes wonderful and white.”

Or if you like P AND G best for dishwashing,
for cleaning—write about that! Judges will
read every sentence. So yours will be read.
Perhaps its simple, honest sincerity will
bring you a grand new SERVEL ELEC-
TROLUZX. So enter now—and enter often!

FOR CONTEST NEWS—HINTS ON
WINNING-AND ANNOUNCEMENT,
OF WI'NNERS NAMES, TUNE IN
ON "THE GUIDING LIGHT"SEE
YOUR i.OCAL NEWSPAPER
FOR STATION AND TIME.

SERVEL ELECTROLUX
REFRIGERATORS

CHOICE OF GAS OR KEROSENE MODEL PRICED UP TO 5295

ST Snchiers. NEW /7 MODEL

DELIVERED AND INSTALLED FREE
IN YOUR HOME—GUARANTEED

WHEREVER
YOU LIVE

Servel Electrolux gives
perfect refrigeration
~—a gas refrigerator
for the city {illustrated)
—a kerosene or bottled
gasmodel for the form.

SENSATIONAL
ECONOMY !
Operafes for o few
cents a doy! No woter,
no electricity needed.

SILENT, LONG LIFE

No moving parfs to
make noise or weor.

SAVES ON FOOD!

Keeps milk sweef!

Keeps vegetables,

fruits, left-overs
fresher, longer!

ROOMY!
CONVENIENT !

12.2 squore feet of
shelf space. Three ice
trays. B0 ice cubes.
Flexible ice-cube re-
lecse. Extra dessert
fray. Two vegetoble
fresheners.

DURABLE NO-CHIP
NEWTONELABINET

Baked Porceloin En-
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“Let’s just talk.

F PEOPLE in Clinton think I have forgotten Louise Kimbrough, they are
wrong. Eleven years is a long time, I know. But you don’t forget a girl
like Louise. Her eyes, for instance—l keep sceing them. In all these
years, I have never been able to look at anything beautiful without seeing
Louise Kimbrough’s soft, woundcd cyes.

Sometimes I think if I had kept the picture of her niece, it might have
‘been better. 1 mean, you can't run away irom a thing like that, any more
than you can forget a girl like Louise, and what happened to her. Because.
in a way, it happens to you, too, and nothing is ever quite the same again. . . .
If I hall just taken the picture to school, that morning after the storm. and
showed it to them—explained to them something of how it was with her, it
might have made all the difference in the world. Louise might have come
back to school again, and everything would have been different. Instcad.
I tore the picture into a dozen pieces and threw them into the street. I don't
know what made me do it. 1t was like sctting my seal to something I thought
was ended, maybe that was why. I thought that tearing it would help me
to forget. But that was crazy, too. It is better to look at a painful image,
now and then, than to carry it inside of yvou forever.

T TIIAT time. we were strangers in Clinton. and we lived upstairs over the
Kimbroughs. in their dark green, shuttered house on the corner of Wood-
land and Vine. When the wind blew, you ceuld hear the dry whisper of the
magnolias in the vard, and see how the young winter grass bent vivid but
tender, in their hcavy shade. Even on the brightest fall mornings, there was
a curious stillness below, as if the house crouched full to bursting with some
secret knowing. and took the hard lashes of the wind without a flicker of its
tightly closed lids. My father, hearing it, would pausc in the act of lifting
a hot buttered biscuit to his mouth. His shrewd blue eyes would narrow.

|—love to talk, don't you2” “Better than anythiing”

IMAGE
OF
LOUISE

BY FELIX NOLAND

"I want you to go straight to school
this morning, Sarah.”

“Yes.”

Tall and crect, he sat, the creases
sharp as razors down his immaculate
white shirt sleeves. “No hanging
around with that girl downstairs,
now!”

My eyes fell to my plate. “But
Father—why?”

~Eat your breakfast, Sarah.” my
mother soothed. She was tiny but
strong and shining as metal, in her
crisp tan percale. “Walk to school
with Marien, why don't you? She's
such a nice girl.”

“Sssh—Mother!” Swallowing, I
broke a piece of thin bacon with my
fork. What was the good of arguing?
It was always the same, where Louise
was concerned. and it was always ugly.

She was the only one ef the Kim-
brough girls at home then. The other
three were married, thanks to Mr.
Kimbrough. Nobody knew exactly
where they lived, or whether they had
kept their husbands, but one of them
—Daisy, I think it was—had had a
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little girl after the boy who was born too coon. Louise used to carry the
child’s picture in the back of a silver vanity case, and whenever anybody
was close enough to sce it, she pretended to be powdering her nose.
But I never heard her mention the little boy and I never heard her
speak one of her sister’s names.

“Gee,” the girls said at school, “gee, but you're lucky, Sarah. Living
upstairs over the Kimbroughs! 1 bet you see plenty, don’t you?”

“No,” 1 said, “I've never seen anything.”

This was true.

Frances sniggered. ‘“Maybe Sarah needs glasses.”

“Well, therc are a lot of trees around that house,” Marion said.
“Won't forget, I live right across the strect from them.”

“Yes, and you've seen plenty, Marion Willis!”

Nancy’s languid eyelids drooped. “Why don't you tell Sarah about
the night you went over there to study with Louise. Remember?”

“Oh, that time!” She glanced over her shoulder, and toward a dense
clump of trees opposite the baskctball court. Bchind the scabby black
trunks, something white seemed to rise and fall. It might have becn
a piece of newspaper, but I watched, out of the cornsrs of my cyes.
“Well, Mr. Kimbrough was out of town, sce? For a change!” Every-
body giggled. “Louise called me up one night, and asked me to come
over there and study with her. So I waited until Mother went upstairs,
and then I sneaked across the street.” She made a gesture with her
long narrow hands, drawing us closer. “Louise answered the door.
I never will forget how funny she looked—kinda scared, or sick, or
something. And no wonder!” Her voice dropped lower, and the words
slurred as she whispered. “Just as we passed the parlor . ... way to
her room . . . . door swung open, and there . .. .sofa ... . Mrs.
Kimbrough and Maybelle—you know, Maybelle Kimbrough, the oldest?
—and two men! And they were all . . .”

*Sssh—here comes Louise!”

“Oh, pretend you don’t see her!”

“Here, Sarah—show us your Friendship Dhracelet—"

“Don’t look, kids—don’t look!”

UT from the dark shadows of the trees she stepped, and stond still

for a moment, her head lifted asif she were listening. Then with her
white middy blouse blown tight against the sharp points of her breasts,
she started toward us—not directly but with quick, uncertain move-
ments. her eyes all the time fixed in the distance, lustrous and shy.
There was something about her that made you think of a young doe
sctting its arched hooves in wariness ahead, a trembling upon it, and
the soft polished brown eyes so asking. . . . Across the cindery clay
yard she stalked, her beautiful red mouth held still, a sheen on her skin
like wet autumn lcaves, and you could sce the boys halt in their tracks
as she passed. You could sce them fling up their hands to their neckties,
as if to loosen them for the sudden rush of blood that stole to their
whetted faces. “Hcy, there—Louisc!”

With one accord, we whirled. It was Spike Hunter, the captain of the
basketball team, and though we all stared, breathless, he kept his eyes
on his sneakers as he ran. “Louise!”

On she came, not turning her head, but darting her begging eyes
toward us again and again. “Don’t look, Sarah—don’t look!”

“Louisc!” Spike's voice was rich and wooing. “Wait a minute

She flung us a last imploring glance, bowed her head, wheeled and
went leaping up the cement walk to the entrance of the gray stucco
building, her slim hecls tap-tapping, while back of her crept Spike,
a faint smile on his lips and his eyes very black in his keen white
face. “Leouise!”

At the steps she paused and waited for him, fumbling with her vanity.
We could see Spike’s copper head bent down, his smiling mouth close
to her ear, and Louise looking out and heyond, her dark, silky hair
writhing in the wind. Above the shrill clamor of noon recess, her
voice came toward us as if directed. “I'm sorry, Spike. I can’t
have dates.”

He whispered something, and ran his quick fingers down her arm.

“No,” she said again, and louder. She opened the silver vanity, and
looked. “No, Spike—I'm sorry. My mother won’t let me have dates.”

With the words, Frances snickered so loudly that I dropped her arm,
and slepped to one side. I remember the sudden hurt crying of the
sparrows, in the old trees, and how the sun disappeared behind a thin
smoke of autumn clouds. But I could not look at Louise. I stood as if
turned to stone, saying to myself that T would Icave this crowd and
walk with her—not for pity alone, but because I wanted to be her
friend. There was something about her—some qualily that I recognized,
even then, but without understanding. I wanted so much to be her
friend, but my knees were locked, and I could not speak. I couldn’t
even look at her. ... At last, when I raised my eyes, Spike was
swinging across the yard with a strange, fixed smile on his lips, and
Louise had disappeared. “Tomorrow,” I said to myself as if making
a vow, “tomorrow I am going to ask Louise to walk with me. Maybe
we’ll eat lunch together. I'll ask her at study period.”

1

Of course, I didn’t. It was not only the girls. Once I had walked
arm-in-arm to assembly with Louise. All of the teachers had watched
us as we passed, and not one of them had spoken. That was the first
time I noticed the little girl's picturc in the back of her vanity. “Who
is it7” I said, while Louise stopped on the landing to powder her nose.
“Who is that darling little girl, Louise?”

“My nicce,” Louise said. “She is named for me. Louise.”

“She’s the image of you,” I said, reaching for the vanity and studying
the little girl’s still, watchful face—the eyes so far apart and dark as
old wounds. It was a beautiful face, but already older than mine, and
quick with knowing. “Oh, the very image, Louise!”

“Do you really think so?” She wiped the loose powder from the
photograph, and looked at it again. “It’s the only one I have,” she said.

That same aflternoon, Miss Selover kept me after Ancient History.
The pupils of her eyes were keen as drills bchind her polished glasses.
“Do you know Louise Kimbrough very well, Sarah?”

“Well, we live in the same house with them,” I said flushing. “Up-
stairs,”

“Of course—I'd forgotten that.” She straightened the spotless blotter
on her desk. “You seem to have plenty of nice young friends, Sarah.
This is very important, at your age. You can’t be too careful.”

I blinked at her. “No'm.” '

“Louisc Kimbrough is far too old for you, anyway.”

“We are both fifteen,” I said, but faintly.

“Even so, you arc entirely different types. I taught all three of
Louisc’s sisters. I know them all.”

1 said nothing.

“Not that there is anything wrong with Louise—don’t misunderstand
me. But she is years older than you, in most ways. Do you sce
what I mean?”

“Yes, Miss Selover.”

1 didn’t, then.

Her eyes ground into me, as she rose. “So far, I like your work
in this class, Sarah. I hope you keep it up. I'd hate to be disap-
pointed in you, my dear. We all should.”

“Thank you.”

Walking through the long, dusty halls, I kept looking in all the dark
corners, It was as if I could fcel Louise hiding in one of them, and
maybe bent double with pain, because she had heard what Miss Selover
said. I kept watching and listening, but 1 was hurrying, too, because
it was late, and I wanted to catch up with the crowd.

FTER school, Louise usually hurried off alone. Sometimes she would

walk two or three blocks alone, her slender figure bowed and sway-

ing before us. the faint tap of her heels as light and fleet as a gazelle’s.

1 couldn’t get over the feeling that she was running from something,

and all the time knowing that it was of no use. “Listen,” Frances would

say, narrowing her prominent eyes against the strong yellow sunlight,
“listen, Sarah—don’t you cver sce anything?”

“No. Really, Frances, I don’t.”

“Not even Mrs. Kimbrough, or anything?”

“Oh,” I said carelessly, “I see her, of course. But just driving the
car in and out. She’s very old, isn’t she> I bet Mrs. Kimbrough
is almost fifty.”

“Well, what of it>” Nancy said. “Those black, frizzly bangs and
rhinestone earrings. Marion, remember what their cook told yours?”

([Do I!”

“Remember the time Vclma Kimbrough was so sick?” Edith shud-
dered, and drew her hard, freckled arm tighter through mine. “Oh,
you could hear her all over the neighborhood, couldn’t you, Marion?”

“T'll say you could.” She winked, grinning. “They said it was
ptomaine.”

“Ptomaine®” They shricked. “Ptomaine!”

Nancy swallowed a whole chocolate cake in one gulp. “I bet Sarah
sees things, all right,” she said. “[ just bet she sces plenty.”

“T don’t,” T said. “I tell you, I've never seen anything.”

And it was true. The worst of it was that I didn’t even know what
they were talking about, most of the time. But always, when it con-
cerned Louise, it was ugly. And although I was curious as any young
girl, I could not have asked them if I had tried. There was something
about Louisc. . . . I justcouldn’t doit, and1didn’t really want to know.

Near the top of the hill we were beginning to climb, Louise was
hurrying new, racing betwcen two boys. - She looked little, between
them, with her navy blue pleated skirt billowy as if she were flying—
the ends of her shining hair lifted high above her head, and the silver
vanity dangling, flashing in the sun like a badge. I remember how my
own breath quickened, thinking they had probably hidden in wait for
her, and now they had caught her—she could never escape from them.
I went on walking, taking slow, measured steps, but all the time I was
racing with Louise, a salty taste in my mouth, and a swelling in my
chest that stopped my breath. “For two cents,” T thought, swallowing,
and saying nothing, “for two cents, I'd leave this crowd and walk with
Louisc. I'd walk all the way home with her.” [Turn to page 50]



He whispered something and ran his long reddish fingers down her arm. “No, Spike —
I'm sorry. My mother won't let me have dates.” With the words, Frances sniggered audibly
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JAY ALLEN “How many coun
are left in the world where a meet-

ing like this would be possible?”

Airplanes drop death from the sky...mighty guns roar on disputed frontiers...nations march in grim hordes
against each other...There is war. And, ever alert, the youth of America is not blind to its ominous implica-

tions. What do they think about war? Peace? What will they do if America is threatened? In March, in
Portland, Oregon, with the editors of McCall's, twenty-six representative voung persons come together in

McCall's second Youth Conference to debate these questions. Their convic-

tions, distilled from the day’s discussion, are given you in this factual report BY JAY AI- I-E N

and back from the Willamette River

but not very far back so that when a
sternwheeler passed. hugging the near bank.
she was nearly in the windows. jerking by
like a cardboard prop in a river boat drama
of the Mississippi.

Funny the things vou think of when you
stare idly out a window as I was when the
young man who was talking about Raw
Materials and War, settled down to his
subject with all the determination of a
three-miler.

1 was thinking that the sternwheeler
might have been a showboat rounding the
bend for the levce, but of coursc it wasn't
because it was obviously carrying wood
pulp: and the green of the other bank—the
rusty greens of the conifers and tender
greens of the other trees that have the de-
cency to renew themselves—was so unmis-
takably the super and ovcr-lush green of
an Oregon spring and had nothing in com-
mon with the wan and battered foliage of
the Mississippi valley.

And that led me to thinking of the view
a long time ago from Doun Pepe Ortega’s
lecture hall in the University of Madrid,
where you saw the spring come as a faint
blush of green until the Spanish sun found
it out and seared it brown.

And that led me to thinking of how—
only a year ago—we sat in that same lecture

THE Waverly Club stands up a little

hall in the Philusophy building and watched
the machine gun planted on Don Pecpe's
desk. its nose through the Venetian blinds,
spit a gale of lead at a trench hardly forty
vards away. and thought how strange were
the antics of the dead Moor on the parapet
when the gale ripped into him and how the
crocuses all around him shuddered.

ND then I heard a man say. “That's

bunk!”

“What’s bunk?”

“All this stuff about my country right
or wrong.”

We were discussing war and peace.

We were at it all day long. eight girls and
eighteen boys. They were as nearly an
average group as you could get. They were
between the ages of twenty and twenty-
eight like the sixteen odd million Americans
of the same age who would. if not muke,
certainly wage the Next War. if and when.

Twenty to twenty-eight or thirty is the
best age for a fighting man, unless you are
a pilot and then eighteen is better. It is
cleaner to be a pilot but the mortality (in
Spain) is about ninety percent in a year.

This is also the age at which the maost
women in wartime are elected to say the
goodbyes, to marry or not to marry—and it
is open to dispute which is the best if you
haven't some way of knowing that he is going
to come back. It is also the age at which

women are apt to have children in arms,
which.is a great drawback when the air-raid
sirens scream and you have to run for the
shelter. Modern war, which has made such
acdvances that now bombs can drop out of
a silent. speckless sky. plays no favorites.
but it is especially hard on the men and
women in the twenties.

They had been fine. All day long they
sat about and. because this thing was im-
portant, produced their ideas on war and
peace and listened to each other. They were
glad to have the chance to discover what
their fellows and. I wouldn’t be surpriscd,
what they themselves thought. They were.
of course, less intcresting on raw materials
than “on my country right or wrong.”

UT of a day's talk—some of it very
good, as that mysterious process of
catalysis that can operate in any conversa-
tion, began to work—came no formal con-
clusions. Far from it! And that. perhaps. is
the proof that this forum on War and Peace
was conducted according to plan. not to con-
vince our eight girls and eighteen boys of
anything at all. but to discover what were
their ideas about this business that concerns
them now most of all
What we found from each other. with
cach ather’s help—was. succinctly. this:
That they will not be led. if they can help
it, on any adventure whatsoever.




That they are very chary about making
things “'safe” outside our own borders, very
chary indeed.

That whatever their idcals for interna-
tional codperation, they have lost all belief
in the validity of treaty structurcs.

HAT they do not think war imminent

but sec its threat on every hand.

That the old shibboleths have lost their
potency and the crusader, the voluntcer. is
apt to be a “damn fool.” Ideals are at dead
center, even the pacifist ideal.

And that they are apprehensive, terribly
so, as to what will happen “when the heat
is put on” to their thinking and to their
persons.

Portland was chosen for the setting be-
cause, while in many ways Oregon is a very
average American state, it is not the farthest
removed from the Orient where is raging
what—since it has not bheen offcially de-
clared or espied as a War—may be Peace
but a very special and novel kind.

As in every sound military operation,
scouts were sent on ahead to round up these
twenty-six with special care. They werc
found in most of what are known euphc-
mistically as the “walks” of life in which
men and women from twenty to twenty-
eight are apt to be found.

Among the men there were. in sound
proportion. five students—of law. of jour-
nalism. of medicine. of economics, and one
from high school—an all-round athlete.
There was a truck driver, a sawmill worker,
a clerk and a junior in an advertising firm,
a reporter, an artist, a sailor-prizefighter, a
University student captain of the RO.T.C.,
a precocious politician and two college in-
structors.

Of the eight girls. one was a clerk. one a
textile worker, one a pre-medical student,
one a “home economist.” one a secretary,
one a campfire leader and one a student
who is widow and mother.

They were representative in other ways;
there was the usual majority of conformers
hoping for the best. two or three of those
perfervid champions of the status quo who
carry on the great tradition of the Sinclair
Lewis’ Babbitt of the "20’s. The majority
were Protestants, A few were free-thinkers
and several were Catholics.

Now, these characteristics. the discovery
of any of which would prove prejudicial to
one’s health in some one of an increasing
number of countries. were not to be seen
as quickly as all that.

After a decade in Europe a correspondent
worth his salt can distinguish a Fascist. a
Bolshevik. or even a simple Liberal, with
his cyes closed. This is a talent of great
importance in societies that have come
apart or arc about to. But with the forum

We're bound to h _
inferest in what goes on in
rest of the fd”

I failed miserably and had to rcsort to a
pocket album gotten up for the occasion.

Their faces put me off.

There was the young man with the grave
cyes, grave until they found ccho to their
humor and then, miraculously. smiled with-
out a muscle quivering in the dcadest of
dead pans. He was very gentle in voice
and concept. I thought him the college in-
structor wearied with successive crops of
fresh ignorance. He turned out to be the
sailor-prizefighter who had fought in seven-
teen states.

Therc was the girl with freckles, milky
skin. sensitive lips and the subtle chic in her
clothes who was not a designer at all as she
should have been, but a day worker in a
textile mill.

And the one with his chin set to lead with
and the sullen eyes. was not the boxer, as
we already know, but a reporter who doesn’t
like reporting, who would like to be an
aviator and, for all that, talks most uncom-
mon sense.

ND the young man with his hair ruffled
and the mobile features that are sup-
posed to come with poets. turned out not to
be a poet; he had it all down pat. pat like &
parchesi board and quite unlike a poet.
Nice faces they were. accustomed to look-
ing into a future that is still soft and veiled
like the atmosphere in the Oregon valleys,
and not harsh and clear as in Europe where
the youth is doomed and knows it even
when it whistles furiously in the dark.
There was morc that I could not see in
their faces, something vou sometimes see
or imagine you see in Europe. Once. not
long ago, in the Place de I’Etoile in Paris,
a friend, who must be forgiven because he
put in four years on the Western Front,
suddenly clutched my arm and stared. point-
ing with his free hand at the crowd hurrying
home. “Look. look. while you have the
chance to see them and count them walking,
the corpses of the next war! Every fifth
man of themisa corpseand doesn’t know it.”
You could almost believe it that night.
The news from the various fronts on which
this Peace is being waged was bad, as al-
ways. An icy wind blew, swirling the pa-
pers people dropped around the pillars of
the Arc de Triomphke and caused the blue
flame that issues from the innards of the
Unknown Soldier to gutter and hiss and look
anything but eternal. And people hurried,
their collars turned up. their heads down
but vaguely bluc in the light of the street
lamps which had been painted over for the
trial blackouts.
1 thought my firiend was being very con-
servative with his one out of five., but he

Candid Camera Shots: By Ray Atkeson

said that he was only figuring thc men who
would be killed in the old way of war, not
the victims of the bombings. We couldn’t
have worked out the proportion of those
with any accuracy because there were no
children in the streets and very few women.

But in the living room of the Waverly
Club. with spring exploding all around out-
side the windows, I couldn't work the trick;
I saw no corpses in the room at all. And
it was clear that they, the clients, did not
consider themselves candidates for corpse-
dom, not even the professional warrior of
the R.O.T.C. who held his peace most of
the time during the discussions lest he com-
mit the Army to his views.

For not only did they not think of war
as an inevitability more or less imminent,
but they seemed to derive much comfort
from being there, being able in 1938 to dis-
cuss the question of war and peace and to
proclaim without jeopardizing their health
or freedom of movement what they would
or would not do in the event of war.

“How many countries are left now in the
world where a meeting like this would be
possible?”

Not many, they found with pride and
satisfaction. Only in England. in France,
in Czecho-Slovakia (if there is any such
country on the coalescing map of Europe
by the time this magazine comes out), in
Holland. in Belgium. in the Scandinavian
democracies and a few more. Certainly
not in Germany and Italy, in Hungary,
Yugoslavia, Japan. probably not in Russia
and in some South American states.

O FLAIR that I might have had for

picking the walking dead. if there were
any there. would have been operative in that
room. 1 had only to look through the
French door and zee the conical tree with
the shiny leaves in the shadow of which
a young man I knew very well got himself
engaged, and quite solidly so, in 1022.
There had been a dance. Many of us were
veterans of the late jamboree to end all wars.
We were the artisans of the peace that was
clamped on the world in 1918 and already
for three years had been enjoying the fruits
of it. Life stretched straight ahead, like the
shadows behind the conical tree with the
shiny leaves. Ii you couldn't make the
grade. it was obvious that you had only
yourself to blame.

It was quite a long time afterward that
we discovered that something. possibly even
the mainspring, had been broken in the
struggle to save things. By that time I had
gone to Europe and had discovered that the
Armistice was only an Armistice—if that.
I sat in at the slow and relentless process
by which the Disarmament conference tinal-
ly disarmed the world [Turn to page 29]
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Mrs.Forrest Wendell was the
glamour girl with the tiny
baby in 1040. Julie Dewart
was the nurse. She was
also the girl Forrest Wendell
once had hoped to marry

T WAS not that Julie had ever withheld exactly who
she was; her name in full. Julia Mary Dewart. was
inscribed soberly on the Nurses’ Register and on the

records of the Boston school where she had taken her
training. It was her good fortune that no one in this
spacious new world had ever connected her with the
Julie Dewart of the old. constricted one.

The skirt of her fresh uniform swished crisply as
she walked down the corridor.

“This way please.” she said to the visitors as she
turned a sharp left. She explained automatically that
they must stay outside the glass and she would wheel
the baby into their linc of vision. She could have pre-
dicted exactly what they would say before they said
it. the oh’s and ah’s and “Isn’t he too adorable?™ and
“He's the image of Dick.” ctc. These girls. like three
out of five of the women who came to sce patients at
the East River Hospital. were wearing mink coats.

“Yes. he's a finc baby,” she answered. "T'll have to
wheel him back now. It's nearly feeding time.”

1i 1022 had had a Special. the girls might have heen
able to stay longer and hear morc details. but 1022—
like so many of the young marrieds—had gzone on floor
care for her second week.
As a matter of fact. floor
care. as represented by
Julie. was notably cffi-
cient and adequate for
anvone who was not des-
perately ill. but some of
the pampered young
mothers liked to pretend
they were making untold
sacrifices for economy’s
sake. . . .

The minds of the mink-
coated ladies were al-
ready on their own lives.
As they stepped into the
clevator, Julie heard one
of them murmur, “We're
stopping at the MNlerry-
go-Round first. Why
don’t you and Tony meet
us there?”

Tor a second—only for
a second—she felt a stah
of curiosity about all
those places she had left.
The upholstered leather stalls, the tables for (wo. the
little man with the accordion. the throaty girl at the
piano—were they all there: Had they changed? In
her rather nimble imagination. she could see a new
débutante generation sitting in the places vacated by
the old. Everyone could be replaced, oi course. and
who was sitting in the scat of Julie Dewart? Or did it
matter?

She was in a funny mood today. If it had been
spring, she might have called it spring fever. But it
was autumn, a bleak day. one of those duys when the
sky seems white. She went inside the alcove where
the charts were kept and. before making an entry on
1031's, stood at the window a little while. looking
down at the river. In the few months she had been
here, she had learned the boat schedules rather well.
The river was apt to be quiet at this time. It brought
an clusive peace to her spirit to look at it. A barge
went by on the heels of a small tug. Two gulls wheeled
in concentric circles and flew out of her linc of sight.
She turned and saw 1031's light again.

The lady. it seemed. was only hored. After Julie
had filied her thermos pitcher and recled her head
higher. she asked suddenly. “What's your name? 1
hate not knowing people’s names.”

“Miss Dewart,” said Julie concisely.

“Dewart—Dewart—I knew a boy by that name
once. It was at a Princeton prom. I suppose he isnt
any rclation, though—"

“There arc a good many Dewarts.” evaded Julic.
She changed the subject at once. *“l1s this your first
baby. Mrs. Willets?"

“No. but I can assure you it's my last! I have a
little girl at home. My husband’s crazy about her. but
he was awfully anxious for a boy. And now he has onc
and T expect to rest on my laurels!”

Another nurse put her head in the door and with-
drew.

Julie reached for Mrs. Willets' light button at the
end of the long cord and pushed the catch. She smiled
disarmingly.

“Always push in the release when your call is an-
swered. won't you? Otherwise your light stays on and
another tloor nurse sces it and comes running.”

“Running?"” sniffed Mrs. Willets.

Julie's smile deepened. They always felt neglected.
And no matter how often you cxplained it, they never
remembered to press the release.

+Shall I give you more light? 1t's a dark day.”

~I'd like to have my make-up box. please.”

Julic handed it over. She would undoubtedly change
her nail polish now. They did that when they had noth-
ing else to do.

Coming out into the corridor again she met the cirl
who attended to the flowers. The girl's name was Amy
and she was gay and fresh to look at in her starched
pink smock.

“Hello. Amy. what’s news>”

“Ten-twenty-five has orchids again. You just ought
to sec them. They cover up her bed jacket and even
drip over on to the spread!”

“An appreciative husbhand. I cee.”

“He's handsome, too,” sighed Amy
with a trace of envy. “Well. some
people have all the luck.”

“Has anyonc exciting registered?™
asked Julic absently. The corridor was
still buzzing with last month’s movice
star.

“There's a glamour girl in 1040.”
said Amy judiciously. as one who's
scen plenty and can evaluate. “Hon-
est, you ought to sce her. The room’s
packed with flowers, and she has two
Specials.”

“Had her baby?"

“Last night when you were ofi.
t's a boy.”

Julie said she’d drop in and have a
look around time for the dinner trays.
“Well. she’s worth looking at.”

Amy drifted off. with her armful
of roses. Julic felt the same little
stab of—not envy. perhaps, but some-
thing ncar it—that came to her when-
ever she saw the girl. Amy had what
she called “a steady™; she was plan-
ning to get married when they had both saved enough
to make some sort of start. Julic had seen the boy once
at the side entrance of the hospital—a clean-cut blond
voungster whose smile was engaging.

And Amy had said once. “*Gee. it must be wonderful
to be an R N.—you know. feel you were doing some-
thing swell for the world and all that. . .

“Tt is, Amy.” Julie had told her honestly. “Only
sometimes you feel pretty tired and futile. You stick
to Joe. You'll heve a marvelous life. .. .7

3

ULIE had a one-rvom apartment in a row of re-

modeled houses in Yorkville. near the Hospital. She
had decorated it carefully from the V'enetian blinds
to the porpoise wallpaper in the bath, had brought to
it from storage several pieces of fine old mahogany
that were .a part of her earliest memories of home.
But however she tried to delude herself that she and
her apartment were sufficient unto themselves, she had
occasional bad moments when she admitted to Julia
Mary Dewart that these were lean days for Julic. . . .

She could have predicted what
they would say — the oh’s and
ah‘sand,”Isn't he too adorable?”
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She knew she was lucky beyond belief to be at the
East River Hospital. Nurses with school records as im-
pressive as hers had not made the grade. \What they
wanted here was more than an efiicient nurse: it was
personality. assurance. whatever you cared to call it.
Also. they were partial to vouth on the nursing stafi.
and it might not have been by accident that the good-
looks average was high. ... Miss Dewart. Miss Camer-
on. Miss Reeves. Miss MacAllister. bruneties: Miss
Mitchell. Miss Gates. Miss Webb. blondes. All of them
consecrated to handling. with tact and dispatch. the
triumphant ladics of the stage and the Social Register

. and their very new infants. Julie gave mental
thanks that she was on nursery duty the next day.
She loved a session with the comparatively unrequir-
ing. and certainly unpretending. babies. She liked giv-
ing the formulas, the carcful oil baths. dressing them
in the little white dresses with the lace edgings. The
East River was very superior in the matter of the in-
lants” clothes—no nightgowns or hospitalish bibs tied
in the back for these pedigreed voungsters. They were
put into dresses the day after birth.

Certainly a life so busy and o varied should be
enough . . . Julic’s work hegan at seven in the morning
and lanted ull seven at night. leaving her healthily tired
in body and mind. She knew two or three of the other
vounger nurses well enough to go out to an occasional
movie with them. She had no men friends at all. In
Boston, during her training. there had been a handful
of attentive internes—attentive mainly, she had al-
ways suspected. because acquaintanceships between in-
ternes and probationers were frowned upon and there-
fore had the charm of forbidden fruit. Herc in New
York there was nobodyv—nobody to whom she cared
to recall Julic Dewart. Anthony Dewart's daughter. . . .

It was not as if she were ready to emerge into the
hattlefield again. she told herself—not as if she had
vet recovered from the deep wound leit by Forrest.
The world of men could wait till later: she was. after
2ll. quite independent of them. It was that fecling
riwore than anything else. that inward
shrinking. which had made her just
perceptibly rude to the Resident the
other evening. She had nothing against
him, nothing more valid than the ab-
surd far-fetched objection that he
wasn't Forrest. . . . He wasn't even
like Forrest. He was blond and stal-
wert where Forrest was lean and dark.
He had an open. aggressively cheer-
ful face—and Forrest's. which she had
never forgotten or really wanted to
forget. was the nervous shut-tight
kind. None of that excused her off-
hand manner with the Resident when
he had only wanted to be kind. Der-
“haps he had seen her loneliness: she
had a theory that doctors saw farther
teneath the surface than other men.
that the understanding of the intrica-
cies of the body was somehow or other
tied up with knowledge of what lay
beyond the body. And therefore. per-
haps for only a split second. Dr. Reall
might have glimpsed the Julic that
usually stayed buried, by her own
wish, under the crisp efaciency of the nurse. . . .

She answered two more calls. brought several late-
afternoon frosted chucoulates and orangeades, then
went to early dinner in the nurses’ dining room.

“Have you seen 1040 yet " asked Miss Gates.

“No. Is she something special?> Amy spoke of her
t00.”

“She’s divinedooking and she scems to feel as well
as she ever did. though it's only the day after. A
platinum blonde.”

“Another one?” said Julic wearily.

“No. She's different. Why don't you pop in and
see her?”

~I might.”

UST before she went off duty, Julie paid a call to
the desk to sec if there were some letter or message
she could take as a pretext for a pcep at 1040. There
was a box of flowers which had come five minutes
ago. Amy had left. and 1040's day Special was at
dinner and her night Special had not yet arrived, so

Julie bore off the box unchallenged. She tapped light-
ly on the door hefore she noticed the name plate. and
was answered with an impatient. “Come in!™ 1t was
too late to retreat.

Fecling her legs weak and unsustaining under her.
Julie stepped over the threshold of the room. The pa-
tient hehind the dinner tray was as Amy and Miss
Gates had indicated. You couldn’t deny her beauty:
vou wouldn't try. Julie stood still a long moment.
merely looking at her. She felt no particle of triumph
that the lovely wide-apart blue eyes became uncertain,
then afraid. . . .

“It's you.” said Mrs, I-orrest Wendell faintly.

HERE was something vaguely familiar about that

gleaming aszh-blonde hair and the curve of the young
chin. but Julie couldn’t think what. She had known
for some time that Forrest was married. but during
those vears in Boston she had long since gotten out of
the habit of reading the New York society columns.
and she had never known the name of his wife. With
much the same instinct which moves the ostrich to
stick his head in the sand. she had not wanted to
know. . . . Any knowledge of names or dates would
have given Forrest's marriage bitter reality, and Julie
wanted to go on dreammz .

“I'm a foor nurse.” she sald mechanically to the
beautiful person in the bed. “I have a box of flowers
for vou. Your Special is at dinner.”

“You're Julie Dewart.” said the girl.

“I'm sorry.” said Julie in almost a whisper. ™
remember vou.”

Yet an clusive knowledge of having scen Mrs. For-
rest Wendell before nagged at her brain.

“You wouldn’t. of course. I was younger. I wasn'l
in vour form and I had a brace on my front teeth. .. "

“Pussy Moreau—" It had come to Julie in a flash.

“Really Katherine. I'm called Karen now—1 don't
know where the ‘Pussy” went.” said the girl nervously.

“Karen would suit yvou very well.” Julic's voice was
gentle. “And now you're
married. You look very
voung to bec anyonc's
wife—or—or a mother.”

“I'm nineteen.”

That made Julie, who
was twenty-three. want
to sigh a little. but she
kept her face firm and
cupressionless. A while
ago she had been wonder-
ing about who had taken
the place of the Julie
Pewart of four years
ago: the answer had come
with breath-taking swift-
ness and in this very hos-
pital.  Well, now she
knew. She could say
something nicc about
Pussy’'s—Karen's—baby.
leave the room. and stay
far away from 1040 dur-
ing the next two or three
weeks. But even in think-
ing this. she realized with
desperate clarity that sooner or later she must, in-
evitably. encounter Forrest. He mlght or might not
know her in her uniform and nurse’s cap. but she
would know him., The old wound would re-open.
the old hurt would be decalt—again. She had a frantic
wish to run away. to get as far from the East River
Hospital as it was possible for boats or trains or even
planes to take her. But she saw at once. with
weary acceptance. that she couldn't leave. It took
money to run away from things—either much money
or a vast recklessness toward life. and Julie's reck-
lessness was all gone now. burned out, lost. She had
run away four years ago; none of the same daring was
left. 1t had been used.

She muistened her lips.

“Your Special will be back in a minute. Can I do
anything for you?”

To her horror. slow tears began to slip down Karen's
beautifully modeled cheeks.

“Please!” cried Julie unprofessionally. “Why should
you cry? You have everything. Everything.”

»T know.”
I don't

“You have a high pulse, my girl,”
Chris said, then gently touched
her cheek. “Shall | prescribe?”




Julie stood still a long
moment, merely looking at
her. You couldn’t deny her
beauty; you wouldn'’t try.
Mrs. Forrest Wendell said
then, faintly, “It's you"

Karen shook her pale head. “He’s never forgotten
you. I was warned of that when I first met him, but
I loved him— Oh. I loved him so!”

Julie collected herself into a nurse again.

“Mrs. Wendell—Karen—you really aren’t respon-
sible just now. you know. You had a baby twenty-four
hours ago, and though you may feel quite normal,
your body and your emotions are all tired out. . . .
Here. I'm going to reel your bed down and turn out
the light. You must rest:”

Before she went, Karen whispered, “‘Are you—are
you on at night?”

*No. I'm going home now.”

“Where do you live?” came the small insistent

whisper.

“Near here. but on a side street. Go to sleep now,
Karen.”

“Then you won’t see Forrest. . . . He’s not coming
till eight.”

Julie caught the questioning intlection in that.

“No." she said firmly, “I won't be seeing Forrest.
But you will. You want him to find you looking your
best. don't you?”

“Yes—"

“Then take a nap now.” She turned off the light at
the door of the room. “Good night, Karen.”

“Good night—"

Julie caught the night Special on her way to 1040.
It happened to be a nurse she had met before.

“Miss Ainslee—" She stopped her. “I've just been
in to take some flowers. Mrs. Wendell is very tired.
I think she’ll sleep a while if she’s left alone. Why
don't you just tiptoe in without switching on the light
and let her know you're here and on call, and then go
sit in the nurses’ parlor a while>”

“Thanks. I will. Howare you, Miss Dewart> Night
or day duty?”’

“Day. I'm just going off.”

“Good night.”

* Night—"

Julie felt a terrible exhaustion, as if she had been in
surgery all day. Throwing her long cape around her
shoulders. she slipped out the side entrance of the hos-
pital and breathed deeply of the autumn night. For
some reason she couldn’t bear the idea of going back
to her apartment quite yet. She turned and crossed
the Avenue and walked into the strip of park which
bordered the river. A few children from the poorer
neighborhoods of Yorkville were still out playing.
Here and there a butler or a chauffeur walked a dog
on leash. Julie paced restlessly along the pavement
nearest the river. She stared at the lights on the other
side, not really seeing them. It was cold, but she was
so used to wearing nothing warmer than her nurse’s
cape in all weathers that she didn’t feel the sting of the
wind. At last she turned and retraced her steps. There
were, after all. some new magazines in her canterbury
at home, and she had a letter to write to the Head in
Boston. If she felt too alone, there were always the
string of brilliantly-lighted movie houses on Eighty-
Sixth Street.

HE looked up at the hundreds of windows of the

Hospital as she passed it again. On the tenth floor,
there was Forrest’s wife, Forrest’s small new son—
perhaps. by now. Forrest himself. She had never in
her life. even during the stricken days four years ago,
felt more desolate, more stripped of friends. posses-
sions and privileges. . . . She didn’t belong anywhere.
Even the Hospital, which had promised her safety and
a measure of peace, had given her over into the hands
of the enemy. . . .

“Miss Dewart!”

The pleasantly peremptory male voice was just be-
hind her. There was no mistaking the unconscious
authority of a doctor’s voice. . . .

*Good evening, Dr. Reall,” she said politely.

His hand slipped itself under her elbow.

“Where are you going> Home? Tl take you.”

“I—I'm walking,” she said faintly.

He cocked aneyebrow at her. “Fine. I like to walk.”

She was impatient with him. He hadn't any right
to interferc with either her walk or her thoughts. She
was in no mood for his buoyant vitality, his rather
disturbing bigness and strength.
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“I've watched you severa: months, Miss Dewart,”
he said in his alarmingly direct way. “And youre a
fine nurse—that is, you manage to shove self out of it
altogether when you're on duty. That’s a good thing
for a nurse—or a doctor, for that matter—to be able
to do.”

“Thank you,” said Julie.

“Not at all I was about to say something you
won't like as much. . . . That it's too bad you can’t.
off-duty. snap back into yourself. You know, like a
stretched elastic band. Most of us do. It isn't good
for any human being to live with that terrific imper-
sonality, that cold withdrawal you manage to achieve.”

“It isn't any of your business how I live,” she be-
gan furiously. “I have a—"

“You have a right to do as you choose,” he finished
for her. “Of course. That's the cry of the very young,
isn’t it> Mind if I come in?” They were on the steps
of the remodeled house where Julie lived.

“If you like,” she said coldly.

I like.”

E STOOD by while she fitted the key into the lock.

Her apartment was on the ground floor, near the
vestibule. She fumbled for the other key and he took
it from her, admitting them to the dark room with a
quick precision which was one of the things she had
always admired in doctors. With another swift easy
motion. he found the light switch.

“You're very well fixed.” he told her appreciatively,
seeming to envelop the lamp-lit little apartment in
one long look.

“Yes.” she said faintly. “It’s efticient too. The
kitchenette pops out at you when you open those cup-
board doors, the ironing board pops out of the kitchen-
ette, and the—"

He laughed deeply. “I know all the answers. I've
lived in one just like this. Mind if I smoke?”

She shook her head. She watched him reach in his
pocket for his pipe, touching it with tender. sentient
fingers. Obviously he loved it and it was old. Julie
had a sharp memory of her father lighting a pipe in
just that way. . ..

“What is it?” asked Dr. Reall keenly. “What are
you thinking of?”

She kept her lips shut firmly. There must be no
trembling or she was lost. Tears were near her eyes.

“I'm afraid I'm rather tired tonight,” she said tinal-
ly. “I—I'm not good company when I'm tired.”

“Meaning you'd like me to go.” He settled him-
self more comfortably on one side of her deep sofa.
“I'm all set for at least an hour. I like it here.”

“How nice.” she said coldly. “Am I supposed to
make you some coffee and turn the radio to soft
music?”

He looked at her calmly. “Please do, Julie. I'd like
it very much. But couldn’t you go in the bath and
change from that uniform? I've never seen you in any-
thing else.”

*And never will.”

She was furiously angry with him, and ashamed of
herself for being angry.

“If you want me to obey your orders, you had bet-
ter issue them only in an operating-room where I rec-
ognize your authority.”

He stood and gently took her shoulders in his hands,
shaking her a little for emphasis as one shakes a loved
but stubborn child.

“Let me help you, Julia. . . .

Her anger left her and she looked at him. It was a
long, appraising look. Then she said hopelessly, *No
one can help me. It’s inside myself.”

“All our worst troubles are. The others—loss of
money, physical aches and pains, theft of our posses-
sions, burning of our houses—none of them really mat-
ter. It's what's inside that betrays us in the end. Tell
me about it, Julia.”

“I can't. I just—can't.”

“Then let me tell you.” His even husky-timbered
voice proceeded to barge into the secret citadel. “You're
all alone, aren’t you? You had a father once and he’s
dead. He died of a heart attack while his name was
still under a cloud, during a certain bank investigation,
He could have cleared himself, could have cleaned all
the tarnish off the name [Turn to page 92]



HAD finished packing and was waiting for the
long-distance operator to ring me when Harri-
gan’s trick auto horns struck three different
trombone notes down in the strcet. He was a
little early. The henna-colored roadster was
parked at the curb with its canvas top snugged
down in the slot and the rumble open. Harrigan
was plumped comfortably behind the wheel. The
sunlight gleamed on his bald pate, glanced off the
blond and silver hair slicked back above his ears.

“In a couple of minutes,” I called down.

He waved and nodded and said something but I
didn't catch it because a Third Avenue car racketed
past the foot of the block. Then the phone rang and it
was the long-distance operator saying she had my
party now.

“Stan,” I said, “this is Larry Webb.”

“Oh, Larry. Hello. You're coming out, aren't you?”

“That's what I'm phoning about. I've been trying
to get you since yesterday.”

“WWe were out in the boat.”

“Well, look. Do you remember Harrigan?”

“Harrigan?”

“I thought so. Listen, Stan. When you werc in
town the other night you invited me out and—"

“I know, sure. \We're expecting you.”

“Yes, but later in the evening you invited Harrigan
too. He's a retired cop and he runs a restaurant in
West Forty-eighth Street. \Ve ate there. You and
Harrigan got talking—"

“Oh, wait a minute. I know. Does he play ping-
pong?”

“That’s right. You asked him to come out with me
and you'd take him on. But if it’s not all right, T’ll
figure out a way—"

“Oh, no—nothing like that, Larry. It’ll be swell.”

“That’s what I wanted to make sure about. Because
Harrigan’s a right guy and 1 don’t want him to feel
when he gets out there—"

“It’s all right, I tell you. It’s great. Ivy’ll get a
kick out of him and Vivian’s here and there’re some
others—1I don’t think you know them—and I'm all for
it. When will you start?”

“Any minute.”

“Good. And Larry, I really want to see you. I—I
want to get your advice—" He stopped short and if it
was because of what I thought it was, it was some-
body else listening in on an extension. “Well,” he said,
“I’ll see you in a couple of hours, then. Remember,
turn right just before you come to the bridge.”

“Yes,” I said. “You wrote the instructions down.”

I carried my suitcase down two flights, through a
vestibule, and out into Thirty-seventh Street.

Harrigan was standing on the curb leaning against
the roadster’s door. He wore a clay-colored sports
jacket, a pale green shirt with a brown tie, tan
gabardine slacks and a pair of brown reverse-calf shoes.

“Nice day for the country,” he said.

He looked all right. His face was big, round. fat but
not flabby, and in the very center of it, bunched
neatly together, were small, bland eyes, a small nose,
a small full-lipped mouth with upturned corners. It
was a contented face; good-natured. His trunk was
big, thick, broad, and his legs tapered away to rather
small feet.

He took the bag away from me and heaved it into
the rumble. “How far is it, about?”

“Fifty-odd.”
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“Hour and a half.”

“Two and a half, with trafic, Abe.”

“I'll settle for two.”

We drove over to the West Side express highway and
north to the George Washington Bridge, where you
come out on Riverside Drive. We went up Riverside
Drive. We crosscd the Hendrik Hudson Bridge and
took the Sawmill River Parkway to the Cross County.
We took the Hutchinson River Parkway to the White
Plains-Port Chester road and at Port Chester we
came onto thc Boston Post Road.

Harrigan said, “This Mr. Cantwell, sccms like a
very nice and democratic gent. He used to work with
you. didn't he?”

“Yes. On the ‘Dispatch.” But his old man dicd and
left him a lot of dough. Then he married Ivy Traynor.
She was on the stage. His old man owned the Bridge-
point Metal Products and there were two sons and a
daughter. Stan and Rupert, who's older, forty or so,
and then Vivian. Vivian’s the youngest; she’s twenty
or twenty-one now. Stan’s about my age, thirty; or
he may be a year older. I haven’t seen much of him
in the past four years.”

“He’s a very democratic guy.”

“He bought a newspaper a couple of years ago, but I
don’t think he works much at it. A guy named Mace
Shelby runs the editorial end. Stan and Ivy are on the
go a lot. Palm Beach. Hollywood. Bar Harbor. They
just open this place a couple of months in the
summertime.”

“What was Mr. Cantwell talking about the South
Seas?”

“He was just talking, I guess. He has a swecll sister.
I ran into her in Grand Central about two weeks ago
but she was hurrying to make a train. Hadn't seen her
in three or four years. She sure grew up.”

“It wouldn't be her you're going to see, would it?”

“It could be. But I think Stan’s okay too.”

We turned under the New Haven tracks at Stamford
and Harrigan said, “He looks like a guy you could
feel sorry for. This stuff about the South Seas—"

“I guess I didn’t pay much attention. He used to
pull that when we worked on the ‘Dispatch’ together.
Palm trees. White beaches. Coral reefs.”

“Never did get there, huh?”

“No. Dough and then Ivy.”

“Dough is what a guy uses to get places, ain’t it>”

HEN we came within sight of the bridge I began
giving directions. We turned right toward the

Sound and in a little while, about five minutes, caught
sight of it through the trees, a live white metal flash in
the sunlight. We passed between stone gateposts
studded with chips of mica and followed a bluestone
driveway upward among evergreens. First we saw parts
of the house, then we saw all of it—a square stone
house with four white wooden columns out front.

There was nobody on the veranda but there were
voices somewherc, outside, and the muffled smacking
of a tennis ball. A houseman in a white coat came out
and began burrowing in the rumble.

“Where’s the garage?” Harrigan asked him.

“TI'll put it away for you, sir.”

“I'd rather put it away myself.”

“Come on,” I said. “It can wait. Let’s see who’s
out back.”

He shut off the switch, shoved the key in his pocket
and we walked around the house.
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On the cast side of the heuse was a tile terrace with
some wicker long chairs, two glass tables, some metal
spring chairs. Glass doors were folded back, showing a
pale blue floor inlaid with a dark blue anchor; a
lacquered black bar with chromium and white-glass
fittings. )

“I hear people,” Harrigan said, “but I don’t scc
anybody.”

HERE was a small veranda in back that looked

out over a big lawn. Beyond the lawn an elaborate
rock garden rose in tiers to a tennis court and to a
pavilion with a glazed cement floor, rustic tables, a
big glassed-in contraption that would play a lot of
phonograph rccords one after another.

A man and a girl were playing tennis. The girl
wore yellow shorts and a bandana halter, and her hair
almost matched her shorts. She was not a good
tennis player and the man was just kidding her.

“Who are they?” asked Harrigan.

I said I didn’t know.

From the pavilion you saw the beach through a gap
in the trees, but it was at least five hundred yards away.

The houseman was out back of the house removing
a chair from a wooden crate.

“I'm going to like it here,” Harrigan said. “Yes,
Webby, I'm sure going to like it. I wonder where the
ping-pong table is.”

“Probably in the game room.”

“I brought my own paddles. You take some guys,
they like rubber. I like mine sanded.”

We left the pavilion and went down the winding
steps through the rock garden to the lawn. The
houseman had got the chair out of the crate and was
wiping it off. The chair was enameled green. We
walked around to the tile terrace.

A girl was standing with her back toward us watch-
ing a Scottie chase a rubber ball. She had on a tailored
white sun suit, the skirt of it pleated, and high-heeled
white slippers. Her legs were long and very beautiful,
and you could have fitted your hands around her waist.
Her hair was copperish and like one big wave.

The Scottie got the ball and came racing back to-
ward her, but at the last second he shot to one side
and bolted between Harrigan and me.

“And with them short legs, too,” Harrigan said.

Vivian said, “Larry Webb—Hello!”

“Hello, Vivian. Vivian, this is Abe Harrigan. This
is Stan Cantwell’s sister Vivian, Abe.”

Harrigan said, “How do you do, pleased to meet
you. I came up to play some ping-pong.”

“Oh, good. That’s what Stan said. He's on the boat
but he’ll be back any minute. The others are up-
stairs. Ivy, and Mabel Ryan and Roy Strickland.
It’s just great, Larry, having you out.”

“We just got here.”

“I'll bet you're thirsty. I'll ring---or if you'd rather
mix your own, the bar's right there.”

Harrigan raised his index finger. “Let me. \Vhat'll
it ber”

“Just some vermouth. There's a chilled bottle in
the icebox.”

“You, Webby?”

“If there's any alc, ale.”

“Yes, there's ale,” said Vivian,

Harrigan nodded and went into the cool blue bar
whistling “Time On My Hands.” There was no breeze
moving but the air was mellow and not too warm.



I stretched out in one of the wicker long chairs and
put my hands behind my head.

“This is wonderful,” I said. “Peace and quiet.”

The Scottie gave Vivian the ball and she threw it
away again and said, “Did you say peace and quiet?”
She sat down and looked at me. “Larry, why did you
come out here?”

“That’s a nice question.”

“No. I mean, why did you. Larry?”

“Swim. Lounge around. Maybe dance with you.”

She stood up and held out her hand. “Come on.”

“Not now. please. I don't like to dance till after
the sun goes down.”

She shook her head. “I mean I want to talk to you.”

I got up and we strolled to the pavilion and sat down.
They were still smacking the tennis ball back and
forth and I asked, “Who's that?”

“Ivy’s friends. George Hazelhurst and Karen Lan-
gard. She’s a model. You see her in ads. George is in
real estate and investments.”

“He looks like a good tennis player.”

“He’s very fond of Karen. Honest, Larry, didn't
Stan ask you out for a special reason.”

“If he did, he’s been keeping it from me. He asked
Harrigan out to play ping-pong.”

Her forehead clouded and she shook her head.
“He’s not happy. He’s—I don’t know—he's desperate-
ly unhappy.”

“Nohody’s really happy. When I was a police re-
porter I wanted to be a sportswriter, and now that I'm
a sports“riler I'd like to do a column.”

“But you're not really unhappy, Larry. Anyone
can look at you and see that.’

I leancd back. “You're looking swell, Vivian.”

“It’s just as though Stan were being driven by
something inside him. Even when he’s playing hard,
having fun hard, I can feel it there.”

George Hazelhurst and Karen Langard left the
tennis court and ran down the slope. They went
into the house.

I sat up and then stood up and said, “We’d better go
back to the bar

“Just don’t let him do anything foolish, Larry.”

“Listen, there’s only one thing to do about a guy
that’s determined to be unhappy: let him alone. A
lot of people around offering advice only makes him
unhappier.”

She stood up too. “All T asked was, did you come
out here for a special reason.”

“Well. I didn't.”

“All right then.”

CHAPTER 2

ARRIGAN was leaning in the wide

bar entrance drinking white stuff out
of a tall, slender glass. He pointed with the glass to
one of the tables. Vivian’s vermouth was there and
my bottle of ale alongside a tulip glass.

Vivian picked up her vermouth and smiled at him.
Her body was very straight, each part flowing natural-
ly and gracefully into the other. Her face was angular,
with high cheekbones. a full forehead, deep violet eyes
with soft smoky shadows beneath them. There was a
flare to her nostrils and her upper lip was long. It
was a passionate face but it made sense.

Harrigan lifted his glass, said, “Well, upsydaisy.”

I had taken a mouthful of ale when the shot cracked
and if the sound had been nearer, I'd probably have
gagged. But it was far away, either inside the house
or on the other side of the house. Harrigan really
started more than I did. Vivian looked curious and
bewildered as though she couldn’t make out what it
was or why it had occurred. We were both standing at
the edge of the terrace and she turned and stepped to
the ground and listened.

Harrigan was leaning comfortably again. He said
off-hand, “That was a twenty-two.”

“Some kids, probably,” T said.

“Not just an ordinary twenty-two. Sounded like a
super-X blast. Bad bullet for kids to use in the open.
Too much range.” He took a swallow of his eggnog.
“Pretty close, too.”

Vivian walked toward the back of the house, still
listening, and then disappeared.

Harrigan said, “There ought to be a law against kids
using them little guns. I shot myself in the foot when
I was a kid. But you take these new super-X bullets,
they're liable to bust the back out of the ordinary

twenty-two rifle. Or them cheap revolvers they sell.”
He gestured with his glass. “That one might have
come from a revolver or an automatic pistol. Brother,
this sure is a good eggnog.” He finished it, walked
across the blue floor and washed out the glass back of
the bar. Then he came out and said, “Guess I'll
put the car away.”

I crossed the bar and went into the living room. Two
of the windows were open and I heard footfalls on the
driveway and saw Vivian walk past. She was hurrying
and in a minute was out of sight. I stood at one of
the open windows and in a couple of minutes Harrigan
drove past on his way to the garage.

HEN 1 turned around to go out, a tall, broad-
shouldered man in a double-breasted white coat
was standing in the entry-way from the main hall. I
had the fecling that he had not just come there. He
moved easily into the living room and said, “Hello.
We haven’t met, have we? My name is Strickland.”

“Webb is mine. How do you do.”

“Oh, yes. Stan said you were coming out. Did you
just arrive®”

“About hall an hour ago.”

He looked straight at me and smiled, saying, “You
must have made good time.”

“Pretty good.”

He offered me a cigarette and I took it. He had a
soft, round voice with a lot of body to it. like good
wine. His hair was coal black and fitted his chiseled
head like a tight béret and his dark eyes were level
without being blunt. He looked about forty.

I said, “Vivian’s around outside somewhere. We
were out on the terrace and heard a shot. Did you
hear it?”

“Yes. It was probably off in the woods. Is Stan
around?”

“Vivian said he was on the boat.”

“You'll be around for a while>”’

“Several days, I guess.”

“Good,” he said, and strolled toward the bar.

I walked to the entrance hall and went out to the
front veranda. Vivian wasn’t anywhere in sight. I
followed the driveway down the west side of the
house and saw Harrigan standing in front of a six-stall
garage talking with a man in a chauffeur’s uniform.
The man was straightening a window screen that was
warped in the middle.

Harrigan said, “This is Shultzy.”

“How do you do, Mr. Webb,” Shultz said. He was
grimly preoccupied.

“The world,” Harrigan said, “is a small place.
Shultzy, for instance. He used to drive for the De-
partment of Sanitation.”

“Years ago,” Shultz said defensively. “I been
private for ten years.”
“I was on the Broadway Squad then,” Harrigan

said. He placed his hand on Shultz’s shoulder and
smiled. “Still the same old Shultzy. You know, Webby,
it near to busted his heart when he couldn’t make the
cops. He was always a cop at heart.”

Schultz said, “An inch under height, was all,” and
moved off into the garage.

We strolled down the driveway. I heard the sound
of an automobile motor droning uphill.

Harrigan said, “Some guy must have taken a cut
at that with a niblick,” and pointed to a raw gouge
in the smooth lawn.

A beach wagon came up the driveway out of the
trees.

“Did you see the kid with the gun, Abe>”

“Nope. Shultzy thinks it was some kid in the woods.”

A hand waved at us from the driver’s side of the
beach wagon.

“This is Stan now, I guess.”

“Handy things, them beach wagons,” Harrigan said.

OMEBODY had brought our bags up and they stood
in the center of a big corner bedroom. The rear

windows looked toward the rock garden and the side
ones were almost over the terrace. Harrigan tossed a
coin. I called heads and it showed up tails, so I picked
up my suitcase and carried it through the bathroom
into a bedroom that was directly above the terrace.
Harrigan came in and said:

“Leave your bathroom door open and I'll leave mine.
Better circulation. There ain’t a breath of breeze.”

“You going to take a bath?”

“I took one this morning. I'll ji:zt freshen up. How
would a Palm Beach suit go2”

“Anything, I guess. It doesn't matter much.”

“Say, that Mabel Ryan girl is sure hefty, ain’t she?”

“She’s a swimming teacher, I think.”

“She was taking a snooze and didn’t hear the shot.
Miss Langard didn't hear it but she was taking a

shower at the time, she says. So was Hazelhurst, he
didn’t hear it, either. The houseman and his wife, the
cook, think it was in the woods, some kid hunting. The
maid was running a vacuum cleaner and didn’t hear it
at all. Mr. Cantwell, of course, and that young guy

Bennett weren’t here. Mr. Cantwell's dead against
guns and won’t have ’em on the place. He says it was
probably some kid in the woods. Well. no one’s hurt;
so what the devil.”

I took a shower and was standing in my bathrobe,
smoking a cigarette, when someone knocked. I said
come in and it was Stan.

“Is everythmg all right?” he asked.
* “Fine.”
“I'm a\vfully glad you came out, Larry.”
“It’s a treat.”

“Was I all right the other night?”

“You were high.”

“I guess I was. Did I say anything?”

“Just the South Seas stuff.”

“Did I say anything about Ivy?” He watched me
closely.

“I don’t think so. It was all about the South Seas
and some schooner.”

“Oh, that schooner. Yes. I can buy a ninety-footer.
only two years old.”

“I thought you had a boat.”

“I have. But it’s a fifty-four foot cruiser. No good
for long hauls. This schooner would go anywhere.”

“You're not really serious about this South Seas
stuff?”

“Why not?”

I sat down and put on my socks. “Well, now that
you ask me, I don’t know. Maybe you’re right.”

He sat on the edge of the bed with his hands clasped
between his knees. His eyes were light blue, dreamy.
and wandered easily. His face was big and browned
by the sun and his hair was light brown and thick and
combed straight back from a widow's peak. He had
big shoulders and big brown hands. He gave a sudden
rueful laugh and stood up.

“Well, it’s old stuff to you, Larry. I just wanted to
make sure I didn’t talk out of turn the other night.
Come on down any time.”

He went out and I finished dressing and stood by the
window. The air was soft and sweet and summery.
Ivy and Strickland were standing by the marble bird
bath. I could see only his back, his square shoulders
and lean head. They didn’t seem to be saying any-
thing. Downstairs in the bar the radio was playing.

Harrigan strolled in, looking very elegant in a white
suit and a pale blue tie. He said, “Do you know what
Shultzy said this afternoon?”

“No. What?”

“Well. T was saying what a nice. democratic gent
I thought Mr. Cantwell was, and Shultzy says, ‘Too
damned nice for a lot of people I could name. Just
like that, like he was sore at somebody.”

“Shultz looks like a sourpuss anyhow. You ready?
Let's go down.”

CHAPTER 3

VY looked as if she had been born physically perfect,

had remained so and would continue to remain so
indefinitely. It was half fact and half illusion. Small
tight brown waves of hair clung to her head. Her
eyes were blue and as a rule wide open. and though
this gave the impression of candor, it was misleading.
She was not tall but when she stood alone you thought
she was. She was very graceful.

It was almost ten and we were dancing in the pavilion
to phonograph music. George Hazelhurst was dancing
with Mabel Ryan and Strickland was dancing with
Karen Langard. Vivian was dancing with a fellew
named Norman Bennett who was the lifeguard at the
beach club. Stan and Harrigan were sitting at a
table talking.

Ivy said, “This is the first time I've had a chance
to talk with you since you came.”

“I've been around all the time.”

“Tell me what you're doing.”

“Don’t you ever read the ‘Dispatch’? Sports.”

“I don’t read sports. I think you once took me to
a baseball game?”

“And you wondered why the man kept swinging at
the ball all the time and never hit it. We went some-
where for dinner afterward and ran into Stan.”

“We did, didn’t we?”

“That was when you met him.”

“I know.”

“He’d been in the money about three or four months
and you were the trader’s half-caste daughter in that
flop I can’t remember the name of.”

“The Reef.”




“Was that it? Anyhow, Stan
saw it half a dozen times. Then
it collapsed. The only part I
remember was where you shot
the Belgian pearl trader. By
the way, did you hear a shot
this afternoon?”

“I heard something. I
thought it was a backfire.”

“Maybe it was. Harrigan
thought it was a twenty-two.”

She turned her head and
looked at Harrigan. “Where
did you find him?”

“When I was first a police
reporter in New York. He
showed me the ropes. Stan in-
vited him out to play ping-
pong. He used to be a cop
—plain clothes, when I knew
him. Now he runs a swell
restaurant.”

“He makes a very good ap-
pearance.”

“He was always a good
dresser. Who’s Strickland?”

“Roy? He’s an architect.
He designed this house. This
is good rhythm, isn’t it?”

E DANCED around once

saying nothing. Then the
music stopped and the house-
man came out with fresh coffee
and I went over and got some.
Vivian came over too, a little
flushed from dancing. It made
her look lovely and fresh and
buoyant.

I said, “If you can break
away from the body beautiful
sometime this evening, I'd like
a dance.”

“Is that nice.”

“I hate guys with nice
shapes. They show me up.”

“Anyhow, you dance better.
Really, Larry, it’s wonderful
having you out. It does Stan
good. He was happiest, really,
you know, when he worked on
the ‘Dispatch’ with you. I'm
sometimes sorry he ever quit.”

“Show me a million and I’ll
quit any day.”

Harrigan came over and
poured a glass of water.

Vivian was looking around.
“Where’s Stan?”

“The houseman,” Harrigan
said, “come out and said some-
thing to him. He went in the
house.”

Ivy strolled over and asked
idly, “Has Stan left us?”

“He went in the house a
minute,” Vivian said.

“I thought maybe he’d gone
to bed again,” Ivy said dryly.

Vivian colored. The others, all except Mabel Ryan,
were busy talking among themselves.

LET THERE BE

“...I'saw her turn down a dark street
so I followed her, grabbed her and
choked her. Then... ”

This happens to be part of an Ohio scx
killer's confession of three such crimes com-
mitted after his release from an asylum. Yet
change the date line and names and you
have a standing news item that is read from
day to day in city after city.

Recently in Boston the molesting of fif-
teen women in seven nights brought an
extra police detail to the residential arca
between Central and Harvard Squares. In
certain sections of Brooklyn, New York,
assaults are now so common that policemen
are voluntarily working thcir posts in plain
clothes on their off time.

With a wave of sex offenses sweeping the
entire land, the problem merits study. And
one of the basic points to consider is covered
by the first cight words of the confession:

“1 followed her down a dark street....”

Most crimes of violence are committed in
the dark. A typical police rcport from the
<ty of Los Angeles shows some 43500 felo-
nies from 8:00 to 10:00 P. M. as against
about 850 from 8:00 to 10:00 A. M. in the
same year. At night there are twice as many
rapes, five times as many assaults, six times
as many thefts and eight times as many
burglaries as in the daytime. And it goes
without saying that the bulk of them occur
where poor street lighting sets the stage.

This has been proven in scores of locali-
ties. A few vears ago the city fathers of Be-
loit, Wisconsin, decided to save $3,200 a
vear by turning off residential street lights
at 11:00 P. M. On the first night of the new
“economy” twenty homes were robbed!

Curtailment of the street lighting budget
in the business section of Atlanta, Georgia,
hrought a jump in crime there. While,
from the opposite angle, the introduction
of twentieth century illumination in Cleve-
tand reduced crime 409% in the business
district and 50%, in residential areas.

Crime waves always result in loud de-
mands for more policemen, more judges,
more psychiatrists, more institutions, more
work among the underprivileged. Yet while
we are waiting to raise the money for these

Mabel was

breast and faint tremors traveling over her arms. I
caught a glimpse of Ivy staring at me over Norman

MORE LIGHT

laudable remedies, it would scem like plain
horsc sense at least to ease the immediate
burden by adequate illumination. Even to-
day your underpaid cop represents an an-
nual investment of $5,000 in salary, admin-
istration, court and institutional costs. You
can get a lot of candle power where it is
needed most for the price of fifty more
policemen, the net savings of which would
help pay for the other remcdics.

Obvious as the point is, the average
American city is still illuminated as it was
thirty-five years ago. The typical commu-
nity of 100,000 spends $1.15 per capita for
street lighting~exactly half what an ade-
quate job would cost. Yet when the dircet
fruits of this parsimony approach dramatic
proportions, we reach for every solution but
the obvious one.

We bewail the fact, for example, that
15,000 pedestrians were killed by automo-
biles last year, yet the bulk of those deaths
must be charged to poor visibility on dimly
lighted streets. It is more than intercsting
to nate that 70% of the night-time moter
fatalities involve pedesirians—and that 51%
of them are killed between intersections
(which means between lightsl) where the
cxposure is only 8%,.

In mest cities. the night-time death ratc
is scven, ten, twelve times the daylightratio.
And in those communities which have
finally awakened, the hazard of darkness
has been cut to the level of the daytime risk.

Detroit, to cite a single instance, had
seven times as many traffic deaths at night
as in daylight on thirty-one miles of main
thoroughfares: with improved illumination
the ratio is now about equal.

It has been conservatively estimated that
astreet lighting budget increase of only one
dollar per capita would net the taxpayers a
saving of $2.50 in night accident reduction
plus another $1.00 in crime reduction, over
and above the total light bill.

For our own security and well being we
owe ourselves even greater improvements.
Yet when you add only that much to the
first eight words of the murderer’s confes-
sion, the logic of twentieth century illumi-
nation becomes undebatable!

Pav. W. KEArNEY

“It’s probably on the Alde-
baran,” Norman Bennett said.
“There’s a girl on board can
hit them.”

We all listened. Somewhere
in the house a door banged, an
outside door. A minute later
there was the sound of a raced
automobile motor and then the
harsh scuffing of tires getting
away fast on the drive.

Karen Langard raised her
arm in a mock-imperious ges-
ture. She said, “Let us have
music, Roy darling.”

“She calls everybody dar-
ling,” George Hazelhurst com-
plained.

Mabel Ryan said, “Every-
body calls everybody darling
these days. It gets in your
hair.”

“Who calls you darling?”
Ivy asked her.

“Okay, Ivy; you win,” Mabel
said.

I said, “Hello, Mabel dar-
ling.”

“Thanks,” she said.

Ivy looked at me and said,
“I do believe we have a wit
with us.”

Harrigan laughed. “Who,
Webby, a wit?  Webby?”

HE music started again. Ivy

turned her back on me and
George Hazelhurst, grinning,
was waiting for her. I sat down
on the pavilion railing and after
a couple of minutes swung over
and dropped to the ground.
The moonlight made the stones
in the rock garden look pale
gray and put a pale gray misty
film on the lawn.

I went into the house through
the bar and saw Stan slouched
on a divan. His hair was
mussed up. Vivian was sitting
beside him and bathing his
mouth with a wet cloth. There
was blood on the cloth. Fritz
was standing holding a basin of
water and making gentle, con-
cerned motions with his bony
head. Vivian glanced at me
but went back instantly to
bathing Stan’s mouth.

I sat down on the other side
of him. He smiled and put
his hand on my knee,

“Hello, Larry,” he said.

Vivian said, “Don’t talk now,
Stan.”

“Okay, Viv.”

I watched her bathing his
mouth. It wasn’t bad, it looked
as if just the lower lip was cut.

It was more blood than anything.
“Alum will stop it,” I said. “I've got a piece.”

staring at Ivy and there was the shadow of irony, not
pleasant, around her mouth. Mabel was five-feet-ten,
and well built. Her hair was flat brown, parted on the
left, and her skin was deeply tanned. She had clear
blue eyes, a wide generous mouth, a fine throat.

Vivian called out, “Let’s have music, Roy.”

Strickland had been looking curiously at Mabel
Ryan. He came out of it suavely, saying, “Yes, of
course, Vivian,” and turned on the switch. For less
than a minute Ivy’s face looked beautifully sullen and
her lips, usually a moderate red, looked rich and dark
and hot. Then the music crashed and Harrigan, listen-
ing for a moment, said:

“You don’t hear many waltzes any more. Rumbas
and tangoes and this screwy swing stuff. But no
waltzes.”

Vivian looked at me and let her breath out. There
was anger in her eyes and it didn’t go out of her as
easily as her breath did. Ivy was dancing with Norman
Bennett. Roy Strickland was watching the phono-
graph play.

“Dance, Vivian?” I said.

She said, “Love to,” preoccupied, and I took her
in my arms. I could feel her heart pounding in her

Bennett's shoulder with her wide-open, unrevealing
eyes. We danced a couple of numbers and were start-
ing on a third when Vivian said:

“I think [ritz wants me.”

I stopped and watched her walk toward the house-
man, who was standing on the pavilion steps. Mabel
Ryan was watching her too. Vivian went away into
the darkness with Fritz. She was way ahead of Fritz,
hurrying. I poured some coffee and carried the cup
over to the phonograph. Roy Strickland was still lean-
ing on it watching the record go round.

He looked up at me, smiled. “Give up dancing?”

“Vivian went in the house. Fritz wanted her.”

He glanced toward the house and then glanced
around the pavilion. His face was remarkably clean-
cut and he looked as if he took good care of himself.

The music stopped and George Hazelhurst said,
“Listen to the piano!”

OMEWHERE far away, on the beach or on the
water, somcone was playing a piano. The notes
came clear and liquid and I think the tune was “The
Girl Friend.” Everyone listened.
Harrigan said, “Nothing like a piano on the water.”

“T’ll get it, sir,” said Fritz, “if you'll—"

“No, T'll get it.”

Stan said, “I may as well go up.”

We went up and I got the alum and took it to Stan’s
bedroom. I said to him:

“You can probably hold it to your lip better
yourself.”

“Surce. Thanks.”

1 thought there were tears in his eyes.

“Is there anything I can do?” I asked.

“No. Just don’t say anything to anybody. It’ll be
all right by morning. You go with Larry, Viv.”

She kissed him on the cheek. “Good night, Stan.”
" He didn’t want me to see the tears in his eyes, so
he turned around and looked out the window.

I went downstairs with Vivian, saying, “He walked
into something, didn’t he?”

“What was he doing at the time, dreaming? I went
three rounds with him once and he could sock—and
take it, too.”

“This was his brother Rupert. Stan just took it.
He’s taken a lot from Rupert.” Her jaw grew firm.
“He’s taken a lot from too many pcople.”




Ivy was in the downstairs hall. “Where's Stan?”
she asked.

“Bed,” said Vivian. “Sick hcadache.”
came up into her face again.

Ivy saw it and didn’t say whatever she was going to
say. Vivian walked swiftly past her toward the living
room deor. I leancd against the newel post. Ivy
looked at me and I shrugged. At the door, Vivian
stopped and turned and stared at Ivy and Ivy stared
back at her and you could fecl the tension---cold and

The color

bright on Ivy's part, hot and dark on Vivian’s. Then-

Vivian went out.

Ivy’s voice was unmoved: “\What was it?”

“I don’t know. Sick headache, I guess.”

“You get funnier.” )

“All right. Why don’t you go up and sec’

Her cyes shimmered coolly. She said. “Listen.
Larry. Just because you once did a little necking
with me. don't think you can come out to my house
and clown all over the place.” She swiveled and went
out of the hall and I could hear her high heels pezging
the living room carpet.

CHAPTER 4

HE bar was empty. One light was burning: il was

hlue and cast very little radiance on the chromium
tittings. 1 heard the phonograph playing and woven
through the sound of thc music was the singing of
the tree toads.

It was dark back of the bar but I found the iccbox
and when I opened it a small light inside jumped on.
A fat quart mi'k bottle was half full. I took it out.
closed the icebox. poured the milk into a glass. The
milk was cold and rich and tasted very good.

I hardly knew Rupert Cantwell. I'd scen him only
once. In fact, I didn't know much about the family
at all. I'd met Stan on the “Dispatch™ and run around
with him quite a bit the year he worked there. Vivian
used to come into New York week-ends sometimes,
and that was how I'd met her. T'd never met the old
man and I guess the mother must have died years ago.
Rupert, I believe, owned a great deal of stock in the
company, but he was not active there; he had. Stan
told me once, political ambitions. He was the gregari-
ous type, a bit flamboyant as I remembered him.
Muaybe a little hot-hcaded.

TFrom where I was leaning against the back of the
bar I could see part of the living room. Fritz appeared
in that part. closed the French doors on the west side.
He emptied some ashtrays. There werc other footsteps
and Fritz looked up and then went on with what he
was doing. Shultz appeared in the part of the room
that was visible to me.

“T don’t see the buss around outside. Is he upstairs>”

Tritzdidn’t stop what he was doing. “Yes.” he said.

“I've been trying to get him alone,” Shultz said
grimly. “1 think I'll go up. 1 got something to
tell him.”

Fritz stopped and shook his head. “No. Hc's
turned in. He don’t fcel good. Don’t you go up.”

“Who was that got away in that car so fast®”

RITZ shrugged. “Why don’t you mind vour
own business. Oscar?”

“You know,” Shultz said. folding his short strong
arms, “I fcel like chucking this job.”

“Jobs are easy to find. I suppose.”

“No, they ain’t. But I get things on my mind and
1 can’t get them off. You see, Fritz, all the time I
was a kid I wanted to be a cop. I tricd and tried. It
was in me, the thing that makes a cop. I keep putting
two and two together all the time.”

Fritz looked at him curiously. “What are you talk-
ing about?”

“Nothing,” Shultz said, unfolding his arms, sliding
his square hangds into his coat pockets. *It wouldn't
do you any good to know anyhow. It don’t do me any
good. It just makes me think and figure and I get sore.”

*Look, Oscar,” Fritz said, “the less you know. the
better it is. Hear nothing. see nothing, say nothing.”

“Well, you ain’t ever heard me say anything.”

“How’s thc new sport shoes you got yesterday?

“They kind of hurt,” Shultz said, looking down at
his feet. “But I'm wcaring 'em, anyhow. Well, I'm
going out. Probably be back late.” He left the room
and in another minute Fritz left also.

»

The music in the pavilion hadn’t started again and
the bar, with the soft blue light, was very restful, I
suddenly felt like smoking a pipe.

As I reached the top of the staircase I heard a radio
playing very softly. It sounded as if it came from
Stan’s room. I knocked on his door.

He opencd it and said, “Oh, Larry. Come in.”

*I heard the radio.”

‘There was no blood on his lip but there was a small
lump that looked like a small onion. He was in
trousers and undershirt and held a big map in his
hand. On a small desk were some more maps.

He said. “I'm afraid you're not having—" he gave
a little apologetic laugh—— a very good time.”

“I'm having a swell time.”

“T've always envied the casy way you tike things
Larry.”

I stopped at the desk and glanced al the maps.

“You'll laugh,” he said.

“Whys"

“Oh, thosc maps. I like to look at maps. I can
almost picturc mysclf in the placces the maps show.”

1 sat down in an armchair and said: “*What you
ought to do, you ought to scc what thosc places
look like.”

His voice was low, an cager whisper. “I'd like to!
There’s nothing in the world I'd like to do more.” He
sat down on the edge of the bed. “But it just can't
be done.™

*This newspaper cramp vour style?”

Hc shnok his hcad. “No. I've got men running
it that know a hundred times more than I do about
it”” He rubbed his hands together slowly. “The
paper would be in good hands. Shelby's a crack
cditor. I don't interfere with him.”

“1i yvou did. he'd probably quit.”

T hadn't thought of that. But I just don't intericre
with him. That's what's causing this trouble betwecn
Rupert and me. Rupert wants me to put the rein on
him but I told him, no. I won't do it.” He touched his
lip. “Rupert loses his temper sometimes.”

“Who's Shelby after?”

“The district attorney’s office and a couple of magis-
trates. Ile’s hammering the state capital for a special
grand jury. Tt happens that Rupert and Stahlman.
the district attorney, are old classmates, lodge brothers.
and if he plays along with Stahlman and that crowd
he'll probably be senator in a couple of years. He gets
incensed when I tell him I signed a contract with Shel-
by, Of course, I could let Shelby go and pay him for
the remainder of his term of contract, but I feel he
knows what he's doing, and he’s doing right. Rupert
says I'm all wrong, Ivy wants me to lay off, Vivian's
frightened, George Hazelhurst says that we'll never
zet a special grand jury with the political set-up, and
Roy Strickland just thinks I'm a plain fool.” He
slapped his knees. “I sometimes wish I'd never bought
the paper. But I bought it and I believe in Shelby and
I won't interfere with him.”

“\What's Vivian frightened of?”

“Oh. some bit of nonsense.” He pulled open a desk
drawer. rummaged in it, drew out a sheet of wrapping
paper about ten inches square. Pasted to it were let-
ters clipped singly from a newspaper but arranged to
read: LAY OFF OR ELSE!

1 said. “Who was it sent to, you or Shelby>”

“Me.” He shrugged. “It doesn't really mean any-
thing. Some crank, probably.”

“Cranks choot kings and dictators and presidents.™

“But what could you do about a thing like that?
Obviously no one in the district attorney’s office would
be stupid enough to pull that hokum.”

I threw it on the desk. “No. Probably some guy
way dowi the line that feels patriotic. Or somebody.
not necessarily a politician, who might get roped in
if a special grand jury sat. Did Shelby get anything®”

“A phonc call yesterday from a fellow with a very
thick lisp. ‘Cut out this special grand jury stuff, he
caid, ‘or you'll be sorry.’” Another crank. You can't
get anywhere. do anything. on this crank stuff. You
don't even print it, Larry.”

“Well, you're right about that. But I'd be careful.”

“But you wouldn't let stufi like this make you case
up. would you?”

“No. But I'd be careful. You never know what
some of these screwballs will do. You ought to buy
that schooner and take that trip. Let Shelby fight it
out. He started it.”

He stood beside the desk, gazed down at thc map,
and said, “Pago Pago. What a namc! Pago Pago!
And Samoa! And Fiji!”

“Take Ivy with vou.”

His fingers were splayed stiff above the map. Gradu-
ally they relaxed, curled up. I saw him swallow. We

were silent for a couple of minutes and then I gol up

and walked to the door.

As I put my hand on the
knob. there was a knock. I opened the door and saw

Mabel Ryan. She laughed good-humoredly.
“Come in," I said,

“No, I just wanted to sce how Stan was.
Stan.”

“Hello, Mabel. I1'll be al! right by morning.”

“We're all going to Jonesy's for steak sandwiches.
You going, Larry?”

“Sure. I'll be along in a minutc.”

She walked down the corridor. Her back and shoul-
ders were golden-brown against the color of the blue
dress she wore. Just before she turned the corner she
looked over her shouldcr and smiled.

Stan said. “Mabel's a grand kid. You ought to sec
her handle a boat.”

“Tll bet.”

“Got a heart big as a housc.”

He came over and laid his hand on my shoulder.
“*Go along. Larry. Have fun.”

I really could go a stcak sandwich right now. Sce
vou in the morning.”

Hello,

CHAPTER 5

. DIDN'T go to Jonesy's after all. Norman

Bennett said there was a new orchestra at the
licach club. 0 we drove to the beach club. Tt was
preily crowded. Karen gave a squeal of delight and
ran up to the orchestra leader. He inclined his head
toward her and they talked while he kept his baton
moving. When the music stopped she brought him
over to the table and said:

“Ivy, this is Jack Kingsley. Jack. my hostess. Ivy
Cantwell.  You can just call everybody else darling.”

Ie nodded to Ivy, grinned at the rest of us, lsoked
for an extra minute at George Hazelhurst. He was
a square-built man, with conical shoulders and a large.
dark. amiable face. But he said he couldn't stop, patted
Karen's shoulder and strode back to the orchestra.

Karen said, “I met him in Miami in ’thirty-four,
when he was playing at the Everglades Casino. He's
rcally awfully nice.”

“Very democratic.” Harrigan said.

“Yes.” Karen nodded. “Jack lost a lot of moncy in
Miami. Something or other—T forget. He's very
attractive, don't you think?”

Ivy said, “We ought to ask him over to the house.”

“Hc's a divine piano player.”

Norman Bennett said. “Mavbe George would dis-
approve. I think Karen has a ven for this guy.”

Karen rolled her eyes, said. “H-m-m-m!”

“Trouble is.” Norman Bennett said. “George is
stodzy. All real-cstate brokers are stodgy. He's a good
tennis playver but he's stodgy.”

Harrigan said. “Do you play ping-pong, Mr. Hazcl-
hurst?”

“No.”

“Stodgy.” said Norman Bennett. *‘Doesn’t play
ping-pong. Georgie-porgie does not play ping-pong.”

“You're tight,” George Hazelhurst said.

“Don’t get mad, George.” Norman Bennett laughed.

Vivian said. “He's not mad, he’s just preoccupied.”

~If vou people insist on discussing me,” Hazelhurst
said. “‘maybe I ought to leave the room.”

Norman Bennett held up his hand. “Sce? George is
mad. I did it. I apologize, George.”

“All right, all right. I accept your apology.”

Mabel said. “Good. Now let's have Welsh rabbit.”

E ALL had Welsh rabbit. At midnight there was

an intermission in the dancing and Harrigan, after
a short talk with the hcadwaiter, went back to inspect
the kitchen. I went out to the veranda with Mabei
Ryan for a smoke. The breeze coming in off the Sound
was stronger now and you could sec the white surf
breaking on the beach.

“Too bad Stan’s not along,” T said.

1 Suppose you thought it was funny when I knocked
at his door.”

“Who. me?”

“I've known Stan since I was a kid. Wc used to sail
a lot together. He had a little sailboat and we'd go out
and I learned to handle it just as well as he did.”

*0Of course, 1 only met him when he came to New
York to work on the ‘Dispatch.””

“He hasn’t changed a bit.” she said. “All that money.
and he hasn’t changed a bit.” She was sitting on the
veranda rail swinging her legs. “Sometimes I think it
might be better if he did. Better for himself. Things
and people have a habit of getting in his way. People
take advantage of him. I get so mad sometimes that 1
could—"" She shrugged. “But I guess you know him
pretty well too. Did he ever show you his maps?®”’

“I saw them tonight.”



She leaned back against a pillar. “That’s what I
mean. He hasn't changed a bit. We used to pore over
them together.”

“I told him tonight; I said, ‘Why don't you buy that
schooner and see what those places are like> ™

She sat up and gave a short laugh. “Don’t be silly.”

Hard footfalls came up from the dark end of the
veranda and George Hazelhurst strode past without see-
ing us. His hands were clinched. His jaw was knotted.
In his eyes was a blind headlong look and there were
ragged red patches high on his checks. I caught the
flick of his coat-tails as he swung inside.

Mabel said, “George looks mad enough to hit a cop.”

“Does Bennett always ride him?”

“Norman doesn't like him.”

““’h)‘?"

“Oh, no reason. He justdoesn’t like him. You know.
you just meet a person sometimes and you don’t like
him. There doesn’t have to be any reason. Norman's
swect on Vivian.”

“That’s what I thought.”

“George was making quite a play for Vivian but she
didn’t give him any encouragement. Then Karen Lan-
gard turned up. He’s either nuts about Karen now or
he’s trying to get Vivian sore. Here comes your friend.”

H/\RRIG.\N came strolling down from the dark end
of the veranda.

“I just been back in the kitchen,” he said. stopping.
“They got a nice one. Not as modern as mine, though.
When you come to New York, Miss Ryan, you ought
to stop by my place. Try my turkey under glass.”

“Do you do your own cooking?>”

“No. Igota French chef. But I've always been in-
terested in recipes. My Viennese Potpourri is my own.
And—"he leaned closer—“I can give you a better
Welsh rabbit than they dished out here tonight.”

“Who gave it such a swell name?”

“What the Viennese Potpourri? Webby. here. I
used to call it Harrigan Stew. Come on. Where's the
bunch?”

When tiie music started again we all came together
at the table and Norman Bennett grabbed Vivian and
trotted her out onto the dance floor. Harrigan bowed
before Ivy and was very statcly about leading her out.
Roy Strickland raised his eyebrows at Mabel Ryan and
they went out. I waited a while to see if George Hazcl-
hurst was going to dance with Karen Langard. and
when he showed no signs I asked her to dance and she
sparkled. Hazelhurst remained at the table, his lcan
face stony.

Karen Langard said, “George is certainly determined
to enjoy himself. I am found of him, though.”

“You practically fell all over that orchestra leader.”

“Oh, don't—now don't. please. pick on me. It was
just that I was overjoyed to sce Jack. He’s sweet. But
goodness, Jack’s married and has two kids and he
adores his wife.”

But Hazelhurst wouldn't pull out of it and we all
decided to go home at onc. Norman Bennett didn’t
go with us because he lived in one of the club cottages
and had no car. Out in the parking lot, he kissed Vivian
good night. I was alrcady seated in the back of the
phaeton and by the time everybody else got in. it was
pretty crowded. Mabel had to sit on Harrigan's knees
and Vivian sat on mine. Roy Strickland drove.

Vivian twisted around and said, “Have a good time,
Larry?”

“Swell.”

“It was sure the nuts.” said Harrigan.

Roy Strickland was opening up the phaeton.

“Not so fast,” Karen Langard said. “There’s no fire,
Roy.”

He eased up on the throttle but made no comment.

Vivizn leaned back against me. The wind blew her
hair against my face. I had no place to put my hands
so I put them around her waist. Next to me, George
Hazelhurst was stiff, silent.

Karen Langard said, “Please. Roy, not so fast.”

He eased up again on the throttle, “Sorry, Karen.”

Harrigan said. “Let’s sing. Let’s all sing something.”

Vivian moved her head. “My hair’s blowing in your
face,” she said.

I said, “Let it. I like it.”

“I thought you liked to dance with me too.”

“Sure. So does Bennett, and he’s quicker on the
trigger.”

Roy Strickland was speeding again,

CHAPTER &

ARRIGAN made a great deal of noise scrubbing

his teeth. He was wearing red and black striped
pajamas and a blue robe. White braid formed his
initials on the breast pocket of the robe.

S

I was leaning in the bathroom doorway drinking a
glass of ice water. “You're too dressed up for bed,
Abe.” T said.

He didn’t answer but smacked his big freckled hands
together and began whistling “Time On My Hands.”

“Now for a little reading,” he said, “and then sleep,
sweet sleep. I sure had a swell time tonight, Webby.
Nothing like the country.” He strode to one of his
bedroom windows, braced his arms on the sill, inhaled
deeply. “Ah. you can’t beat it. It’s wonderful.”

He poured icec water from a thermos pitcher into a
glass and sat down on the edge of his bed. He drank
and he looked at me several times, curious, half smiling.

“You don’t know any of these pcople, do you,
Webby?”

*Only the Cantwells.”

“That’s what I mean. They all sure razz each other,
don't they?”

“It's all in fun.”

“Yeah, I guess so. But for a time there tonight T
sure thought Hazelhurst might take a poke at that kid
Bennett. What do you think of Hazelhurst?”

*I don’t know. What should I think?”

I mean, he don't take a kidding.”

“Did you try kidding him tonight?”

“Mc? No. When:"

“During the intcrmission at the club.”

Harrigan gave me a bland look. He shook his hcad.
“Nope. I guess it was that band leader Kingsley. Kid-
ding or something. I went back to the kitchen to look
it over and when I left, I left the back way, to get a
breath of air. Hazelhurst and this band leader werc
standing in the driveway ncar the end of the veranda.
I don't know what thcy were saying.”

T think Kingsley knows him.”

“Yeah. I caught that look at the table too.” He
drained the glass, set it down. kicked off his slippers.
*Well, baby, pick up your toys and go to your own
room.” He got under the covers. put on his glasses.
picked up the book. *What about breakfast?”

“Any time. up here or downstairs, Vivian said.
There’s a buzzer back of your bed.”

“What kind of a bird's that?”

*It’s a whip-poor-will.”

I went tobed and lay in the darkness listening to the
whip-poor-will. The glow irom Harrigan's bed light
shone faintly on the open bathroom door. In about fif-
teen minutes his light went out and I heard him sigh
contentedly. It must have been almost two o'clock.

GENTLE rhythmic shoving on my shoulder woke

e up but not completely and it was Vivian's voice
saying, “Larry—sh!—it's Vivian, Larry,” that made
me open my eyes. It was dark, there was no moon any
longer, and waking up in a strange bed in a strange
house, it took me a minute to get things straight. “It’s
\iivian, Larry,” she said again in a reassuring whisper.
“Sh!" And then she waited. probably to give me a
chance to come around completely. I sat up and my
chest and head felt heavy from having been so hard
and fast asleep. The sound of Harrigan’s snoring came
into my room.

Vivian whispered, “I'd better close that door.” I
didn't hear her close it but I knew she had because the
sound of Harrigan's snoring almost vanished. I pulled
on the reading light clipped to the head of my bed.

She came back and sat on the edge of the bed. “Stan’s
not in his room,” she whispered. She was wearing a
turquoise silk robe trimmed with old lace. There was
no make-up on her lips and they looked pink, like pink
coral.

“I heard a sound, something fall.”” she said, “and I
got up—my room’s across the corridor from his—and
looked in his room. It was Kilts.”

“It was what?”

“Kilts. The Scottie. He sleeps on Stan's bed and
sometimes he dreams and falls ofi. He fell off. Stan
wasn’t in his room.”

“Maybe he went downstairs for something.”

“The bed wasn't slept in.”

I was having an awful time waking up. “Did you
look downstairs?” I asked.

“No, I didn’t.”

“Well. look downstairs, why don’t you?”

“Wait bere. I'll be back,” she said.

She left the room, closing the door without a sound.
T got out of bed. poured some ice water from the ther-
mos bottle into the palm of my hand and then splashed
it in my face. Then I put on my bathrobe and slip-
pers. Vivian came back in a couple of minutes.

“No.” she said. “Everything’s dark.”

“He probably went out somewhere. Did you look in
his room when we all came home?”

“No.”

“Maybe he got loneseme and went out.”

Her face was white, her eyes very round. She whis-
pered, “I didn't tell you about the threat he received
the other day.”

“He did. I don’t think it means anything.”

She pressed her hands together. “We shouldn’t have
left him alone.”

“There were servants in the house, weren’t there?”

She nodded. “Yes. Fritz and his wife Emma and
the maid Lily. Oscar has quarters in the garage.”

“Why don’t you ask Fritz if he went out while we
were all gone? 11l go to Stan’s room.”

“All right.”

She had left the light burning in Stan’s room and
when I looked in Kilts raised his hecad and gave a low
growl.

“Nice Kilts,” I said. “Nice Kiltsy.”

The room looked the same as when I'd last been in
it. The maps were still on the knee-hole desk. The
clock on the desk said four.

Vivian came in and shook her head. “No, Fritzdidn’t
hear or see him go out.”

“How late was Fritz up?”

“Till midnight. he said.”

I said, “You can scc the room’s all right. He prob-
ably took the car and went out.”

“The roadster and the sedan were in the garage when
we all came home in the phacton. And Oscar was out
in the bcach wagon. Mr. Harrigan’s car was in and so
was George Hazelhurst’s and Roy Strickland's. Stan
wouldve had to walk.”

“Arc all the cars still there?”

“I asked Fritz to look. He said yes.”

LOOKED around the room. “Well. I'll bet there’s

nothing wrong. I'll bet you'll ind he went some-
where somehow. Go to bed. Wait till morning.” I
went to the door. “I'll see you in the morning.”

She was staring vacantly at Stan’s desk.

“All right. Kilts. Here, Kilts.”

We all moved into the corridor and then Vivian
pushed open the door to her bedroom. She motioned
to the Scottie and he went in, his rear end waddling
leisurely. I stood and waited until she had gone in also,
then I walked slowly and quictly to my room.

I was in bed about five minutes when I heard a door
close somewhere on the same floor and not far from
mine. Not far enoughaway for it to have been Vivian’s
door. or Stan’s, or Ivy'’s. It could have been Roy
Strickland’s, Karen Langard’s, George Hazelhurst’s.
Mabel Ryan’s. Or it could have been Harrigan's. I was
too sleepy te get up and see, or even to wonder much
about it.

CHAPTER 7

HEN I got up at half-past nine Harrigan was
having breakfast in bed.

“Good morning, Webby,” he said. “Between me
and you, I don't think it’s so hot.”

“What isn't?”

“Breakfast in bed. It's too damned roundabout.
First I get up and take a shower and wash my teeth
and gargle and then I get back in bed again. Well, it
don't hurt to try anything once. Want some:coffee?”

I got a glass and poured hot coffee into it from a
thermos pot. There was a rumpled newspaper on
the bed.

“What’s in the news?”

“The Dodgers won a ballgame.”

“What did the Giants do?”

He looked smug. “Hubbell pitched.” He held up
three fingers. “Three hits.” He squinted at me. “You
look dopey, Webby. What's the matter, didn’t you
sleep good?”

“I always wake up slow.”

The coffee was taking hold, however, and by the
time I had showered and dressed I felt all right. When
I went downstairs George Hazelhurst was eating break-
fast alone on the terrace.

“Nice day,” I said.

“Peach.”

“Do you mind if T join you in some breakfast?”

“8it down, sure.”

1 pressed the buzzer in the bar and when Fritz came
out T told him what I wanted. I asked, “Has Mr. Cant-
well eaten yet?”

“Yes, sir.”




The sun was warm and it felt good on the back of
my neck. I was practically completely awake and really
hungry now.

Hazelhurst said, “Would you like part of my paper?”

“No, thanks. But you go ahead and read.”

“I understand you work on a newspaper.”

“Yes. That's how I met Stan.”

He gave a short, amused laugh. “Stan’s a babe in
arms when it comes to newspapers. He still believes
in the power of the press.”

“I guess it’s overrated.”

“This fellow Shelby, Stan’s editor, is an exhibition-
ist. He’s trying to fight a tight political machine.”

“Well, there’s no harm in trying. Someone has to
start things.”

AZELHURST gave me a look of disapproval. “If
you had a brother aligned with a political group,
would you go out of your way to castigate that group?”
“I don’t think it’s as cut and dried as that. The way
I understand it, Stan signed a contract with Shelby
giving him free editorial rein. What’s stopping Rupert
from breaking off any connection he has with this
group?”

Hazelhurst leaned across the table and said, “Listen,
you don’t know Shelby. He’s an egotist. A rat.”

“Well, an egotist maybe. But
no rat.”

“You don’t know him.”

“Sure I do. I worked two
years under him. I think he’s a
great guy.”

Hazelhurst’s face grew red
all over. He gave a jerky little
laugh. “Well, I'm sorry. I
didn’t know—1I wouldn’t have
—1 didn’t mean to—"

“Think nothing of it,” I said.

“I’m really very sorry.”

“Sure., Sure.”

Fritz brought my breakfast
and after a couple of minutes
Hazelhurst excused himself and
went into the house. He was
very slender and lithe and sun-
browned and I guessed he was
quick-tempered. You got the
feeling that all his nerves were
very close to the surface and
that he was pretty touchy.

As I was finishing breakfast
Vivian came out, her step quick
and springy.

“Morning, Larry.”

“So you busted up my sleep
for nothing. Go away.”

day.

The high mortality rate among the usual
impulsive, runaway, I-dare-you, drunken

When Vivian had gone I wandered across the lawn
to the garden. I was standing there when a black sedan
pulled up out front. Two men were in it and one re-
mained at the wheel while the other got out and looked
at the house.

The man at the wheel said something to him and
he looked from the house to me and then came over.
In his hand he carried a hard straw hat.

“Good morning,” he said. “Are you Mr. Cantwell?”

“Good morning,” I said. “No, I'm not. Do you
want to see Mr. Cantwell?”

He nodded. “Yes, I'd like to.”

We went over to the terrace and I said, “Have a
seat,” and pressed the buzzer in the bar. He sat down
and laid his hat upside down on another chair. He
looked about thirty-five and was of middle height and
wore a double-breasted gray suit and brown oxfords.
His hair was black and bushy and so were his eyebrows.
His skin was naturally dark.

Fritz appeared and said, “Yes, sir?”

“This man wants to see Mr. Cantwell,” I said.

Fritz looked at him, raised his eyebrows. “Who
should I say is calling?”

“Police. Pascarella.”

“Yes, sir.”

Fritz hurried.

OUR VANISHING GRETNA GREENS

“Why do you want a divorce?” a Chicago
judge recently asked a pretty young bride
of six months.

“Well, we were out on a party,had a few
drinks, and some one dared us to get mar-
ried. We made a flying trip to Crown
Point. But he's brutal, gets drunk, and
we’re through.”

“I see. More marriage mill grist. Forty
per cent of the Gretna Green romances end
up just like yours. Decree granted.”

Another divorce court judge of the same
city stated that onc-third of all his cases
were marriage mill products. Four Crown
Point weddings blew up in his court in one

a non-resident woman. An injunction was
sustained by the supreme court, and all
was over. Elkton, Maryland, is threatened
by a referendum this fall. Reno, Nevada,
catering to Hollywood and the rest of Cali-
fornia, seems to have the strongest hold on
life, Tia Juana, Mexico, is losing its prcs-
tige because of the occasional invalidation
of its ceremonies by American courts.
When housecleaning starts, it is seldom
confincd to one room. Thus, another bar to
hasty marriage is the growing movement
to make a physical examination and a
physician’s ceruificate of good health part
of the requirements for a license. Connecti-
cut, Illinois, Michigan, New Hampshire,
Wisconsin and Oregon have passed laws re-
quiring both prospective brides and grooms

“I guess it was stupid of me.
He’d gone to the boat. He
couldn’t remember whether he’d
locked up, so he walked over,
it’s only half a mile. Then he
decided to sleep there. He
walked back this morning.”

“How is his lip?”

“Pretty good. Everything
seems better in the morning.
Stan says we'll all go for a sail
today and have a late luncheon
on the boat—out somewhere.
Don’t you think that will be
nice?”

“I'm all for it. Anything.
I'm on a vacation. Does Nor-
man Bennett have to go?”

“He can’t. He’s on the beach
till five.”

“I'm glad to hear it.”

“Oh, Larry, Norman’s all
right, he’s all right.”

“You ought to consider the
lackadaisical type. It makes a
better house pet.”

“I like the lackadaisical type
too, Larry.”

I said, “I think the maid
wants to see you.” The maid
had come to the edge of the
bar and was standing there.

“Excuse me, Miss Cantwell,”
she said.

Vivian said, “Yes, Lily?”

“I took your breakfast to
your room. Should I bring it
down here?”

“No, Lily. T'll go up.”

and surreptitious excursions to the domain
of marrying parsons and justices is one
reason why the Gretna Greens of America
arc rapidly vanishing. Another is the cx-
posure of their racketeering methods.

For long years a few crusading souls
have sought to have marriage laws grow
up with the country. Now the break has
come, thanks to Elkton, Crown Point,
Reno, and other racket centers, which have
focused public attention on the fact that it
is easier in many states to get a marriage
permit than a dog license. In the last year,
however, nine states have passed restrictive
marriage laws, making twenty-seven statcs
where it is impossible for marriage mills to
operate. Several more states are expected
to pass similar legislation this year,

The most cHcctive lethal dose adminis-
tered to Gretna Greens is the requirement
of notice of intent to wed, which necessi-
tates waiting several days between applica-
tion for and granting of a license. Fourteen
states, from Maine to Idaho, specify a five-
day interval. Ten states make the period
shorter, usually three days.

Crown Point, Indiana, favorite rendez-
vous of elopers of the Great Lakes region,
was recently put out of commission by the
resurrection of a statute of 1842, which for-
bade the granting of a wedding license to
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to pass such tests. A number of other states
require the man to be examined.

After Illinois had adopted its new mar-
riage law, there was a grand rush to nearby
lax states by couples intent on marriage.
Then Dame Grundy began to get in her
work. So you ran away to get married?
Were you afraid you couldn’t pass the
health test? -

The raised evebrows worked wonders.
Elopements seemed rather less romantic
and rather more declassé. So month by
month, the number of Illinois marriage
licenses has more nearly equaled the num-
ber granted in the old free-for-all days.
Other restricted states report the same

trend.

Perhaps there w2l be fewer marriages in
these restricted states. But there will prob-
ably also be fewer divorces. Any iegislation
which raises the standards for marriage
should reduce the number of matrimonial
casualties.

Marriage won’t be deprived of romancc
and glamour by assuming that lovers arc
adulis, willing to comply with adult laws.
Cretna Greens, with their bill-boards,
signs, runners, marrying parsons and jus-
tices, may disappear, but enduring mar-

" riage will get more of a break.
WiLriam F. McDermoTT
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Pascarella said, “That’s a nice garden. I’'ve had a lot
of trouble with my zinnias this year. Those out there
are nice, ain’t they?”

“TI don’t know much about flowers,” T said.

“Nice,” he said, tipping back in his chair, rocking it
gently. “Nice calendulas too. I've had a lot of luck
with calendulas.”

Stan’s sneakers made a flat rubbery slapping sound
on thebar tiles. His eyes were bright, curious.

“Morning, Larry.”

Pascarella stood up. “Mr. Cantwell?”

“Yes. How do you do.”

“I guess I got some bad news for you.” Pascarella
squinted at a small printed form he held in his hand.
“Oscar G. Shultz. Worked for you, didn’t he?”

“Yes, Yes, of course. My chauffeur.”

“We found him dead in your station wagon this
morning. About a mile from here. On the river road.”

Stan grimaced.

ARRIGAN sighed and said, “Well, here today and
gone tomorrow. Yup. Poor Shultzy. A guy never
knows, does he?”

He was sitting on a chair in Shultz’s room in the gar-
age with his hands hanging between his knees. Pasca-
rella was going through the dresser drawers and Engle,
his partner, was reading a batch
of old letters. Engle was young-
er than Pascarella. He wore a
tweed lounge suit and there was
a yellow cowlick that stood up
at the crown of his head.

“Nope,” said Engle, snap-
ping a rubber band around the
batch of letters, “there’s noth-
ing in these to hang a hat on.
I think we’re going to find that
Shultz probably gave some guy
a lift and the guy let him have

it.

“Probably,” Pascarella said.

Harrigan asked, “Did you
find any dough on Shultzy>”

Pascarella, closing a dresser
drawer, shook his head. “Just
some change. Sixty cents.
Whether he had anything in his
wallet, I wouldn’t know. There
was just his driver’s license in
it. It was on the seat. I sent it
with the other stuff to the lab,
for fingerprints. We ought to
get some off the car too. But
that don’t say it’ll get us any-
where.”

“Where does that river road

0?"

“It hits the state highway
about two miles up. People off
the boats use it most. That’s
why I don’t think it was some
bum thumbing his way across
the state. I think maybe it
was some local guy. A tran-
sient’d stick to the state high-
way. But I don’t know why
he should’'ve taken the ignition
key.”

Harrigan said, “What did
Shultzy get hit with?”

“I don’t know. There were
no tools out in the wagon and
when we found the kit under
the seat it was all complete. He
was probably socked with a gun
butt. It stands to reason. Look.
The beach wagon when we
found it was about twenty-five
feet off the road back of a
gravel heap the city keeps
there for the road. It’s my
guess the guy pulled a gun on
him and made him drive there,
then clouted him over the head.
The only other thing would be
that he parked there with a girl
and she did it. I don’t know.”

“Tell ’em what else,” Engle
said.

“What else what?”

“The shoes.”

“Oh, yeah; the shoes,” Pas-
carella said. “He was in his
socks when we found him. No
shoes. No shoes anywhere.”
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Harrigan said, “That'd kind of indicate it was some
tramp after all. A guy that needed shoes to walk in.
Were there any footprints around in the gravel?”

“Sure. They went straight from the wagon to the
road. You can't follow them on a black-top road,
though. I got a man out from headquarters to preserve
two impressions. right foot and left.” He turned to
Engle. “Find anything?”

“Nope.”

“I didn’t think we would. Listen, Joe, go and ask
the help if they got any idea where he went last night.
If they haven't, ask ‘em if they know any places he
was in the habit of going. Ask ’em if they know what
time he went out.”

“Okay, AL”

Engle went out.

Harrigan said, “No shoes at all, huh? If he took
Shultzy’s shoes, what about his own? You didn’t find
them, huh?”

“No shoes at all,” Pascarella said morosely.

Harrigan picked up one of a pair of white sports
shoes and looked inside it. He said, “Size eight.” He
placed the shoe back on the floor beside its mate and
said, “Of course. there's no explaining the things some
guys do. He might have reached out to shut the igni-
tion switch and stuck the key in his pocket right then.”
He scratched his jaw with his thumbnail. “On the
other hand, maybe it was a woman.”

Pascarella said, “You mean she put his shoes on and
carried her own, to make it look like it was a man>”

“Something like that. But then Shultzy was no crip-
ple. She’d 've had to be a pretty able-bodied female.”

“Listen, judging from some of the janes I been run-
ning across lately, they're plenty tough enough.”

NGLE returned and said, “The butler or whatever

he is. this man Fritz, says Shultz said he was going

over to the amusement park on the beach. He went out
in the wagon at about eleven.”

Pascarella shook his head. “If he went to the amuse-
ment park, what was he doing a mile from here up the
river road? If he drove home from the park, he’d hit
here without being on the river road.”

“How do I know?” said Engle. “I'm just telling you
what the guy told me.”

“Of course,” said Pascarella, “he could have picked
up the party between here and the park and the party
could have made him drive past here to the gravel pit.
Anyhow, he probably didn’t go to the park at all. He
probably changed his mind and went into town. The
river road would be a short cut home from town. Any-
thing else?”

“Well, I heard he used to go in town and kill a lot
of time at a bar called Dowd's. in Prince Street. You
know, Dowd’s Bar and Grill. And then the maid said
he used to talk about the Gingham Inn, that road-
house on the Post Road.”

“How about the amusement park:"

“They said he liked the Beer Barrel.”

“How about women?”

Engle shook his head. “He proubably kept that to
himself.”

“Okay.” Pascarella looked around the room. “I
guess there’s nothing here. Pleased to meet you. Har-
rigan. I'll be back and forth here a couple of times. I
guess. Routine stuff. Come in to headquarters some-
time and meet the gang.”

“Sure,” said Harrigan. “That’s a swell idea.”

ASCARELLA stepped down Lo the narrow bluestone

walk outside the door. Engle joined him and they
wandered down the driveway. Harrigan stood in the
doorway watching them. After a couple of minutes he
turned and said:

“What's the matter, Webby, °d you lose your
tonguer”

“I figured there was no scnse in adding to the con-
fusion.”

“Oh,” he said. “I thought maybe you were worried.”

“About what?”

“Oh, I don't know.” He turned and looked over the
grounds, the house. shrugged and gave a little laugh.
“No, you got me there, baby. Did you close your bed-
room door last night because there was a draft®”

“Maybe it blew shut.”

“I didn’t hear it.”

“Neither did 1.”

“It was closed when I got up,” he said. He turned
a little and leaned back against the doorframe. “When
you went down to breakfast this morning, I went in
your room looking for a match and found a gal's hand-
kerchief on the floor by the bed. I put it on the dresser
and I was going to call your attention to it. But when
I went back in my room that maid came in your room
and I guess she took it out with her.”

“She had a nerve.”

“That’s what I thought. But I didn't want to say
anything to her and pull a boner maybe. You work
fast, baby.”

“Guess again, Abe. It was probably Vivian's. She
woke me up at about four this morning when she found
Stan wasn’t in his room. Stan spent the night on the
boat.”

Harrigan said nothing for a minute. He kept squint-
ing at the sunlight. Then he said absently, “Yeah.
On the boat.”

CHAPTER 8

HULTZ had worked for the Cantwells almost seven
years. At the time of his death he was forty-five.
Vivian was the only one who took his death as a per-
sonal loss and this was because when he'd first come to
work for the Cantwells, she’d been a kid of twelve or
thirteen and had more or less grown up under his wing.
“He used to take me to the movies sometimes.” she
said. “And he used to drive me to and from school
and he was, well, always around. He was grumpy a
lot, but he was nice, and he taught me to drive a car.
Poor Oscar!”

We were lying side by side on our stomachs in the
bow of Stan’s cruiser with the wind in our faces. The
Sound was very smooth and through the deck I could
feel the muffled impulses of the engines.

“Did he ever give anyone a lift on the road?”

“I don’t know. I don’t think so. I remember once
when I was riding with him—TI was just a kid—I said,
‘Oh. give that poor man a ride.” But he shook his head.
He said, ‘If it was my own car, I might. But I'm driv-
inz somebody else’s property.” He had certain set ideas.
You know. I don't believe he did pick up anybody on
the road last night.”

“It doesn’t sound as if he would. \What happened,
then?"

“Goodness. I wish I knew! It might have been some-
one he thought was a friend.”

“I thought Fritz said all the cars were in the garage
when you asked him to look. That was about four
AN, wasn't it?”

“Yes. I asked him about that later. He said he
knew Oscar wasn't in but he didn’t want to say so.
The help always try to cover up one another. He just
thought Oscar was out on a late party.”

“How long have Fritz and his wife been around?”

“Since Stan and Ivy were married. Three years.”

“How about the maid?”

“Lily? About the same time. When Stan and Ivy
take a trip, Lily goes along as Ivy’s personal maid.”

“Do you like her?”

Vivian said, “I never really thought of that.”

“This fellow who's driving the boat now, doesn’t he
slcep on board and watch it?”

“He does as a rule, yes. But his home’s in New Lon-
don and he went up there vesterday to sec his father.
His father’s an invalid. He got back this morning.
That's why Stan walked over last night, to make sure
he’d locked up.”

Mabel Ryan’s voice yelled, “Hey, sherry flips on the
after deck!”

I twisted and looked around and saw her grin and
beckon. She was wearing a white jersey and a pair of
navy Dblue shorts.

Vivian said. “Coming.”” and we both got up. There
were two steps down to the main deck and we followed
the narrow passageway to the stern of the boat. Be-
neath a taut vellow awning were wicker casy chairs
and a wicker table. Stout white forearms, spattered
with freckles. were passing drinks up through a back
window of the galley. Stan was taking the tray.
Through the window I caught a glimpse of Harrigan’s
big. amiable face.

“I think,” said Karen Langard, “we have a wonder-
ful barman. Oh, Mr. Harrigan, your drinks look de-
licious!"

Harrigan's voice came out of the galley: “I go for
brandy eggnogs myself. Miss Langard, but this time of
day they're liable to take your ears off. A sherry flip
gives you the lift without the sock.”

Ivy. taking one of the flips, said. “I think it’s terrible
that Mr. Harrigan has to mix the drinks and be stuck
down there preparing luncheon. Fritz could just as
well have come along.”

“Well. I offered to make the luncheon,”” Mabel said.

Ivy said. *“Oh, did you? I must have been some-
where else.”

“Let him,” I said. “He loves it.”

Mabel said, *“I guess it was when we all were swim-
ming.”

“I wanted George to go in,” Karen Langard said,
“but he was in a vile humor this morning. Irritable.

Youd think he'd been up all night. I said, ‘George, a
swim will do you good.’” But no, he was determined to
be irritable.”

Roy Strickland said reasonably, “After all, Karen,
you did play up to that orchestra leader.”

“Jack Kingsley's a dear and I was just so overjoyed
to see him again. I'm naturally affectionate, that’s all.”

George Hazelhurst’s face looked drawn under his tan.
“Just forget it, Karen, will you? Will you please just
forget it?”

“Well, you have no cause to get sore because I hap-
pen to meet an old friend and am polite to him.”

“Listen, Karen, I am not sore. Do you understand,
please? I am not sore.”

“Now that that’s settled.” Mabel Ryan said, “let’s
drink. Whom shall we drink to?”

“Mr. Harrigan,” said Ivy, lifting her glass. “A toast
to you, Mr. Harrigan.”

“This,” said Harrigan, “is more than I deserve.”

Stan was sitting with his elbows on his knees. The
spot on his lip looked now like a fever blister. He was
staring vacantly into his drink and when we all raised
our glasses he remained that way.

Ivy said, “Stan.”

He started. “Yes, dear?”

“We are drinking to Mr. Harrigan.”

He sat up straight and lifted his glass. “Yes, sure.
To Mr. Harrigan.”

“A swell cook and a swell barman.” I said.

“And no doubt,” Roy Strickland said, “an excellent
detective.”

“Oh, so-s0,” I said.

STIFT offshore wind was blowing

L when we entered the mouth of the
river. You could smell salt marshes. It was five o’clock
and a lot of the wallop had gone out of the sun but it
was still fairly high. The wind made the river choppy.
Mabel Ryan was taking the cruiser in. She was han-
dling it as unconcernedly as some people handle a car.

Harrigan said, “She’s a pretty good sailor, ain’t she?”

“I don’t know anything about it, but I guess so.
Stan’s letting her take it in.”

“I guess Shultzy’s death kind of depressed him,
huh?”

“He'd take a thing like that to heart.”

“Well, you got a guy working for you seven or eight
years. I guess it would.”

The screened door opened and Ivy came in from the
deck and made a hopeless gesture. She dropped to a
green settce and wagged her head and said, “It's no
use. I guess.”

“What’s the matter?” I said.

“Oh. George Hazelhurst. He's sore at Karen and
he’s going home.”

“What did she do now?>"

“Nothing. She said he didn’t seem to be having a
good time and she asked him if his stomach was upset.
And he said, well, if it was. it was his own stomach. I
think he just got up this morning and decided to be
nasty.”

I said, “He’s probably still sore about that orchestra
leader. Let him go home. He'll get over it.”

“Sure,” said Harrigan. “Absence makes the heart
grow fonder.”

Ivy said, “I can tell you one thing, Mr. Harrigan. I
wish everyone were as kind and as considerate as you
are.”

“Harrigan.” I said, “you’ve made a conquest.”

Ivy looked at him and said, “It would help your
friend Mr. Webb a great deal if he took a lesson or two
from you.”

Harrigan was amused. “Oh. Webby’s all right, Mrs.
Cantwell. He just gets off on the wrong foot some-
times.”

Ivy turned and opened the screened door.

“Anyhow.” I said, “nobody’ll make me sore cnough
to go home.”

For an instant Ivy's eyes shimmered, then she went
out and the door slapped shut.

E ALL walked around the back of the house from

the garage to the terrace. George Hazelhurst was
well ahead of the rest of us, because he was going to
pack his bag and go home. When we got to the terrace
Pascarella and Engle were sitting there drinking beer.
Both set their glasses down and stood up.
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“Hello. Mr. Cantwell,” Pascarella said.

Stan said, “Hello. Have you been waiting long?”

“No. Fifteen or twenty minutes is all. Look, Mr.
Cantwell, did all you people here ride in that beach
wagon?”

“Yes, we did—all of us, I guess, except Mr. Webb
and Mr. Harrigan. We drove out to the beach club
yesterday at about three to see some high diving.”

Pascarella said, “Then we can leave them out. It's
like this, Mr. Cantwell—and you other folks, too—
they been taking fingerprints ofi it at headequarters and
what we want to do is eliminate as many as possible.
We don’t like to bother you and your guests here, but
it would be a great help if we could have all your fingcr-
prints.”

Ivy said, “That’s ridiculous! Arc we going to be
constantly annoyed because our chauffeur was fool
enough to give somebody a ride?”

Pascarella’s gloomy expression did not change. He
said, “But we won't ask you all to come to headquar-
ters, Mrs. Cantwell. We can send a man out to get
‘em. It won't take but ten minutes for all of you.”

“I don't care if it would take only a minute,” Ivy
snapped back at him. “I'm not going to have my home
overrun with a lot of policemen.”

Pascarella held up his index finger. “Just onc,
ma’am. It takes just one man.”

“Ivy’s right,” George Hazelhurst said mutinously.
“I don’t blame her a bit. I won't submit to it, cither.
And don’t you, Stan.”

Stan looked a little bewildered. “I don’t know,” he
said.
Roy Strickland said, “Xow, George, you're just up-
set. I can’t see what harm there would be in it.”

“Who's upset?” George Hazelhurst demanded. “I'm
just backing up Ivy.”

“Oh, come on, come on,” Mabel Ryan said. “Let’s
all have our fingerprints taken.”

Ivy’s face was white. “I will not!” she cried.

“What they just want, Mrs. Cantwell,” said Harri-
gan, “is to get these prints and check ’em with the
prints they find on the beach wagon. As it is now, they
won’t know which is which. But if they got all our
fingerprints, and the other servants’ in the house too.
they’ll just eliminate them. Then the oncs they den't
eliminate, the ones that don’t check with ours, they
check against their own records and if nothing turns
up they send them to the central bureau in Washington
for a check there.”

Pascarella nodded. “That’s it, Mrs. Cantwell. We
just take all your fingerprints here and when we've
checked ’em against the ones we found on the beach
wagon, we give ’em all back to you. There’s no record
made at headquarters. In other words, we don’t keep
them on file.”

Ivy was tapping her foot. “I still think it's unrca-
sonable.”

“Tt would help us a great deal,” said Pascarclla.

“Oh, go ahead; say yes,” Stan said. “How about
you, George>”

“Come on, George,” Roy Strickland said.

Hazelhurst threw up his hands. “Oh, all right, all
right!” he growled, and stamped into the house.

Stan said to Pascarella, “I don’t suppose you've dis-
covered anything yet, have you?”

“Nope,” said Pascarella., “And I'm not very opti-
mistic, as they say. All we found was Shultz was over
to the amusement park last night. The bartender at the
Beer Barrel served him a couple of beers. He said he
broke a twenty-dollar bill for him. That was about
midnight, maybe a little before. The medical office
placed his death at about three A.m.”

Harrigan said, “Was he alone at the Beer Barrel?”

“Yeah. He left after he changed the bill. Now we
got to find where he went. Well, we probably won’t.
Will it be all right if the fingerprint man comes out in
about an hour?”

Ivy looked at her wrist watch. “Make it seven. We
dine at eight.”

ASCARELLA and Engle picked up their hats, dipped

their heads politely and walked away. In a couple of
minutes there was the sound of their car going away
on the driveway.

“Mr. Engle looks just like a boy,” Karen Langard
said. “Such a beautiful complexion! Well-built, too.”
“Don’t let George hear you,” Mabel Ryan said.

Karen sighed. “George is certainly becoming a prob-
lem child.”
“Oh, yeah?” said George Hazelhurst from an up-
" stairs window. “Well, nuts to you! I'm going home!”
Ivy groaned, “Oh, go!”
We all went inside and separated, except that Har-
rigan and I stopped in the bar to pick up a couple of
bottles of cold ale. As we reached the top of the stairs,

George Hazelhurst arrived there on his way down. He
carried a yellow pigskin overnight bag and a couple of
tennis rackets.

“Going?” said Harrigan.

“Yes!” He was halfway down the stairs before he
stopped and looked up and said, “Goodbye. Glad to
’ve met you both. I hope you'll forgive me.” Then he
rushed on down.

Harrigan said, “Forgive him for what*” as we walked
into my room. “He didn’t do anything to us.”

We opened the two bottles of ale and sat down in
chairs by the window that overlooked the terrace.

Harrigan took a long swallow, said “Aaaah !’ enthu-
siastically, then added, “I love it but it sure gives me
gas.”

B “Not like beer,” T said.

He crossed one knee comfortably over the other.
“You know, Webby, I happened to think of something.
Maybe that ignition key was on a ring and there were
some other keys on the ring and this guy---or gal—
wanted ‘em. Or maybe just one.”

“Then that wouldn't make it a casual hold-up.”

“That’s what I was thinking.”

“If you don’t stop thinking,” I said, “you’re going
to spoil my vacation.”

I took a shower and shaved and by the time I had
dressed it was almost six-thirty. Harrigan had gone
down. When I went down. Stan was standing in the
hall with his hands clenched and a flat gray color on his
checks. Fritz was just leaving the hall. He was clasp-
ing his hands together in front of him with chest high
and tight.

“I'vitz sec a ghost?” T said.

The look Stan zave me was glassy. T could sce his
chest and shoulders go down as his breath flowed out.
His hands opened slowly.

He said, “I'll tell you later, Larry.”

CHAPTER 9

HE man came out fo get our fingerprints at
a quarter past seven and Ivy had something
to say about his being late. All he said was, “T'll take
vours first., madam.” cutting his words precisely with
small sharp teeth. “Your full name?” He wrote her
name down ‘en the whitc card and on this card he
recorded her fingerprints.  Stan was next. Then Roy
Strickland. Then Mabel Ryan. Then Karen Langard.
Then Vivian.

Harrigan said, “Webby, maybe you and me ought
to have ours, too. Just in case we touched it.”

“Sure,” T said.

\We had ours recorded and then Fritz and his wife
Emma and the maid Lily had theirs. The man was
finishing up with Lily when Norman Bennett came
breezing in full of bounce.

“Am I late for the cup that cheers?” he asked.

Stan said, “Do you mind having your fingerprints
taken, Norman? We've all had ours. You probably
know about Oscar Shultz.”

‘“Yes, Iread it in the paper. I'mawfully sorry, Stan.”

“The police are looking for fingerprints on the beach
wagon, and they want to eliminate ours, Do you mind?”

Norman Bennett flexed his legs, looked at everyone,
smiled. “Not at all. I feel guilty already.”

“Now,” said the man from headquarters when he
had done with Norman Bennett, “is there anyonc else ?”

“That’s all.” said Stan.

Vivian said, “But George Hazelhurst. . . .

“Oh, yes. Gceorge Hazelhurst,” Stan said. “Hc
went home.”

“Have you his address and telephone number?”

“Yes. TI'll get them for you.”

“Pascarella said that everyone would be here.”

Karen giggled. “Oh, George got mad at me and
went home. Mr. Pascarella is a very sad looking man,
don't you think? And I thought Mr. Engle looked
so young. He has wonderful skin, hasn’t he? And
a nice smile. Is he really very young?”

“Mr. Engle is twenty-eight. He is married and has
two children, one aged four, the other two. He is
my son-in-law. And now, Mr. Cantwell and madam,
thank you for your codperation. Thank all of you,
ladies and gentlemen. Good night.”

Stan escorted him to the door.

Karen Langard said brightly, “He’s-—he’s—m-m-m—
courtly. Isn’t he courtly?”

Stan came back and his facc let down a little and
was shadowed betwcen his eycbrows. He said, “I

)

didn't want to tell any of you this before he got here.
1 didn’t want you to be upset while he was here.” He
glanced at me. ‘There was a phone call at about a
quarter to seven. Fritz got it. TFritz answered the
phone. A man on the phone told him that Shultz’s
death was just a warning. Next time, he said, it
would be cleser. Closer, he said. He lisped.”

Roy Strickland said, “Didn’t you say that someone
phoned Mace Shelby—"

“Yes. He lisped too.”

Vivian groaned, “Oh, Stan!”

Ivy’s face was white. She cried out, “It’s because
you insist on letting Mace Shelby run the newspaper
any way he feels like running it! You own it! Why
don’t you do something about it? Must we all be
killed because Shelby is drunk with power?”

Stan grimaced. “Bon’t say that, Ivy,” he pleaded.
“Shelby is doing only what he feels is right.”

“I'm not blaming Shelby,” she cried. “T'm blaming
you! He won’t stop but you could, if you wanted,
stop him.”

He turned up his palms, held them out toward her.
“But you know I beileve in what he’s doing, Ivy. And
il Shultz’s death is hooked up with it, all the more
reason why we should continue.”

Ivy’s laugh was short. harsh, and it trembled. “Oh,
yes. We should all be killed because you and Mace
Shelby have what you call a sense of civic responsi-
bility. Oh, ves. indeed!”

Hec said, “Don’t worry. I'll hire some bodyguards.
I'i—"

“Bodyguards! Do you think I'm going to live in
this house with a lot of roughnecks prowling around
night and day” \Vhat do you think I am?”

“Oh. Ivy. Ivy,” said Vivian,

Ivy’s lower lip gleamed with moisture. “Yes, and
you of course will humor him. Anything Stan wants,
ves, ves, give it to him. [He wants to take me on a
schooner to some Godforsaken place in the South Seas.
Just for a year. he says. Just Stan and me. Alone
together. To see this and that. To see where Steven-
son is buried. To sec a grave. A grave, mind you!
That's something. all right. Why doesn’t he go? Why
doesn't he go alone?”

“Ivy!™ Tt was Stan’s voice, thick. hoarse. desperate.
For a moment his eyes looked metallic. dangerous. He
suid. “Control yourself. Tvy.” He meant it.

Ivy caught up her breath.

Mabel Ryan said, “If he lisps. the police ought to
have a pretty easy (ime finding him.”

Ivy shot her a vicious glance, then said hotly to
Stan, “‘Or take her with you! Go ahead, take her with
you! She'd love it! Go down to some Godforsaken
island and be a couple of love birds!”

Vivian stamped her foot. “Ivy, don’t be an idiot!”

“Don’t you talk!” Ivy cried hysterically. “I know
enough about you!”

Vivian’s face darkened, her nostrils tlared. For a
minute T thought she was going to spring on Ivy.

But Mabel Ryan’s good-humored voice said, “Take
it easy, Vivian. Ivy doesn’t know what she’s saying.
If she did, I'd slap her down.”

Stan started toward lvy, his hand extended. Hc
was calm now. “Come on, Ivy. Lie down a little
while.”

She drew her shoulders up and her whole body
seemed to contract. “Don’t touch me!” she choked.
“Don’t touch me!”

Stan’s hand fell to his side. It hung there, tired and
limp. He turned away and walked out of the living
room and the back of his neck was dull red. He dis-
appeared but a moment later there was the sound of
his footfalls on the tile flour ot the bar.

Ivy went upstairs.

I looked at Harrigan. He was sitting in a chair
pretending he was deeply absorbed in reading a book.
The book was in French. He didn’t know any more
about French than I did.

WAS lying in a wicker long chair on the terrace

fooling around with a gurtar when Roy Strickland
came out. and sat down. For a couple of minutes he
watched me trying to pick out chords.

“Do you play a guitar?” he said.

“No. I've always wanted to, though. Years and
years.”

“Did you ever study?”

“No. But Ivy’s pretty good at this. I remember
when they were casting for that play, T/he Recf, they
wanted a girl who could play the guitar. Not really
go to town on it, just strum it so it would make sense.
Ivy learned to make a guitar make sense in one week,
and she got the part. The play flopped, but she kept
on monkeying around with a guitar until she hecame
pretty good.” [Turn to page 36]



Love letters may be ardent, burn
with a poet’s limpid fire, but a
message on a post card sometimes
tells the heart’s old story best

Mildred Oldwald was frightened; she had

never traveled anywhere before. It would
have been better if Dorothy Mueller from the office
had been able to come along, because Dorothy was
the efficient sort who managed everything well. She
really should have canceled the cruise when Dorothy
canceled, Mildred told herself now, putting on again
the white gloves she had been taking off and putting
on a dozen times since getting on the boat, but she
had wanted to come so badly.

She seemed to communicate her misgivings to Joe
Burnett, who was shifting uncomfortably from his
left foot to his right. Then. as a whistle sounded,
he said: “Well, guess I'd better move along.”

Mildred nedded, said in an unnaturally strained
voice: “Thanks for taking me down.”

Joe shifted from his right foot to his left. “S’all
right . .. Well. Mil—have a good timc.”

Mildred smiled shakily. “I guess I will, thanks.
Goodbye.”

“So long—see you when you get back,” edging
toward the gangplank. Last night, when he took her
home from the date they were having on Friday
instead of Saturday on account of her going away,
he had kissed her goodbye because he had known
that he wouldn’t be able to here in broad daylight
with a lot of strange people around. And. to him,
a handclasp would be artificial; so now he merely
raised a hand in quick salute as he strode away.

Mildred watched him as he went down the gang-
plank to the pier, noticing the way his reddish hair
curled at the nape of his neck under his stiff straw
hat, and the way his
good suit humped it-
self a little over his
hips when he walked.
Then, when he was
out of sight. al-
though she still pre-
tended to be leaning over the rail and watching the
crowd on the dock as the boat pulled slowly away
from the pier, she examined the other passengers
through the corner of her eye.

While the boat skimmed the lake’s placid surface
until Chicago’s magnificent skyline was etched in
bold relief. she turned her head slightly in each
direction, saw that her first impression had been

NO\V that the boat was almost ready to sail,
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right: there were a great many more girls than men
on board. WWhat was more. the girls were very
well-dressed and well-groomed; they were really all
of the better class, the kind who earn at least
twenty-tive dollars a week. What chance was she
going to havc to interest any of the men on board?
she asked herself. and tlushed above her new white
linen suit at the thought, for this was the first time
that she was admitting her reason for having
planned this cruise and for having saved a dollar a
week for a year. It was not o have one really
nice vacation before settling down and marrying
Joe. but to meet somebody clse.

Oh. it wasn't as if Joe wasn’t an awfully nice
fellow! Mildred assured herself quickly. loyalty to
him twinging her conscience. She wouldn't have
gone with him for over a year if she hadn't liked
him a lot. She had liked him ever since the tirst
time she had seen him leaving the mail order house
where she was a typist and he was a shipping clerk.
and he had smiled at her shyvly; ever since the time
he had tinally picked up the courage to ask. "How
about a show tomorrow night?”” and she had assent-
ed with what she hoped wasn't too much cagerness,

Joe was really an awfully nice fellow and if it
wasn’t for her older sister, Rita, she'd probably be
anxious to marry him instcad of always chanying
the subject when he started to get serious. But
Rita, who was so much prettier and whom she used
to envy for her pretty clothes and her good times,
now envied her. Because Rita had tinally settled
down with someone a lot like Jjoe, nice but not
the sort to set the world on fire, and now she was
lucky if she could
get away from her
two children and the
flat to see a show
once a week. When-

her shc complained
about how terrible it was to be tied down like she
was, and she kept warning her not to marry a man
unless he had plenty of money.

Mildred, watching the receding skyline. told her-
self that she didn't want to marry a man for his
money; she knew she would never be able to get
someone like that, anyhow. But she did want more
than Rita had. .. It was silly, she supposed, but

She wanted someone who

she wanted romance.
wouldn't be tongue-tied whenever he looked at her,

as Joe was, She wanted someonc who would kiss
her as if to kiss her was something to be proud of,
not the quick hard peck on the lips that was Joe’s
idea of making love. She wanted somebody other
girls would look at when he walked down the street
with her; someone who knew how to act and how
to dress, and had nice manners and could talk to
anyone. With a man like that, even the kind of
life Rita had now would be worth living. Maybe
she was too ambitious, but that was the kind of a
man she had always dreamed about. and now it
wasn’t easy to give up that dream without making
this desperate effort to find him.

But maybe she was lucky to have even a fellow
like Joe Burnett, Mildred thought. So many girls
didn’t have anybody at all. 8he had never had
many herself. There was Harry Mundt, who had
taken her out once in a while. And there had been
before him, Charlie Freeman, who had gone with
her for six months and then suddenly married some-
one else. Only three boy-friends in as many years
in Chicago. and here she was twenty and ought to
be settling down! But Mildred stirred uncomfort-
ably; she didn’t want to settle down. Not yet, and
not with someone like Joe Burnett.

HE people on board were bustling about now, ar-

ranging deck-chairs, getting acquainted with the
boat and each other. Mildred wished she could
emulate their easy friendliness. But an innate shy-
ness forced her below deck to the stateroom where
her suitcase had been deposited. She took out the
few dresses, hung up the printed cotton summer for-
mal that had been a shameful extravagance because
she was almost certain never to wear it again, and
the -alternate dinner dress—a pink lace, practically
unworn, which she had bought when she stood up
at her sister’s wedding three years before. She saw
the shabby baggage lying across from hers, won-
dered who the girl was who'd be sharing this state-
room with her, looked up eagerly when she came
in for, after two hours on the boat alone, she wanted
not so much a man as a companion.

“Hello,” the girl—dark, thin, sharp-faced and
sharp-eyed—greeted her briskly, “my name's Margc
Thompson. What’s yours?” [Turn to page 96]
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HATEVER exotically beautiful Mrs. Canute

Pensonby Nye wanted, she got. And she had ev-
erything—wealth, at adoring husband, glittering social
position. And friends, if you could give that name to
the casual young men who danced to her piping. If
she hadever felt a sincere interest, it wasnow directed
toward Arehur Whittling, impoverished young bachelor.
The town gossiped, of course, but to Mrs. Nye the
chatter was a challenge to further ostentation. No one
would have guessed that over Sally Nye, now and then,
passed the shadow of fear. But in her secret heart the
brilliant socialite was afraid of George Worthing’s con-
servative wife, Martha.

Martha Worthing was a completely undramatic
woman. As a leader of the town’s intelligentsia she was
respected, honored. That she was seen, one night, with
her husbhand at the Gilded Heel—a tawdry night club—
had sent a ripple of excitement eddying through her
circle. And when it became known that Martha Worth-
ing had elected to sponsor Kitty Swift, the lovely
dancer featured at the Gilded Heel—the town was
brought smartly to attention.

Although Martha did not offer an explanation, the
truth was she and Kitty had been freshman-senior
friends at college. Then, Kitty Swift had been Julia
Monroe. And looking back down the years, Martha
remembered that Julia Monroe and Arthur Whittling
had been, if not engaged, certainly very much in love.

Martha, however, was unaware that Julia had ac-
cepted her current engagement at the Gilded Heel for
the express purposc of seeing Arthur Whittling once
again. Sally Nye, on the other hand, was keenly sus-
picious. The night Julia made her first appearance as
Kitty Swift, she had made Arthur the target for her
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sentimental songs. And Sally Nye, as Arthur's host-
ess, had been indignant, had accused him of know-
ing the dancer. And afraid lest he lose the patronage
of this powerful social leader, Arthur had denied having
ever heard the name “Kitty Swift.” But Sally Nye
was to hear the truth later. . . .

Chatty Carlin, animble-witted young man-about-town,
had observed Arthur and Julia lunching together. He
had come over to the table ostensibly to remind Arthur
that the Pensonby Nyes’ riding party was scheduled
for the following Thursday. But Arthur knew that
Sally would be in possession of an elaborate report of
his meeting with Julia exactly as soon as Chatty could
be admitted into Sally Nye’s presence.

Julia had no reason for thinking she would see the
riders go streaming across country that crisp, March
afternoon. But she did. Martha Worthing had asked
her to come to the Worthings' suburban home and she
hacl chosen to walk after she had got off the bus. The
riders had flashed by. picturesque in colorful costumes.
One of them took a high fence, turned his horse into a
lane. Julia saw it was Pensonby Nye. Later she came
upon him, sitting upon his chestnut mount, lost in rev-
cric. They spoke. Finally. Pensonby Nye said to Julia,
“I've no business to ask you this—but when a woman
has once cared for a man and gets over it so completely
she sees him only as a comic nuisance, can he ever
make her care for him again?” Julia answered, “I
can't tell you, Mr. Nye. If I could, I think I'd also
be wise cnough to tell you how not to care whether
she comes back or not. . ..” “Of course,” Nye said. He
hesitated, then went on. “I've done this badly. But I
thought there might be some kind of solace if we knew
each other.” “There is,” Julia said “There is for me.”

Copyright, 1938, by Booth Tarkington

Part 3

HE shadows of the two people and the horse
Tslretched far upon the meadow beyond the lane,

while windowpancs in the wing of the house near-
by were beginning to shine fierily. Three of the
windows on the lower floor reflected flame from their
inner surfaces also, where wood blazed high, making
ruddy the white hearth; and all this fieriness was com-
pleted by that of Mrs. Worthing’s present temper.
Expecting Julia, she had been surprised by another
visitor not so welcome, young Mr. Mark Carlin.

He came to obtain a special bit of what he thought
of as news. This young man had little of the village
troublemaker in his nature, possessed no spitcfulness
nor envy; he was a collector of jade and of intimate
informations. Well-to-do and without other occupa-
tion, he spared himself nothing to get hold of tine
T'ang Dynasty carvings in the loved material or to
uncover the piquant private affairs of a person or
family who interested him. That is, he had a passion
for being “in the know”; and the greater he thought
the importance of the people he investigated, the higher
waxed his passion and delight.

“I'm here on the loveliest errand.” he told Martha,
in response to her rather dry reception of him. “Recal-
ly, what’s the use going to the theater? People are al-
ways drama enough—comedy, of course—if you only
keep in the audience, just watching them. You're go-
ing to enjoy this, Mrs. Worthing; you were in at the
start and since then you've been getting a lot decper
in, though without knowing it yourself. Oh, yes, in-
deed, you're in it, Mrs. Worthing; you're in it!”

“1 think not,” Martha said. “In what?”




A
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rthur’s voice was heard, urgent in emergency. “Please, Sally, please! Somebody might be
about...” He didn't finish, for Pensonby Nye was in the doorway and Julia was with him

“In the most delicious thing we've had since the
Governor kissed the cook! Extraordinary! Think*of a
completely unknown proletarianess wandering into
town and within a few hours setting our great by the
heels—a night club girl without the slightest effort
getting our most prominent lady—next to you, natu-
rally, Mrs. George Worthing—into frenzies of upset-
ness and destroying the peace of our most popular and
beautiful bachelor! I mean the state of mind Mrs.
Pensonby Nye and Mr. Arthur Whittling are in over
our clever little friend of our disreputable night.”

“What ‘clever little friend’> What ‘disreputable
night,” Mr. Carlin?”

“At the Gilded Heel. Miss Kitty Swift, Mrs, Worth-
ing. If you didn’t mind coarseness so terribly, I'd say
she’s got Arthur’s and Sally’s goats. I hope she isn’t
going to get yours, too, Mrs. Worthing!”

ARTHA looked into distance. “I need hardly say
I don’t understand anything you've been saying.”

“You will; you will,” he returned gayly. “You re-
member I said at the night club there was an under-
current. I was right, after all; there was indeed.
Sally claimed that Arthur knew the girl; he swore he’'d
never even heard her namc until that night and he
still sticks to it that he hadn’t, because ‘Kitty Swift’
was a nom de 'guerre she’d taken and he didn’t know
about it. That is, the poor lad told the truth; but he
unluckily didn’t tell the whole truth, you see.”

“No, I don’t see at all, Mr, Carlin.”

“You will; you will”” he repeated. “Day before
yesterday I just happened to notice Arthur’s car out-
side a smoky little tavern downtown called the Selig-
croft Hotel. I couldn't resist sliding in to see why, and

of all things in the world ran into a téte-a-téte lunch—
Miss Kitty Swift and the debonair Arthur. Nobody
else about and the circumstances tender—oh, very
tender indeed! Frankly, it was too good to keep and
after I'd had my giggle to myself I slid on out to
Sally’s. Didn’t I walk right spang into Master Arthur
there, too! Oh, lightning and cyclones had been taking
place; hardly stopped on account of me. Arthur'd got
jittery I'd spill it to Sally; he'd rushed out and beat
me to it, and she was telling heaven the truth wasn't
in him when I walked in. Of course they weren't quite
so open after that; but you know hew such rows go
on even when there is a third person present, Mrs.
Worthing.”

“No, I don't think so, Mr. Carlin.”

“You would if you knew Sally well. She laughed too
shrilly, explaining how screamingly funny Arthur was;
said he’d just been telling her that he did know the
strip-tease girl, after all.”

“Who?” Martha frowned.
“What—"

“Sally’s definition of Miss
Kitty Swift,” Carlin ex-
plained. “Kept calling her
‘that strip-tease girl'—prob-
ably to hear Arthur make
insulted objections. Then
when I got hilarious and admitted yes, I &ad just seen
him and Miss Swift lunching together, Sally laughed
all the shriller. ‘Oh, so that’s why you decided all at
once you'd tell me!’ she said to him. ‘You knew I'd
hear it anyhow, Arthur precious!”” Mr. Carlin clapped
his delicate hands together, held them clasped happily.
“They put on a show for me! She laughed at him till
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he stalked out, furious; then she sobered up rather too
much, got ungrateful and threw me out, too. She’s al-
ways fascinating.”

“Is she?”

ASCINATING!” Carlin repeated with emphasis,

sincerely. “She’s so darn marvelous to look at, and
she's always so appealingly human. She loves to live
in cxcitements and to fecl everything immensely—gocs
to the edge and yet never lets herself get talked about
dangerously. When she’s interested she has the pret-
tiest coquetries!”

“Indeed?” Martha said indifferently,

“Even more so in private, I imagine,” he went on
prattlingly. “For the two or three years after her mar-
riage that she was in love with her husband, she got
him so fascinated he’ll never get over it—never! Then
just look at where she’s got Arthur Whittling!”

“I don't think I care to,
Mr. Carlin.”

Mr. Carlin serenely passed
that over. “No, but Arthur
left her house after that row
so enraged with her you'd
think he’d ncver speak to
her again. She must have
been sweet to him pretty
quickly after that because they came into the Hunt
Club today, about half an hour ago, Mrs. Worthing,
after the 1un, virtually hand in hand, purring and kind
as pie. Surprised me, too; because she nearly always
keeps her husband at least visible whenever she’s with
Arthur, I was sly enough to ask about Pensonby and
she laughed and said he was getting | Turn to page 62]
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OF OUR
LIVES

Conclusion

HE third act curtain fell. There was that other
Tmomcnt Derek \Varing knew so well, the last
hushed moment that broke in thunder, in applause
like a great tide rising. in bravos, sweeping above even
the sound of a thousand pairs of hands beating, beating.
Curtain call for the cast, four times repeated. Cur-
tain call for the principals, six times repeated. Curtain
call for the lcads.

Oliver Gurney and Gillian Dwight, hand in hand.
The beating of hands multiplied.

Derek Waring in a side aislc seat, thought, “How
zood the boy was, too. He will be very fine. Not
uite what—"

Oliver was smiling, walking ofi stage.

The curtain fell, rose quickly. Curtain call for Miss
Gillian Dwight alone. and the tumult in the theater
double what it had been. Bravo. bravo. bravo. They
began to call her name. *“Gillian Dwight, Gillian
Dwight.”

Derek Waring looked at her as ii he had ncver scen
her before. Very wide-sct her cyes, brown-gold her
hair. her mouth had a lovely curve. He thought that
cven beneath stage make-up he could sec her color
come and go.

She was shy yet she was smiling. She was not
frightened. She would, he thought. never be frightened
again in that world to which she now belonged.

He lost count of her curtain calls.

She could not possibly see him, there on the side
aisle. bchind his dark glasses. Not possibly, yet once
he thought she turned and smiled at him.

Miss Conncll beside him thought she heard him
speak. Strange he was not applauding at all. at that
girl so lovely, so splendid, it was no wonder the theater
was going mad around them. Perhaps it made Mr.
Waring sad to think thcy’d never applaud like that
any more for him. She'd best get him home before the
crowd started up the aisles, not that they looked as if
they meant to lcave, all night.

HE sighed. She hated the evening to end. But she

was a conscientious nurse. She put her hand timid-

ly on Decrek Waring's arm. He did not notice. His

face was still turned toward the stage. And all of a

sudden he smiled, as if he and that girl standing alonc
there were by themselves.

He spoke. He said clearly. “Goodbye. Gillian.”

But he’d said goodbye to that girl in his apartment.
the day he grew so ill. He'd sent her away! Now.
probably, she wouldn’t come back, not even to con-
sole his last hours. Because, now from the looks of
it, she was going to be famous as he, and famous pco-
ple never seemed to have time to be consoling or even
kind.

Mr. Waring's face was absolutely pcaceful. How
handsome he was still. Miss Connell thought she
would cry in a minute, because it was all finished for
him. and just beginning for that girl. Mostly becausc
he didn’t seem to mind. He looked as if he would
ncver mind about anything any more,

And he smiled down at her gayly. “Yes, we'd bet-
ter go now, Miss Conncll.”

At the apartment, the night nursc was waiting to

go on duty. ;
She wanted Miss Conncll to stay, to tell her all "The time will pass, Derek. I'll be
about it. But Miss Connell just [Turn to page 30] - busy.” Realization swept him. This

26 was the last time he would see her...



...to Make Vegetable Soup
Like This!

IN’ ORDER TO MAKE soup with just
as fine ingredients as Campbell’s
use, you would have to be able to
buytheverybest of all these different
kinds of vegetables...But there’s no
need to go shopping when atany time

—anywhere —you can have all fif-
teen of them in Campbell’s Vegetable
Soup — cach with its own right-out-
of-the-garden flavor. And probably
you've noticed that seldom, if ever,
areso many different vegetables used

for making vegetable soup at home.

Speaking of home-made, women
everywhere tell us they have turned
to Campbell’s for keeps, because
they find it equals their own good
home-made vegetable soup. That’s
because the delicious, invigorat-
ing beef stock has been simmered
long and slowly, the good
home way—justlike their
own. And what makes
Campbell’s Vegetable
Soup particularly good

FIFTEEN GARDEN
VEGETABLES IN
CAMPBELL'S

VEGETABLE SOUP
]

HOW MANY CAN
YOU NAME?

and nourishing for everybody—chil-
dren especially—is that it is cooked
so as to retain all the healthful
vegetable salts and minerals.

This popular “meal in itself” is
ready for the table in a jiffy—
delicious and fortifying to the last
spoonful. Why not have it often?

Gaomplei.
Vegetable Soup
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house electric kitchen, planned partic-
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beauty and convenience of this 3-
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— whether your house is modest or
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YOU HOW
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YOUTH SPEAKS
ITS MIND ON
WAR AND PEACE

[Beginning on page 10]

of its hopes and illusions. But in Port-
land the dances went on. I suppose,
and it wasn't until much later that
people began to discover that nothing
had been made safe for anybody any-
where.

We got on very well, the possible
elect of the possible Next War, and I,
who was introduced as a “war corre-
spondent” as if a “war correspondent”
belonged to some high caste and
was not just a newspaperman who
happened to be on the ground,
and was not—hesides—the most
helpless of reporters and the most
ridiculous, unless he confines him-
celf to writing what he sees. Clear-
Iv there is something phony about
“wiar correspondent”™ and they felt
it. To show off. T said I had a
“vested interest in war,” as if with-
out war I would lose my livelihood
and they did not think that very
funny.

®. STARTING at the beginning,
we settled down to define our
terms, War and Peace.

We had no end of trouble!

What is War? A dictionary, dis-
covered in this golf club, said. “A
contest as between states carried on
by force; armed contlict; state of
hostility: enmity.”

What then about the relations of
Hitler’s Germany to Schussnigg’s
Austria?  The maintenance of armed
opposition to the Austrian govern-
ment within and without Austrian
horders, the invasion of Austria, and
finally its absorption?

War?

They think not.

Peace. then?

The dictionary disgorges this defi-
nition of Peace, “lack of armed con-
flict.”

Is the successful use of armed force
to impose a bluff, Peace as long as
there is no bloodshed?

They are inclined to think so.

Are Germany and Czecho-Slovakia
at Peace, with a German-directed
minority Dboring from within the
Czech  state. with German  troops
massed ready to gobble the banana-
shaped eastern neighbor?  We de-
cide that it cannot he said they are
at War and we do not know when and
how Hitler’s inimitable military meth-
ods can be said to transgress the lim-
its of peaceful behavior.

And we cven wonder whether, with
his methods so successful. there ever
need be Wars in the conventional
sense again,

Are Germany and Ttaly, whaose
troops and materials are at General
Franco's service under German and
Italian command, at war with the
Spanish Republic?  The powers, in-
cluding the United States, have not
found them to be. And so we think
that perhaps we have discovered the
formula for avoiding war: don't dec-
clare it.

Nevertheless. we do fecl that there
was war in Manchuria, war in Abys-
sinia, and that there /s war in Spain
and China.

And this brings us te the sinking of
the “Panay.”

We agree that the sinking on the
Yangste was an act of war and would
have been considered a very tine pre-
text to war at any previous period in
eur history. But we arc glad. unani-
mously glad. that it was not con-
sidered as such. We agree too that
Japan in China is using. not only
against the Chinese but the occidental
powers, such warlike methods 10 at-
tain ends hitherto possible only
through war. But we decide that
Japan and the United States are at
Peace.

What then, for us in our early
twenties. is War?

We are not so sure hut we think
we might define it as a ruction in-
volving the United States. whatever
it is called—War or Peace—which
would involve the use of our armed
forces in combat and would, as far as
we arc concerned. put our personal
destinies. not to say healths, in the
hands of and at the disposal of the
nation.

But what could bring us to such
a puss?

We don’t just see. War is not an
imminent danger.

In the Far East” “But what are
we doing there?” thev ask. A girl
wants to know. or says she does,
whether “an attack on commercial
shipping is an attack on the American
navy.”

In Europe? ‘e see no danger for
us—now. “But just let England wet
involved and we’ll tind ourselves in.”
says a young man, who then proceeds
to talk of America’s financial stake in
the Allies in 1914-1017,

A dark young man, with a grip on
things that may be due to travel.
quietly suggests that foreign coun-
tries have a greater financial stake
here than we abroad. He mentions
“three and a half Dbillions of very
short-term capital™ and thinks that
this might be used as a lever on our
emotions.

In South America? Ah. ...

It being in the nature of the human
animal to shy at the last pit that
trapped him. we consider-—of course
—the old dangers first. The French
General Staif is always preparing to
fight the last war and our pacifists to
keep out of the last war, somesne has
said.

So what the new dangers? We ex-
plore.

[Continued orn page 32

Two Little Play Suits
(limbed the Hill...

Two little play suits climbed the hill—
One on Jack, and one on Jill.

Look at Jill's—so bright and gay!
But Jack’s is full of tattle-tale gray.

For Jill's mom knows what Jack’s does not—
That lazy soap just hasn’t got

The pep to wash clothes really clean.
And that’s why Jack’s things look so mean,

If Jack’s mom were as wise as Jill’s,
She’d quickly cure her washday ills.
She’d get the golden bar today
That chases pesky tattle-tale gray.

Fels-Naptha Soap is what she’d buy—
So full of naptha, dirt must Av!

Then white as Jill’s, Jack’s clothes would be,
And as for mom, she’d shour with glee.

BANISH “TATTLE-TALE GRAY”
WITH FELS-NAPTHA SOAP!

(NEW! Try Fels-Naptha Soap Chips, mo!)

COFRA. 1930, FFLS & CO,
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said that the girl was wonderful and the play was good.
and Mr. Waring didn’t seem tired. She couldn’t tell
anyone about how mixed up it was—that beautiful lit-
tle girl standing so calmly, her smile happy and sure,
Mr. Waring saying suddenly. “Goodbye. Gillian.” Miss
Connell did weep in her taxi going home. but why she
did not try to explain even to herself.

E MADE himself lie still. He made himself rest.
The night nurse lowered the light beside his bed.
Backstage there would be triumph, high laughter.
the people who knew coming to say. “It's a smash
hit.” and the people who didn't know catching the
phrase. “Smash hit.”

“You were marvelous, my dear.”” The marvelous
long drawn out. It happened to be true this time. Half
those who were saying it didn't know surely. But he
did.

They were saying. “ ‘You'll all be here a year from
now.”” That in this case would be true. too. Though
Gillian would—almost certainly—be no longer with
the League than the run of Tennessee. She would go
beyond them. in spite of herself. They would know it
even before she was sure of it.

She’d have a Hollywood interval and earn her sables
more quickly than before Hollywood. Then she'd
have another play. In a year's time or two years' time.

In a year’s time. or two vears' time. That phrase
was echoing through his head too much. like a scrap
of meaningless tune. In this case not meaningless
precisely.

A relatively brief interval of time for Gillian and
Oliver and the New York Theater League—and most
people. More time than he had remaining.

His heart hammered for a minute. He made him-
self breathe quietly. evenly, listen for the lessening
of that hammering. said then. *Miss Blaine. I'll sit up
a little while I think. I'm not sleepy at all. When it’s
two o'clock, will you ask the elevator man to send out
for the morning papers?”

At some hastily organized party. laughing, pretend-
ing not to care, and caring tremendously. Gillian and
that hoy Oliver would read the reviews of Tenncssce
in the morning papers.

Miss Blaine arranged his pillows competently. said.
“Well, if you're not sleepy. You can sleep as late in the
morning as you like, of course. Will you drink some
hot milk? That may relax you.”

He would put his bathrobe round his shoulders. and
drink some hot milk. if she liked. She went away to
heat it.

His bed faced a wide window. where at night he
always ordered them to draw back the curtains. Then
the window framed an oblong of stars. and sometimes
as tonight, a pale moon floating.

They said that looking at the stars gave one a sense
of proportion. He'd read that somewhere. long ago in
school. Those worlds beyond worlds. and the in-
dividual so unimportant by contrast.

In France, when he was a hoy. the last year of the
war. he used to look out of whatever muddy ditch they
were in, straight up to the stars. and try to find com-
fort against the fear of death by “having a sense of
proportion.” He’d used to say over and over in the
hour the stars were fading. and the crackle of the dawn
barrage began. “Worlds beyond worlds. The individual
is of no importance by contrast.”

He hadn’t believed it then. He didn't believe it now.
The individual was. for the individual. all. Himself
and the not many people all through life who ever
touched life closely.

And the only comfort against the fear of death, he
had not had when he was a boy in Trance. but did
have now. That half-forgotten poet of his generation
had phrased it: “The years that take the best away.
leave something in the end.” How did the rest of it
go? “And a better friend than love have they, For
none to mar or mend. That have themselves to friend.”

No. he didn’t believe that last. There was no bet-
ter friend than love, whether love walked beside vou
a long journey or a brief one. Best gift that the years
left was the years. Having had them. The boy Derek
Waring had hated to die, without ever having lived.
The man Derek Waring did not want to die. but—had
not much to complain about.

Love at the beginning. Fame and laughter and brief
illusion of something near to love in the time between.
Love at the end, that would. since the end was not
too far, last, as Gillian phrased it. “for all of our
lives.” All of his certainly. And perhaps. faded, all
pain, all longing. long gone from it. last through Gil-
lian's life, too. By the accident that he was her first
love she would remember him. between the plays and
the pictures and the people and things of importance
that would come to fill her life.

One always wanted a little more than one was giv-
en. He had this evening, watching Oliver Gurney play
so surely and so subtly, giving each line—that was

very odd—almost precisely the value he. Derek Waring,
would have given them. stopped grudging Oliver his
chance, stopped even wishing that he was playing the
lead in T'ennessce, opposite Gillian.

But he still wished that he could have been with her
whercver that impromptu party was being held while
they waited for the morning newspapers with the re-
views of Tennessee.

Miss Blaine brought in his hot milk. As she set it
down. the doorbell jangled.

She said. “I suppose the doctor thought he'd drop in
o sce how you were after your evening.”

He was glad. He'd make the doctor sit with him,
until the morning papers came.

HE curtain went down for the last time. Oliver

flung his arms round her. Old Anton forgot entirely
his many times repeated dicta of Revolutionary sim-
plicity. clicked his heels and kissed her hands. He
was crying! And Barbara. the undemonstrative. was
crying. Then suddenly backstage was a swirl of en-
thusiastic people. laughing and shaking hands with her.
with Oliver, with one another,

Progress to her dressing-room was like being caught
up in a parade. People kept introducing themselves
to her. Some of their names she had heard. Derek had
mentioned them. Motion picture people. theater peo-
ple. agents and producers and actors and people in so-
ciety and people for whom first nights were the peak
of society.

A tossing river of faces that were admiring and
were just occasionally envious. Time would sort them
out for her. the faces of those who would be friends
and business associates. the faces of those who would
be always just “audience.” the faces of one or two
who would become enemies. She knew that. as the
faces passed. She knew that all her lile now would be
crowded with people who would come and go.

So Derek had said it would be. Derek who had no
part in this evening at all. so that it was not sensible
to watch her dressing-room door. to catch her breath
when the corridor light shone momentarily on the
blond head of some stranger. The crowd would part.
The stranger would say. “You were wonderful. Miss
Dwight. T want to be one of the first five hundred who
tell you so.” The stranger would go on. to talk to
some acquaintance of his in the cast. Other strangers
would take his place.

Only Berek would never know just how good she had
been. opening night. as the girl in Tennessee. Nor
know that sometimes through the first act she had
playedto his remembered face. not to Oliver at all. But
in the end had forgotten Derek for a little while. and
herself Gillian Dwight. had been. not played. the girl in
Tennessee. who was desperately and recklessly in love.

The crowd dwindled. The corridors quieted. She
took her make-up off. and changed her dress.

Oliver knocked at the door. “The Salisburys—
vou've heard of them. professional first-nighters. and
very nice. have invited the whole cast to their house
to celebrate and wait for the morning papers. Come
along with me. Gillian.”

He thought at first that what she said was astound-
ing conceit. Afterward. on his way alone to the Salis-
burys® party. he decided that it wasn't conceit at all.

She said. “\We'll have so many other first nights
to celebrate, you and I. Separately. and even together.
This time. I want to be by myself—to remember—"
She had been staring at her own lovely face in the
mirror. He was sure she did not notice when he went
away. Nor did he realize for long afterward that the
rest of the sentence would have been. “to remember
what Derek will want to know.” Something like that.

HE was delayed on her way to the stage door by

several members of the cast who tried to persuade
her to go to the party. Outside in the alley there was
waiting for her an agent whom she’d met once in
Derek’s dressing room. and a picture producer who
was one of those whose names she'd heard.

They walked on either side of her down the alley.

With no prelude the producer said. “Any time you
decide you've graduated from the League and want (o

come to the Coast. just get in touch with Patrick.
here.”

They were at the curb before she thought of any-
thing to say. The agent spoke easily. “Miss Dwight
hasn’t had much time to figure it out. Bill. By this
time next week she’ll know she needs me or some
other agent.”

And to her, “Come along. We'll drop you off wher-
ever youre going.”

HE could answer that. “Thank you, but I'm go-
ing rather the other side of town. To see Derek
Waring. and tell him about the opening.”

“Well, I know his address.”” the agent said.

The producer sounded mildly curious. “Wasn’t he
supposed to open in this? What happened?”

“Pneumonia happened.”

He was not even perfunctorily sorry. “Oliver Gur-
ney did all right. Not as well as you. Are you tied up
with a run of the play contract?”

She scarcely understood the phrase. The practical-
ity of their whole tone was, after the tense emotions
of her evening. at once steadying and slightly dis-
illusioning. Why did they say nothing at all of the
meaning of Tennessee, of the beauty of the lines—or
nothing specific about Oliver or herself. “He did all
right. Not as well as you!”

She said. “The League doesn’t have run of the play
contracts.”

The producer remarked that in this case it was a
good thing.

Then more seriously. “You'd better tie yourself up
to Patrick here as soon as possible. You'll find no one
better in the business. Two years from now when he
comes around to me and says two thousand a week
isn't half enough for you. the way your last picture
grossed, I'll be sorry I gave you that advice.”

Both he and Patrick laughed at that.

Patrick said. “She could do that picture you’re mak-
ing in the East this summer. What's it called now—
Trail’s End”

“No. Lovers' Meeting.”

“Much better”

They talked across her. “If her test’s all right—"

The agent was confident. “Look at her features and
coloring. It's bound to be all right.”

“Well. have the test Saturday morning. Bring her
in to see me Tuesday. I'm going back to the Coust
Tuesday night.”

“All right with you. Miss Dwight?”

She said. I don't—1 don't know.”

They laughed. But their laughter was friendly. They
said. “You'll believe it. when the papers are out.”

But the producer said to the agent. as an after-
thought, “She won't believe it really for quite a while
after it’s true. And may be convinced of it. a long
time from now. when it's stopped being true.”

“Yes. That's the way it goes.”

“How old are you. Miss Dwight?" [ Turu t o page 122]

Matter of factly, she went
inside to the light, posed
for photographs, answered
their questions: Yes, she
was going for one picture
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~’KEEPS MY SKIN FINER . . . Pond’s new Cold Cream with the
‘skin-vitamin® in it is so much better for my skin. It keeps
my skin finer and solter in spite of all my sports.”

Joan BeELMonT, now Mrs. Ellsworth N. Bailey

#SMOOTHS OUT TIRED LINES ... Pond’s new ‘skin-vitamin’
Cold Cream gives my skin a livelier, more glowing look
—smooths out tired lines.”

‘I'ue COUNTESS DE LA FALAISE

#SKIN YOUNGER . . . The new Pond’s Cold Crcam with
“skin-vitamin’ has made my shin smosther and yeunger,
the colour [resher— within just a tew weeks.”

Lawy MarRGARET DousLas-Home
“IT'S WONDERFUL TO HAVE such a grand
nourishing ecream and cleausing cream
in one. Pond’s new Cold Cream does
so much more lor my skin.”

Mgs. A. J. Drexer, HI

oday—more and more
women are using this

new cream with

“SkinVitamin”

HE first announcement of 'Pond’s “skid~
vitamin” Cold Cream brought almost im-
mediate response. Hundreds of women tried the
new crean.
And steadily your demand has increased for
this new cream that brings 1o women such im-
portant new aid to skin beauty.

For vears, leading doctors have known how
this “skin-vitamin™ heals skin faster when ap-
plied to wounds or burns. And how skin may
grow rough and subject to infections when there
is not enough “skin-vitamin” in the diet!

Then we tested it in Pond’s Creams! In animal
tests, skin that had been rough and dry because
of “skin-vitamin™ deficiency in diet became
smooth and supple again—in only 3 weeks!

More and more women are using this cream. It nour-
ishes as well as cleanses skin.

Use it in vour regular way for cleansing and hefore

make-up. Pat it in. Leave some on overnight and when
ever vou have a chance. Soon you, too, will be agreeing
that the use of the new ““skin-vitamin™ cream does bring

1o your skin something active and essential to its health
—gives it a livelier, more glowing look!

Same jars, same labels, same price

Now every jar of Pond’s Cold Creamn you buy contains
this new cream with “skin-vitamin™ in it. You will find
itin thesame jars, with the same labels, at the same price.

#SKIN RESPONDED AT ONCE . . . Pond’s is
such a grand cleansing cream! Now, I'm so
glad it nowrishes, tov. My skin responded
al once.”

Mgs. C. Henky MELLON, JR.

Tune In on “THOSE WE LOVE,’’ Pond's Program, Mondays, 8:30 P. M., N, Y. Time, N.B.C.

TEST IT IN 9 TREATMENTS

Ponds, Dept. 3-C'1,y  Clinton, Conn. Rush special tube of Pond’s

D FOR <« vitamiu® Cold Creum. enough for 9 treatments. with samples

of 2 other Pond®a “skin tawiin’ Creans and 5 differeut shades of
) ne L06]tolcaver postaxe ad[oucbie.

SEN ”
E
THE N o

CREAM ! -

Citr Sate
Uopsright, 1988, Pond's Extract Gompany
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GETTING

STOUT?

HE first signs of “getting stout”

are Nature’s warning to check on
your habits of diet and exercise. But
your scales cannot tell you what you
should weigh. To check your weight
intelligently, you will be aided by the
informationin the Metropolitan book-
let *“‘Overweight and Underweight.”

If you are over thirty, a weight 10 to
20 pounds below the average is desir-
able. Excess fat is often associated
with heart disease, diabetes, kidney
trouble and high blood pressure.
Furthermore, fat may be a handicap
in surgical operations and in certain
acute diseases, especially pneumonia.
As a rule, fat people do not live as
long as those of normal weight.

Under thirty, it is better to weigh 5 to
10 pounds more than the average.
Extreme slenderness in young per-
sons may endanger health. A few fﬂz
extra pounds help in early life to )
protect against tuberculosis.

Exercise and Diet—
Fortunately, in most cases over-
weight can be brought safely

under control by exercise and by
cutting down on fattening foods. But
before making drastic efforts to re-
duce, have a physician examine you.

He will tell you what your weight
should be, help you plan a diet, and
advise how to effect a moderate,
steady loss of weight. This is far wiser
than quick reducing methods.

Overweight children need help—
Excess weight may be due to a glan-
dular disturbance, requiring medical
aid. The overweight child oftensuffers
keenly from slights and jibes of play-
mates. Treatment should be sought
without delay.

When reducing, you don't need to
starve or suffer distress. You can eat
three adequate meals a day and still
lose weight. Send{or the Metropolitan

» booklet “Overweight and Under-

weight” which has many sug-
gestions for reducing sanely and
safely, subject to your doctor’s ap-
proval. Your copy will be mailed,
free, on request. Address Booklet
Department 638-M.

METROPOLITAN LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY

FREDERICK H. ECKER, Chairman of the Board

LEROY A. LINCOLN, President

ONE MADISON AVENTE, NEW YORK,N. Y.
Copyright. 1938, by Metropolitan Life Insurance Company

YOUTH SPEAKS
ITS MIND ON
WAR AND PEACE

[Continued from page 29]

What about the swarming of the
Fascist hive in Europe?

We are unanimous that it has only
begun.

“Will it stop with the conquest of
Western Europe?”

Only three think it will. One girl
says, very grimly. “I don't see that
the unification of Europe under the
Fascists would be such a tragedy.
Napolcon tried it, after all.”

After Europe—where?

Russia or South America or both!'

“\We will have to fight them some-
where over South America.” says the
voung man who knows about invest-
ments.

“But what about the Monroe Doc-
trine?” asks a girl.

Nobody buys any
stock in the Monroe
Doctrine at this
moment, although
twenty-one are in
instant agrcement
that German or
Italian aggression in
SouthAmerica would
“menace the Ameri-
can peace and sc-
curity.”

Voices are raised
to nominate Com-
munism as a men-
ace. And there is
agreement that any crumbling of the
domestic social structure would carry
a danger to pcace.

We go on reading the stars. Some-
onc insists that war is inherent in the
capitalist system. A dark-eyed girl
whose thinking about the society into
which her child was born is *“'radical”
cxplains, on request, why.

Eighteen quickly agree that the ri-
valries of national capitalisms for
markets is the ever-smoldering fuse
to the bomb of war,

“Why not pull in our financial
horns then?”

The majority decide that the fate
of American capital-
ism, American pros-
perity. is inextrica-
bly tied up with our
fereign investments.

Here we have a
vote to make sure
at this point that we
are “for” the capi-
talist system. The
“aves” have it over-
whelmingly.

Now what to do
to defend it?

We think it would
be wise if American
capital were to pull
in its neck. come home to stay. but
we dor’t think this can be done with-
out upsetting our whole cconomy.

Should we defend these invest-
ments abroad and the American lives
administering American interests? At
the risk of war, NO! As a bluff?
Perhaps.

Should we consider a violation of
the Monroe Doctrine as a causc for
war? Of the twenty-one who agreed
that foreign aggression by a European
power in South America weuld men-
ace our “pecace and security,” only
two voted ‘‘yes.”

We arc for some kind c¢f internu-
tional morality.

But we despair when it comes to
agreeing on simple principles.

“What sanctity has a treaty?” I
ask—anxious, for I have watched
treaties arrived at and know what
work it is.

“Xone, it would seem to me,” says
a girl. y

“Nine-power treaty in China? Pact
between thieves,” says a young man
heatedly. What would Mr. Hughes,
who sacrificed so much to get it in
1921. say to that?

And the other trcaties> They may
be all right, but we will not fight to
maintain them. ddios the Kellogg
Pact. the Naval Treaty. and twenty
—why not a hundred and twenty
years of American diplomacy.

When would or should we fight?

A war of ofiense in the name of the
Fagle we rule out. but the sailor-
prizetighter is clearly suspicious of
Mr. Roosevelt's Navy in the Pacific.

We agree that we will only fight if
our territorial integrity is attacked.

“Baldwin says that Britain's front-
icr is on the Rhine; where is ours?”
I ask. frankly curious.

The frontiers of our capital in the
Orient and South America we rule out.

“What if our fleet
were attacked \West
of Hawaii?”

There is hesita-
tion. but the majori-
ty would have the
tleet part of the
frontier,

If Canada were
attacked or Mexico?

There is conster-
nation at the thought,
but the majority re-
luctantly agree that
maybe then it would
be time to consider
our frontiers crossed.

How about Kamchatka Bay?

“What. make the world safe for
salmon?” says a boy with a grin
that is answered.

Should we fight to preserve de-
mocracy?

“Could American democracy sur-
vive in a Fascist world?” The ma-
jority think not but there is vivid
dissent.

“Should America help save the
menaced democracies?”

“Another crusade?” say threec or
four.

“Yes but the others. the fascists,
are prepared to fight for their ideals.”
someone objected.

Then someonc
mentioned the Ab-
raham Lincoln Bri-
gade of American
volunteers fighting
for Republican
Spain. “Apparently
some of us believe
in something enough
to fight for it.” Two
boys from Portland,
it seems, are fight-
ing in the Spanish
conflict.

“They go for ad-
venture: I know the
tyvpe.” vne fellow said with great scorn.

“Damn fools. I call them.” said
another.

“Yes. but T might have heen onc of
them. if it hadn’t been for my mother
who necded my support.”™ A Southern
drawl. The sailor.

“Was Lafayette a fool?" the scorn-
ful one was asked. “And Rochambeau
and Carl Schurz?”

e wasn't sure,

“And Byron dying for the Greeks?”

Byron’s stock seems to have gone
down. He wes a fool.

“Then. so was the Lafayette Esca-
drille and everyone who enlisted to

[Continued on page 34)



LOVELY SKIN WINS

ROMANCE. SO WHY |

TAKE CHANCES
WITH UNATTRACTIVE
COSMETIC SKIN
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PARAMOUNT STAR

COSMETIC SKIN
DEVELOPS WHEN PORES
ARE CHOKED WITH
DUST, DIRT AND
STALE COSMETICS.
LUX TOILET SOAP’S
ACTIVE LATHER GUARDS |
AGAINST THIS DANGER

A SOFT AND SMOOTH /R

| ALWAYS
REMOVE COSMETICS
THOROUGHLY WITH
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GO 'WAY!

YOU'VE GOT
BAD
BREATH/

| DON'T CARE IF YOU DO

TELL MAMA ON ME,

| AUNTCAROL! CAUSE
[ 1T's TRUE! AND | BETCHA

NED HAS BEEN
AVOIDING ME |
LATELY, 515. DO
YOU SUPPOSE
THAT COULD BE
THE REASON?

WELL,| APOLOGIZE
FOR DOTTY, CAROL
=BUTITHINK YOU

DENTIST ABOUT
YOUR BREATH!

TESTS SHOW THAT MOST BAD BREATH

SHOULD SEE YOUR §

COMES FROM DECAYING FOOD DEPOSITS
IN HIDDEN CREVICES BETWEEN TEETH
THAT AREN'T CLEANED PROPERLY.
| ADVISE COLGATE DENTAL CREAM. ITS
SPECIAL PENETRATING FOAM REMOVES

;HgsE ODOR-BREEDING DEPOSITS. AND

T THAT'S WHY.

g |

COMBATS BAD BREATH

Eomme DENTAL cnum]

“You see, Colgate's
spccial penetrating
foam getsinto the hid-
den crevices between
your teeth that ordi-
nary cleansing meth-
ods fail to reach . ..
removes the decaying food deposits
that carse most bad breath, dull, dingy
tecth, and much tooth decay. Besides,
Colgate's soft, safe polishing agent
gently yet thoroughly cleans the
cnamel— makes your teeth sparkle!”

ATTA G6/RL,D0TTY!
AND TELL HER THAT

AUNT CAROL'S JUST

NO BAD BREATH

BEHIND HER SPARKLING SMILE!
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OVIR TWICE

YOUTH SPEAKS
ITS MIND ON
WAR AND PEACE

[Continved from page 32]

go to France,” said same o::e doubt-
fully.

Democracy?

We agreed that it had lost some of
its glow. that it was not as casy to
“sell” as of old.

How then to “scll” a new war?
With what slogans?

“Protect our political heritage!™
“America Shall Survive.” “Stop Hit-
ler and Save Civilization!™ “Demo-
cracy or Fascism.” “\War for Free-
dom.” “Tight for Justice. Law and
Order. against International An-
archy.” “Fight the "Isms!™ “\War To
End Unemployment.”

And then we thought of “breaking
down” the word “democracy” to find
what it meant.

“The minimum decencies
one said.

There was no difficulty in tinding
out what thosec minimum decencics
were. \What weevolved came out to he
almost the Bill of Rights, word for
word.

But no one asked for a crusade.

They know Now how they fecl
about war.

In a defensive war—they rule out
any other kind—over half said they
would enlist and the rest would wait
for the draft.

“I'd like my husband to enlist if
we were fighting a war of defense,”
said onc girl proudly.

Two said they would not fight even
if drafted. Few had any illusions
about the fate of the objector. how-
ever.

“They imprisoned them in the last
war and the next time there will he
so many that they'll have to be shot.”
said a student of politics.

Wl pacijist movements help?

Half say yes and hali =ay no.

“People shun such movements as
heing revolutionary.” i+ the opinion
of the son of an established family.

The driver of a hakery truck thinks
there is a chance if women organize
on an iaternational buasis,

It is up to vouth. says a switch-
hoard operator. tiny and alert who
ushers. to be able to hear the sym-
phonics when they come to town.
“Youth is the guiding hand of to-
morrow.”

“Prayers and wishful thinking
aren’'t cnough.” says a keen young
man who is trying to mold think-
ing in his state. “The connection he-

"

some-

tween war and profits must be recog-
nized.” ;

“Keeping neutral will never keep
us out of war,” says the student who

has traveled abroad. “It’s like shut-
ting oneself up in a house, with all
one’s food and possessions and a
couple of guns, while the rest of the
community is being converted to
brigandage by a few unscrupulous in-
dividuals.

Their mood of skepticism is not
all-inclusive.

The majority of hoth boys and girls
said they would not hesitate to marry
in the cvent of war. Yet some said:

“When a man goes to war he ought
to have no attachments.”

“War is like a discase: I would
postponc marriage until I knew my
chances to live were greater,” says
the advertising man.

“\Var changes. somectimes, a man'’s
philosophy.” said onec girl who has
been raised in army circles.

Onc boy finds that not to marry a
wirl onc loved hefore going to the
wars would be “sheer cowardice.” A
w11 says. “The man I am engaged to
is an R.O.T.C. officer. We would he
marricd at once; we have already dis-
cussed it.”

Only onc girl said that she would
hesitate to bring a child into a war-
menaced woild. Her reason was that
no child should risk being brought up
without a father. “We have to go on
living” was a typical comment.

The Camp Fire leader says. “I
wouldn't hesitate to have a child.
Children have lived through worse
world conditions than these.”

They are not sold on war.

“If living in muck. beset by lice.
heing hungry. uncomfortable, getting
mowed down by machine-guns is ap-
pealing adventure. then let somebody
clse make the most of it,” says a
quict boy. son of a well-to-do family.

“I supposc that war offers adven-
ture of a sorl: so does death if you
are philosophically explorative.”

As to uniforms. . . . "I have a
violent allergy to brass buttons and
Dhrass hats.” says onc young man.

A sensitive girl says. “But. darn it.
I do think a uniform enhancesa man's
appearance.”

But what will happen when the
“frcat is pul on.”

They wish they knew.

And they are apprehensive.

“The propaganda machinery is a
hundred times more powerful today
than it was in 1917,” says a yvoung
instructor.

“But there are antidotes.”” someone
said. “for the old warcries have lost
their potency. People are suspicious.
The war crowd. . . .”

“\Who is the war crowd now?” a
half dozen asked him at once.

Nobody knew.

~If American finance hadn't been
as tightly tied to Japan as to China
the “Panay” incident would have been
more serious,” said a young cuono-
mist.

“When was the cry of the Yellow
Peril last raised in Oregon?”

Nuv one can remember.  Among
these twenty-six men and women. who

[Coniinued o011 page 36]

...AND NO
TOOTHPASTE
EVER MADE
MYTEETH AS
BRIGHTAND
CLEAN AS
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< <o THE LOCKED-DOOR MYSTERY < -

Everyone concerned
agreed that
young Mrs. Fletcher
was in love
with her Husband.

What was it
that made her
leave him?

A DETECTIVE STORY 'l In response to an incoherent telephone call from 2 He got there to find his young wife gone from

MMO his wife's maid, Mr. Fletcher dropped everything the house, the bedroom in complete disorder
BY si NS at his office and rushed home in the middle of and the above note on the dressing table in a
the morning. sticky pool of spilled nail polish.

3 The weeping maid volunteered the informa- The maid, questioned by Thornton of the Missing Persons 5 In due time she went back to Mrs.
tion that Mrs. Fletcher had ‘‘seemed all of Bureau, told the following story: She had taken in the Fletcher’s room to niake the bed. She
atremble’’ lately. Mr. Fletcher admitted this, breakfast tray as usual. Mrs. Fletcher, who looked ‘‘awful knocked, but received no answer. She
but either couldn't or wouldn’t give any drawn and tired,” had tipped over the coffee, staining the tried the door and found it locked.
explanation for it. sheets, for which she had blamed the maid. She then looked through the keyhole.

SOLUTION: in thiscase. thespilled nail polish, over- loss of slcep. Mr. Fletcher'’s sister telephoned the next
turned cup, display of temper and depression are clues miorning that his wife was with her and aiready feeling
that point directly to a nervous system badly upset by more normal after a good night's rest.

Lack of restful sleep upsets your nerves, can
get you into a very cross and unhappy state

F you find yourself flying into unaccount-

able rages or feeling depressed without suf-
ficient cause—check your sleeping equipment
at once. It may be affecting your nerve control.

Insist on a Beautyrest Mattress. Simmons
Beautyrcst is scientifically constructed to let
you sleep. Its 837 separate coils instantly
adjust themselves to your body at every point
of contact. See how it feels to sleep deeply,
calmly, and wake up with nerves and muscles
fully rested. The cost is only 2'i¢ a day!

Any leading store will show you the Beauty-
rest at $39.50; Beautyrest Box Spring to
match, $39.50; Beautyrest Hair Mattress,
$59.50; Ace Coil Spring only $19.75. Simmons
Co., Merchandise Mart, Chicago, Ill.

6 She saw Mrs. Fletcher stretched face down across the
bed. She thought she looked ‘‘sort of funny,” and
the only telephone being in that room, she had to
go several blocks to the drugstore to telephone Mr.
Fletcher. Mrs. Fletcher must have slipped out while
she was telephoning,

2; ? WORLD’S LARGEST MAKERS OF BEDS - SPRINGS
e —— 0 f —— MATTRESSES - STUDIO COUCHES - METAL FURNITURE
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IM GOING
TO ADANCE!

THAT'S WHY
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LOVELIER WAY
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Cashmere Bouquet's lather is so
gentle and caressing. Yet it removes
dirt and cosmetics so thoroughly,
leaving your skin clearer, softer . . .
more radiant and alluring!
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YOUTH SPEAKS
ITS MIND ON
WAR AND PEACE

[Continved from page 34]

live within hombing tlight—a hazard-
ous onc—of Tokio. there was no ra-
cial animosity to the Japancse. In-
dignation perhaps but no more.

The war crowd?

“The Navy.” suggests the sailor
tentatively.

“Necither Army nor Navy want
war,” said a stern young man, and
there were signs of agreement.

“Then who DOES want war?”

No, they are not sold on war. They
sec no adventure in it. They sce in
it no escape. They sec no benefits,
only a brief prosperity. and then ruin.

That no doubt explains, to some de-
gree, the astonishment with which
they heard the youngster from abroad
suddenly make a profession of faith.
He was thte keen one with the delicate
and humorous face. They had been
sniffing at the sonorous words that
come out in war time. “Freedom!”
he suddenly said, “Why I should die
rather than lose my freedom!”

When it was all over, we sat around
and a young man who had hardly said
a word before sighed and said, “It’s
been fine to know what the others
think and we think ourselves. I want-
cd to say so much but I didn’t.”

“Why?e”

“Because talking about what we’ll
do if, is like talking. as we did when
we were younger, about love. Noth-
ing you say about love has any valid-
ity until you experience it. How do
we know what we will do if and when.”

WEEK-END TO
KILL

[Beginning on goge 5]

“I never saw her on the stage.”

“Well. I only saw her in The Recf.
It didn't call for much acting.”

Strickland studied the palm of his
left hand. “You don't seem to get on
well with In-v. do you?™

“We never did get on very well.
I guess I just like to pick on her.”

“That's often a sign of love.”

“Not for long, though. She picks
on Stan. That's a sign of love!”

“I believe she’s estremely fond of
Stan,” he told me gravely. “It’s
simply that his attitude in this mat-
ter exasperates her. I'm very much
concerned over the whole nasty busi-
ness. 1 can understand that Stan
would not want to put the damper on
his editor, and at the same time I can
understand Ivy’s anxiety.”

Karen Langard came out and
said, “What do you think? Mr. Har-
rigan has consented to help find out
who killed poor Shultzy!”

Strickland said, “You’d better
check up on your alibis, Karen.”

CHAPTER 10

ASCARELLA stared down gloom-

ily at the letters which had been
clipped from a newspaper and pasted
un a sheet of wrapping paper to read:
LAY UFF OR ELSE!

They were quict mostly and not a
little pensive.

It would have been good to go on
into the night around the fireplace
with no lights on, and maybe then
they would have found the words that
stem from the deeper nerve levels;
the ones that they are sure will prove
<o vulnerable when “the hcat is put
on.” And maybe. warmed by contacts
new to them, they would have felt
stirrings in the compartments of the
spirit that lie just deeper than those
where the disillusionments fester. the
stirrings they fight so to control.

There is no doubt that some of
them—not all—saw themselves more
clearly, perhaps for the first time
clearly, in relation to all of the classes
that comprise their menaced genera-
tion.

A sensitive youngster, one of the
youngest, said to mc and almost fur-
tively, “I feel as.though I had been
introduced to my comrades-in-arms.”

And one who overheard him said.
“Maybe you have, and not necessar-
ily for war.”

I don’t believe that they, the gen-
eration of from twenty to twenty-
cight—forewarned though they are—
really believe that the emotions that
moved men in 1917, neither the in-
tellectual convictions nor the stir-
rings, were of the kind it would take
to move them.

There is no use trying to make
them relive experiences that are dust
on our own cupboards-—dead within
us—that they might sce for them-
selves. Any more than one could ex-
plain what a dried and crumbling
corsage kept for years mcant once.

They will have to find it all out
for themselves.

And whether they, without illu-
sions,aremore or less vulnerable than
we, only time can tell. And. after all.
theirs is not the blame that the illu-
sions went sour. Some of them were
hardly born when the process began.

“It could mean anything,” he said.
“And you say the guy on the phone
lisped®”

Stan nodded. “The one who
phoned Mace Shelby lisped and the
one who phoned here lisped.”

Pascarella said, “I was practically
sure it was some bum Shultz picked
up. \What fooled me was us finding
no dough on him. Looks like robbery
was just incidental.”

Harrigan said, “It could still be
robbery. Then the screwball that
phoned Shelby could have read of the
murder in the paper and figured it
would be smart to phone here and say,
see, I warned you. and I done this one
just to warm up on.”

“Yes. there’s that angle too.” Pas-
carella said unhappily. He looked at
Stan. “You don't think. Mr. Cant-
well. that anybody in the D.Als
office would be whacky enough to
crack back at vou like this because ot
that stuff in your paper?”

TAN shrugged. “I never did think

anyone in the D.A.'s office was rc-
sponsible for either the phone calls or
this thing that came by mail. But it
must be somebody who's part of that
political clique.”

Pascarella said to Engle. “Ofihand.
Joe, can you think of any guy we
ever collared that lisped®”

“It doesn’t come to me: nope.”

“I guess we'll just have to ask
around. We got intouch with Shultz's
brother in Rochester. He'll get here
tomorrow, to take the body. We gave
Shultz’s room a good dusting. didn't
we. Joe?”

“Yeah; you remember.”

“Yeah. Maybe we oucht to give
it another once over.”



ol

BAKES BETTER
CAKES TODAY

"She'' is the modern housewife
who knows how to bake cake
and bread that is more moist,
more tender, more delicious.
She knows that Arm & Hammer
or Cow Brand Beking Soda (they
are identical) can be used with
sweet milk and lemon juice, or-
ange juice, vinegar or chocolate
to get ideal leavening. Sour milk
or buttermilk are no longer nec-
essary for successful baking.

And here’s an extra hint: write
today for a free copy of “Good
Things To Eat’" In addition to
telling you exactly how to use
this new leavening combination
of our Baking Soda and sweet
milk, it offers you new, delicious
recipes for cakes, gingerbread,
frostings, cookies and quick
breads. They'llbeunusually light
and keep fresh longer, laked
with the help of Arm & Hammer
or Cow Brand Baking Soda.

CHURCH & DWIGHT CO,, INC.
10 Cedar St.,, N. Y.
Pleaise send me Free Book describwing use: of
Baking Soda, also a set of Colored Bird Cards.

NAME

STREET

ciTy. ETATE
PLEASE PRINT NAME AND ADORESS F.40

When we reached the door to
Shultz’s room, it was locked.

Stan said, “Iritz has the key. I'll
get it.” It took him only a couple
of minutes to get the key.

Pascarella and Engle went in and
Harrigan leaned in the doorway. I
stayed outside with Stan. They
turned the lights on and though Har-
rigan pretty much blocked the door-
way I could see them going through
the dresser drawers again. through
Shultz’s two suitcases. Then Engle
got down on his knees with a flash-
light and looked under the bed. He
looked under the dresser. He thrust
one arm under the dresser to his arm-
pit and when he withdrew it there
was a small flat gray book in his hand.

“A bank book. Savings bank.” he
said. “Ha. it was you that looked
under here, AL™

“I'd swear there was nothing under
there when I looked.”" said Pascarella.
“What docs it say>"

“It says there’s a balance of eleven
hundred bucks and sixty-eight cents.
He drew out five hundred on June
the nineteenth. That's about five
weeks ago. Wait a minute. It looks
like he marked something in pencil
alongside what he drew out. Here.
Take a look."

ASCARELLA squinted at the open

book and Harrigan moved into the
room, Pascarella said. “It looks like
Y.H.. and then 6-21-37."

“That's the date,” Engle said.
“Two days after he drew it out of
the bank. It looks like it's just a
memorandum.”

Stan went inand said, “What's the
matter?”

“It’s nothing. just this.” Engle said,
holding the book up. “This 6-21-37
here. and then these initials Y.H."”

“That's a G.”" Stan said.

“It looks like a Y to me.”

“Mavbe. But it looks like a G to
me. Some people write a capital G
as a small one.” He turned to Har-
rigan. “What do you think it is>"

Harrigan peered closely. “I think
vou're right. I think it's a G. The
H is plain enough. all right. G.H.
Probably somebody's initials. Hey.
Webby. come here and look at this.”

I looked at it and said I thought it
was a G. I write my G's that way.”
I said. A lot of people do.”

Engle said. "G.H.. G.H.. G.H. Guy
Gregory. Gilbert. I got a cousin
named Gilbert.™

“George.”" said Pascarella. “That's
an easy one. George. When you
get to the H, though, you run into
trouble.”

Harrigan said, “Ha. there’s Harri-
gan,”’

“And Hazelhurst,” I said. “There’s
George Hazelhurst.”

Pascarella squinted at me. “Wasn't
he the lad made all that stink about
his fingerprints we wanted?”

“Yes,” I said. “He was just ir-
ritable, though. He was that way all
day. Upset.”

“Upset all day, was he?> Hce was
upset all day. huh?”

Stan said to Pascarella. “He’s pret-
ty crazy about Miss Langard and if
she so much as looks at another man,
he blows up. I don’t think you need
worry about George Hazelhurst.”

“Oh. I'm not worrying,” Pascarella
said. “I'm just asking questions.”
He put his hands on his hips. stared
at the floor. “‘After we left here this
morning. who locked up here?”

Stan said. “Fritz. I guess.”

Pascarella sent Engle to fetch
Fritz and when Fritz came through
the doorway, owl-eyed. Pascarclla
said, “Did you lock up here after I
left this morning?”

“Yes. sir.”

[Continucd on page 381
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HE CARRIED HER

AND THEY LIVED HAPPILY EVER AFTER

O BEGINS the story of many a happy
S married life. He goes out into the
world each day to earn their living—
she does the equally important job of
keeping house. It's the oldest partner-
ship in the world—and the best.

The wise bride knows how impor-
tant it is to be able to turn out appetiz-
ing and nourishing meals on her limited
budget. What shall she do to make that
cold meat left over from Sunday dinner
into an appetizing dish for Monday
night? Often she makes a combination
dish with delicious savory Franco-
American Spaghetti. Of course it goes
big with husband—and her food money
stretches just that much further. Franco-
American with salad and dessert makes
awonderful quick lunch or supper.

Later, bride will learn that when
Junior and Sallic come home ravenous
from school, Franco-American Spa-

Franco-dmerican SPAGHETTI

The kind with the Extra Good Sauce— Made by the Makers of Campbell’s Soups

MAY | SEND YOU OUR FREE
RECIPE BOOK ? SEND THE
5 . COUPON PLEASE ,—Z _ _

I Camppii SotP CoMPANy, Dept. 56
Camden, New Jersey
| Pleasesendfree recipebook: 30 Tempung Spaghetti Meals.”

ghetti with milk and fruit makes an ideal
children’s meal—and they never tire of
it. It's nourishing, savory—and on the
table in a jiffy.

Join the millions of American women
who save money and save work by
serving delicious Franco-American
Spaghetti—as a main dishor in com-
binations. It is entirely different from
ordinary ready-cooked spaghetti. That
marvelous sauce! It's made of golden
cheddar cheese, sun-ripened tomatoes,
selected spices—all so skillfully blended
that it will make your mouth water.
And economical? It usually costs only
ten cents for a big 153-ounce can—
that's less than 3¢ a portion. You'll
find the free recipe book a great help.
Do send for it—and get some Franco-
American today at your grocer’s. Watch
your husband’s eyes sparkle after the
first delicious mouthful!
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City State e




38

!W Agg\lr”f 2.

b — _:-, - < B&@\]W@\ ‘.I .
10 KEEP MIRRORS 24 RKLIG S
ork, sqves time ‘.“;s.'g::: »
luss.lzl;ligts‘::-:ym:nd shine

Windex saves W
mirrors, picture 9
stay clean longer.

NO BUCKETS. No bother. Just reach
for a bottle of Windex and a cloth
... and you're ready to start.

... and WINDEX
is the |
grandest |
work.saver |
ever invented
for CLEANING
WINDOWS!

YOU'RE THROUGH in a jiffy and ready to
step out. And those sparkling windows
will stay clean longer, for Windex
leaves no oily, dirt-catching film,

JUST SPRAY and
shine. No hard rub-
bing — no messy
rags. Windex won't
spot woodwork or
drapes..won't harm
hands. Guaranteed
not to contain alco-
hol or kerosene.

See for yourself why millions of women insist on
the genuine, blue Windex . . . the glass cleaner
approved by Good Housckeeping Institute. It's
concenlraled . . . gocs much farther than weak,
walery imitations. Get Windex and a Win-
dex Sprayer, today ... al your grocery,
drug, hardware or department store.

TUNE IN “HELLO PEGGY,” thrilling radin
drama, twice weekly, NBC Red Network-

TO KEEP DRAINS FREE-FLOWING..,USE Drano ! Once a week, put a @
N

little Drano down all the drains. A regular Drano day keeps drains
fast-flowing, saves the family's time and temper.

il
COPR. 1938, THE DRACKETT €0., CINTI...0

WEEK-END TO
KILL

[Continued from page 37]

“How long after?”

“Gee, I don’t know. I guess may-
be half an hour.”

Pascarella’s expression was not
hopeful when he said. “You didn’t
chuck a bank book under that dresser,
did you?”

Fritz put his head on one side and
looked as if Pascarella had asked him
somcthing in a strange tongue. Then
he looked at Stan. for help.

Stan said. “Mr. Pascarclla looked
under the dresser when he was here
this morning and says there was noth-
ing there. A little while ago Mr.
Engle looked and found Oscar’s sav-
ings bank book. Mr. Pascarclla wants
to know if you put it there.”

“Oh. no,” said Fritz. in dcad earn-
est. “Oh, no, sir. What would I be
doing with Oscar’s bank book?”

“Okay. okay.” <caid Pascarella.
“When you locked up. what did you
do with the key?"”

Fritz pulled a ring of keys out of
his pocket. “I keep ‘em all here.
This one. this is it.”

“Oh. so you had a key to this
room?”’

Fritz nodded. “Yes. sir. \When
Oscar was away, maybe weceks at a
time, driving Mr. and Mrs. Cantwell.

I clcaned the room here. I had to
get in”
“Was there any other key?”
“No, sir.”

“Didn’t Shultz have a key?”

“Oh, yes. Sure. Yes, sir. 1
thought you meant—"

“And where did he keep his key?>”
Pascarella asked.

“Gee, I don’t know, I guess like
me. on his keyring.”

“Did you ever see his keyring®”

“Well. it wasn’t a ring like this. It
was a leather thing, with the keys
on hooks inside.”

Harrigan said, “Automobile keys
too?”

“Yes, sir. I seen it hanging from
the ignition switch in the beach
wagon, so I guess so.”

“Therc you are, Pascarella,” Har-
rigan said.

“There 1 are—am—what?>”

“The ignition key was missing from
the beach wagon because whoever
knocked off Shultzy wanted one of
the keys.”

Pascarclla said, “The key te this
room?”’

“Your guess is as good as mine.
What do vou think, Mr. Cantwell?”

TAN looked bewildered. “I don’t

know.” he said. “If Oscar was killed
as a warning to me, why should the
murderer want a key to this room?”

“Ofthand. I'd say to get something
incriminating and destroy it,” Harri-
gan said.

“After the crime had been com-
mitted?” Stan asked.

“Surc. Maybe the crime was com-
mitted because Shultzy had some-
thing on somebody. Shultzy missed
his calling when he didn’t make the
cops. He liked to snoop. Did he
know about that warning you got>”

“Yes. And he knew about the
phone call Mace Shelby got.”

Fritz said, “Excuse me. please.
Yes. Oscar said at breakfast the
other day. he said he was going to
look around a lot of tough joints and
listen for anybody that lisped and he
said he was going to ask questions.”

“Did you sce any strangers around
here at all today?”

“No, sir. I wasn’t here all day,
though. From two to four, I wasn’t.
I drove my wife to the dentist.”

Harrigan said, “And we were all
out on the boat.”

“Then there was nobody around
here?”

“Oh.yes.sir. Lily was here,” Fritz
said. “Miss Maguire, the maid, she
was here.”

“And after I left, this room was
open for about half an hour, you
say?”

“Yes, sir.  About. When I came
out to lock up, Miss Langard said
wasn't it all terrible and I said, yes,
it certainly was.”

“What else did she say?”

“She said Oscar must have been a
very neat man, the way his room
looked.”

“You mean she was in here?”

“Yes, sir.”

CHAPTER I

OING around the corner of the

house in the moonlight I heard
a piano being played with a kind of
delayed rhythm that sounded very
zood. I could barely hear it but as
I crossed the terrace and entered the
bar. it was plainer, nearer. and I
gucssed it was in the living room.
Mabel Ryan was behind the bar
banking at chuck-a-luck and Roy
Strickland and Norman Bennett were
in front of it betting.

“Is that Vivian at the piano?” I
asked.

“Karen,” Mabel Ryan said.  “Vivi-
an’s upstairs. I guess trying to get
Ivy to face the fact that after all,
my clear, you are the hostess. How
is the law doing?”

“They’ll all be along any minute.”

Strickland said, “Perhaps Ivy'd
better stay upstairs then. If she sees
a lot of detectives roaming about the
place—well, you know Ivy. You
may remember that Pascarella prom-
iscd her that only one would come
out tonight.”

Mabel said. “Well, Stan phoned
them to come out when we got up
from the dinner table.”

“I thought Harrigan was going to
take charge,” Norman Bennett said.

I said. “He is. He told Stan to
notify the cops. A couple of cops
get to kicking ideas around and every
once in a while they pick up one that
winks back at them. The more cops
the better. That’s nice piano play-
ing.”

“Karen probably feels sentiment-
al.” Mabel said. “I think she really
likes George Hazelhurst. This might
be an opportune time for you to try
a little missionary work.”

I went into the living room and
lcaned on the piano, watching Kar-
en’s tingers on the keys.

“Nice going,” I said.

By way of reply she put words to
the melody: “The very thought of
you . . . do-do do do-do do.” She
looked past my shoulder, nodded,
smiled to someonc.

Then Pascarella put his clhows on
the piano alongside mine and watched
her fingers also. Engle came up on
the other side and she gave him a
very large smile. When she had fin-
ished the song. Harrigan said:

“Can you play ‘Time On My
Hands?”

“If you will sing it, Mr. Harrigan.”
she said.

“Listen.”” said Pascarclla. “We
don’t want to hang around here all
night. Look, Miss Langard, I just
want to ask you a few question. Do
you mind just keeping your fingers
still a minute?”

[Continucd vn puge 40)]
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UPPOSE I get sick? After all, 'm only human. And if I

do get a touch of colic . . . or have a nervous breakdown
_ . do you know what’ll bring it on? Worry! Yes, sir,
worrying about how long it would take us to get the
doctor if anything should happen.
“Or suppose a pipe bursts in the bathroom? Or a burglar comes
along? When something like that happens you don’t write a letter,
or go after help on horseback. No, sir. You hop to a telephone!

BELL TELEPHONE SYSTEM

“And what about my mother? She’s got marketing to do. She
has to take advantage of the bargain sales. Sometimes she needs
to get in touch with Dad during the day. And there are errands
to be run. Well, she can’t do all those things without a telephone
... and at the same time give me the attention I expect.

" “All Dad needs to do to have a telephone is get in touch with the
Business Office. I'd do it myself if I could just get out. But I can’t.
So is it any wonder that worry is keeping me awake half the day?”’
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YOUNG BUT

NO, BUT HE HASN'T
TELEPHONED, AND
THE LAST TIME WE

WHERE'S BILL
THESE DAYS?
.[HAVE YOU TWO
HAD A SPAT ?

HE PID NOTHING BUT
RAVE ABOUT JANE,
AND HER
"“SCHOOLGIRL
COMPLEXION"]

"MIDDLE-AGE’

READ THIS GIRLS STORY!

WERE OUT TOGETHER,

WELL, MEN ADORE LOVELY
COMPLEXIONS—AND YQURS IS S0
PRY, LIFELESS, COARSE-LOOKING
LATELY! REGULAR “MIDDLE-AGE"
SKIN! MAYBE ITS THAT SOAP
YOU'RE USING... WHY NOT
CHANGE TO PALMOLIVE ?

WHY WOULD
PALMOLIVE
MAKE SUCH A
DIFEERENCE ?
i,

BECAUSE PALMOLIVE 1S MADE WITH
AND PALM OILS, NATURE'S FINEST
AND REFINES SKIN TEXTURE /

CLEANSES S0 THOROUGHLY, TOO...
LEAVES COMPLEXIONS RADIANT /

OLIVE OIL...A SPECIAL BLEND OF OLIVE

BEAUTY AIDS! THAT'S WHY IT'S 50 GOOD|
FOR DRY, LIFELESS SKIN. IT SOFTENS

WAS! FROM NOW ON I'm
USING ONLY PALMOLIVE,
THE SOAP MADE WITH
. OLIVE OIL TO KEEP SKIN
SOFT, SMOOTH, YOUNG!

MOTHER, | RAN INTO BILL TODAY...
AND HE ASKED ME TO
THE NEXT CLUB DANCE/

| TOLD ¥YOU THERE'S
NOTHING LIKE

A PALMOLIVE
COMPLEXION TO

WIN AND
HOLD A MAN/

WHAT A LESSON THAT

WEEK-END TO
KILL-

[Continued from page 38]

Norman Bennett and Roy Strick-
land came in with Mabel Ryan be-
tween them. Stan looked tired.

Pascarella said. “Miss Langard, 1
hear that after we left this morning,
Tritz went out the garage to Shultz’s
room and you were standing there.”

“Oh, yes. Yes, I was. Bid you
lose something?”

Pascarella shook his head dourly.
“No, miss, T didn’t lose anything. 1
was just wondering what you were
doing in Shultz’s room.”

Karcen laughed. “Oh, that. Well,
I wanted George to play tennis with
me. George Hazelhurst, you know.
But he wouldn't play. So I went
outside and I saw Mabel going in
Shultz's room and I went in and
asked her if she would play.”

“Mabel?” said Pascarella.

“Me,” said Mabel Ryan.

“Oh,” said Pascarella, turning to
look at her. “Well, what were you
doing in there?> 1 look under the
dresser this morning and there’s
nothing there. 1 look under it to-
night and find Shultz’'s bank book.
Did you put it there?”

Mabel chuckled. “Listen to the
man!”

“Well, what were you doing in
there?”

“Gosh, Idon’t know. The door was
open and I just went in and looked
around. Maybe it was morbid curi-
osity. You see, I've known Oscar
ever since he came to work for the
Cantwells, How do I know why I
went in? Is there a law against it?”

“Did Miss Langard ask you to play
tennis?”’

“I don’t remember.”

“Why, Mabel, I did too,” Karen
cried in an injured tone.

“All right, but I don't remember,
Karen.”

Pascarella said to Karen, “Well, if
you asked her to play tennis, what
did she say?”

“Now wait,” Karen said. “Lect me
think. Oh, now I know what hap-
pened. T meant to ask her but just
as I got there Lily the maid came out
and told Mabel she was wanted on

the phone. No, you're right, Mabel,
I didn’t ask you. I'm sorry. I only
meant to.”

Pascarclla sighed. He said, “And
then you stayed in Shultz’s room?”

“Just a couple of minutes. It’s in-
teresting to see the kind of pictures
people have on their walls. That's
what I was doing when Fritz came in.
Pictures of baseball players and fight-
crs mostly, and T thought that one of
Jack Dempsey was very good—very
aggressive, Did you notice it?”

ASCARELLA looked moodily at

Engle and said, “Come on. Joc.
Wec'll go over and pay a call on
George Hazelhurst.”

“Give him my love,” Karen said.
“Tell him he’s just being a silly little
boy.”

When Pascarclla and Engle had
gone out Roy Strickland said to
Karen in a chiding voice, “If you
really loved him, Karen, you’d phone
him and tell him that the police are
coming.”

She looked scared. “Do you think
I ought to?”

Strickland changed his manner and
said seriously, “All joking aside, T
think one of us ought at least to

phone him and tell him to hold his
temper.”

“I wouldn't,” Harrigan said. “You
can all just take it easy. I don’t think
anybody is going to hang Shultz’s
death on Hazclhurst.”

Strickland said, “I don’t think so,
either. But if George loses his tem-
per, they might lose theirs and he
might get hurt.”

“Yes,” said Karen. “I think I'd
better phone him. We'll all feel
better. I know I will.” And she

hurried off to the library.

Fritz came into the room then say-
ing, “Mr. Cantwell, the four guards
are here. They’re in the kitchen.”

“Will you want to see them, Mr.
Harrigan?” Stan asked.

“Yeah, we both can talk things
over with them,” and he followed
Stan and Fritz toward the kitchen.

When Karen came back her face
looked puzzied. “I couldn’t get
George on the wire. The desk clerk
at the hotel says he didn’t come in
today or tonight at all, any time. He
says earlier this evening that man
from the police, the fingerprint man,
was by looking for George but he
wasn’t in. I had the operator ring
and ring the apartment. I'm wor-
ricd about him.”

“He probably went some place
clse.” T said.

“But where, where?”

“At any rate,” Mabel Ryan said,
“he’s certainly looking for a nice big
eight-ball to get behind.”

CHAPTER 12

HE wind from the hills that had

blown late that afternoon was gone
at eleven. The Sound was calm, the
moonlight lay on the water like a
sheet of luminous silk. The road ran
along the edge of the water and the
glare of Harrigan’s headlights poured
over the edge and brought out the
rocks in sharp relief. Harrigan wag
taking his time.

He said, “You know, Webby, a
night like this brings back a guy’s
youth, Tt kind of gets in under your
ribs.”

“It’s sure a swell night, all right.”

“Clara was nuts ahout moonlight
on the water. Her favorite song was
‘When I Dream About the Moonlight
on the Wabash.” You think this is
the right road?”

“I think so. We should come to a
monument and turn left.”

The road curved away from the
water, and in a few minutes we came
to the monument and turned left.
We drove along between two rows of
trees whose tops arched over. Then
we came out and across a wide flat
plain we saw the water again and in
a minute we came to the cluh.

We went up to the veranda and
Harrigan stopped a waiter and said
“Go in and ask the orchestra leade
lo comc out here first chance he
gets.”

“What's the name, plcase?”

“Oh, tell him George Hazelhurst
would like to see him.”

The music stopped in about five
minutes and Kingsley appeared sev-
eral minutes after that. Harrigan,
leaning against thc weranda rail,
beckoned to him,

He said, “T didn’t think you'd rc-
member my name, Mr. Kingsley, but
I figured you'd remember Hazel-
hurst’s.”

Kingsley studicd him curiously.

Harrigan said, “We were all in Mrs.
Cantwell’s party last night. Miss Lan-
gard brought you over to the table.
This here is Larry Webb. I'm Harri-
gan.”

“I have a hard time remembering
people. In my business, you say
hello, goodbye, to so many.”
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“Sure. That's why I told the waiter
to say it was Hazelhurst. I figured
you'd know that one.”

“Yes, I know him.”

“That’s what I thought. I saw you
and him having an argument out by
the parking lot. I thought it was
funny when Miss Langard introduced
you all around that you and Hazel-
hurst didnt say anything. You know,
like hello, well. glad to sce you again,
George: glad to see you. Jack.”

“Maybe I'm slow to catch on. Mr.
Harrigan. What's this all about?”

I said. “Harrigan’s a retired cop.
He’s doing this for a friend.”

“Well, what do you want to know*”
Kingsley asked.

“Suppose I asked you what you
and Hazelhurst were arguing about
last night?”

“He asked me to do him a favor.
He just got sore because 1 wouldn't
say ves. I told him I'd think it over.”

“I guess you don’t want to say
what it was about. do you?”

Kingsley shrugged. “I'd rather not.
It’s a personal matter. When a fel-
low’s down. you don’t like to kick
him in the face, do you?”

“What do you mean by down?”

“Well, I guess Hazelhurst’s trying
hard to make a living.”

Harrigan said, “He must have been
a preltty good friend of yours.”

“No, there wasn’t anything like
that.”

“Oh.” said Harrigan, jingling change
in his pocket. “T get it. Business.”

Kingsley looked at his watch.
“You'll have to pardon me. I'm a
working man.”

“Just onme more question, Mr.
Kingsley. If I had. say. a couple of
thousand bucks and T wanted to do
business with Hazelhurst, what would
you §ay

Kingsley smiled. “I don't think
yvou'd do business with anyone. Mr.
Harrigan. without being pretty sure
about yvour moncy'.”

“You learned from experience.
huh"‘
“Good night.” Kingsley said. He

turned and strode inside.

I said. “Well. it was a nice ride
over. Abe.”

“Sure. And we found out that
Hazclhurst once did business with
this fellow and probably took him
over.”

E WALKED back to Harrigan's

readster. A couple of miles up
the road he braked hard and swung
in alongside a low white clapboard
building that said Sailors’ Rest—
Beer and Ale On Draught. We stood
at the bar and ordered ale. The bar-
man laid down a newspaper he was
reading and picked up two glasses.
Harrigan turned the newspaper around
and looked at it.

“Well” he said, “I see Shultzy
made the front page.”

The barman said, “Tough, wasn't
it?”

“Name me something tougher.”

The barman shoved our ale across
the bar. “Yeah, sure was. Here I'm
talking to him last night and today I
read he’s dead. I been depressed ever
since.”

Harrigan said. “What time was it
yousaw him last night>”

“It must have been between eleven
and twelve. He only stopped for a
beer. He was on his way to the
amusement park.”

“Was he alone?”

“Yeah. I asked him to hang around
and play a little pinochle but he said
he had a date over at the amusement
park.”

“Some girl, I guess. huh?”

The barman nodded. “I guess so.”

“Know the girl?”

[Continued on page 42]
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DOES SO MUCH CLEANING

It always pleases my thrifly soul to see how much clean-
ing I get froma sprinkle of Old Dutch— no matter where
I use it, whether on my sink, pols and pans, woodicork,
Linoleum, bathtub, wash basin, windows or tiled floor! And ontop of all this
economy, Old Dulch doesn’t scratch. So when you say, ‘Old Dutch is espe-
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Old Dutch the speed and ethiciency which en-
dears it to housewives the world over. P.S. Here’s
a time-saving, step-saving hint; always buy
four cans of Old Dutch at a time, one each for
the kitchen, bathroom, laundry and garage.

WM. A. ROGERS 3-PIECE SALAD SET

A-1 PLUS QUALITY SILVERWARE

53_00 Value ¢ [75¢ in Canada]

For Only and 3 OId Dutch labels
This lovely “Croydon”Salad Sct [made and guarantced by
Oneida, Ltd.] is 1deal for mixing and serving salad. In addi-
tion the spoon is perfect for vegetable and fruit serving; the
fork for sliced meats, the ladle for sauces and whipped
crean. This offer good only in U. S. and Canada while our
supply lasts and expires August 15, 1938. P. S. Get a com=
plete set of Wm. A. Rogers A-1 Plus Quality Tableware.
Full particulars on request.

(Salad Set illustrated one-hal f actual size)
"IN EEE NSNS EEEEEEEEEEES

: 01d Dutch Cleanser. Dept. S-4.220. 4
m 221 North La Salle Street, Chicaga, Ilinois

(] I am enclosing. windmill panels from Old
® Dutch lubels [or complete labelsl andl ¢, for
L] . ~ .

a which please send me 3-Piece Salad Sets.

L] v,

u Name

u -dddress 5

- 4

a Crin

sans

WEEK-END TO
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[Continued from page 41]

“Nope. But I think she worked
over there some place. I know he
said he had this date for twelve-
thirty. I says, ‘Tough hours for a
girl.” And he says, ‘Plenty. And her
boss pays her fiftcen bucks a week
and she probably handles that much
in an hour.’ @scar always hated to
see people take advantage of other
people.”

“I guess it was a cashier he had a
date with,” Harrigan said. “How do
we get to that amusement park?”

E PARKED the car in a big cin-

der lot back of the roller coaster
and a kid with a flashlight stuck half a
ticket under the windshield wiper and
gave the other half to Harrigan. We
took an alley between the roller coast-
er and a dime museum to the main
stem. Everything was crowded. I
smelled peanuts roasting and bought
two bags and gave one to Harrigan.

He said, “Let’s take a ride on the
merry-go-round.”

We went in and got on and stood
next to each other on the edge, <o
we could try for the brass ring. Har-
rigan was ahead of me and got a ring
each time. He looked over his shoul-
der and said. “There’s Pascarella.”
and pointed. Pascarella was standing
inside the door. He tossed up a fin-
wer and we both waved back at him.
When we dropped off Pascarclla said:

“I thought I recognized you guys.”

“Do you live around here?” Harri-
gan asked.

“T camc out to talk to that bar-
tender at the Beer Barrel again, Some-
times a guy will forget something and
if you ask him again he’ll remember
it.”

“Did he?”

“Oh. no. I didn't think he would
but you can never tell.”

Harrigan said, “I found out Shultzy
had a twelve-thirty date here from a
guy that runs a beer stube on the
shore road. It sounds like it was some
dame that's a cashier.”

“Maybe we could ask around.”

“Yeah. We'll start from here. You
go that way and I'll go this and we’ll
come back here.”

“I'Il wait here.” I said. “I'll wait
over there by the shooting gallery.”

They walked off in opposite dircc-
tions and I went over to the shooting
gallery and picked up a rifle and took
a row of ducks down. A metal disc
was swinging back and forth and I
tried-that and got four out of six.

Harrigan came back and said,
“Okay, Webby. Let's find Pasca-
rella.”

“Did you find her?”

“Yeah.”

We walked a couple of blocks and
saw Pascarella coming out of a soft-
drink place.

“She works in thc Blue Point
Grill.” Harrigan said. “Come on.”

She was sitting on a high stool back
of a cash register. She was plump.
about thirty-five, and wore nose
glasses.

Harrigan said. “Miss Polinski, this
is Detective Pascarella. Tell him
what you told me.”

She took a breath and after a
scared look at each one of us she
said to Pascarella. “Well, Mr. Shultz
called by here for me after I fin-
ished up and we drove into town and
had a hamburger at Jimmy's Diner,

that's on Little Street, and then he
drove me home. I live on Jackson
Street, nuraber two-twenty Jackson
Street. Well, that’s all we did. T said
good night and Mr. Shultz went
home.”

“When did he leave you?” Pasca-
rella asked.

“It must have been about half-past
two. I was tired and so was he and
he said he was going right home.”

“Did he say anything about being
frightened about anything?”

“No. Only last night he asked me
il T knew anybody that lisped and I
said no. I didn’t.”

“What else did he say?>”

She took another breath. “Well, it
was just something about where he
worked. He said if things didn't
change soon he was going to find an-
other job. He said he was sick and
tired.”

“Of what?”

“Well, he didn’t say. I asked him
but all he said was, ‘It burns me up
when a woman like you has to work
like you do. and no complaints, and
then some other dames get everything
from a cold start and are never sal-
isfied” That's all he’d say.”

We went outside and Pascarella
said. “Well. he left her place at two-
thirty and it would take him, say,
fifteen minutes to get from Jackson
Street to the Cantwell place. Seven
or cight miles. Only he never got
there. He must have given some guy
a lift.”

“T hear Hazelhurst wasn’t at the
hotel.” Harrigan said.

“No. Instead of going to his hotel
he stopped at the Athletic Club for a
shave and then had dinner there.
showed him the bank book with the
G.H. in it. He said it was five hun-
dred bucks Shultz gave him to invest
in some bonds. I said we didn't find
any receipt for the dough or any
bonds and he said, well. he gave him
a receipt and he named the bonds.
So I figure Shultz must have had a
safe-deposit box in onc of the banks.
We'll find out. His safe-deposit box
key must have been on the ring with
others that were taken. \What we're
going to find, we’re going to find
Shultz simply gave a bum a lift and
the bum slugged him. But if I don't
examine all the angles, the inspector’ll
stand on his head.”

ARRIGAN and I got in the car

and drove off.

“Webby.” he said, “much as it’s
probably going to pain some people,
we got to {ind out something.”

“I know. That shot we heard.”

“Yecah. We got to find out for sure
whether it was inside the house or
out.”

T said. “Did you ever stop to won-
der if possibly Shultz fired it ?”

“I asked him. You remember when
me and him were standing in front of
the garage and you come over?> I'd
just asked him. He said no. He said
he thought it was probably over in
the woods.”

“Did you ever stop to think that
maybe somebody took a pot-shot at
Shultz then?”

“It don't add up. Webby. The guy
that killed Shultzy killed him because
he wanted something connected with
one of the keys on that keyring. T
don’t think he would have killed
Shultzy if Shultzy would have given
in. If that’s right, then no one would
have taken a pot-shot at him. But I
ain’t worried as much about that shot
as I am about something else.”

I didn’t ask him what else it was he
was worried about. But in a minute
he said:

»I wish Stan Cantwell had some
way of proving he slept on his oat.”

[Continucd on page 78]
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OWADAYS, you can take
N the afternoon off —and
still serve better-tasting meals
for less money! Thousands
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with their General Electric Ranges.
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Easy Payment Plan. General Electric Co., Specialty
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ELECTRIC COOKERY IS CLEAN, COOL, FAST, ECONOMICAL AND ASSURES BETTER RESULTS flexibility in speed and capacity than ever before!




LIBBY’S PEACHES . .. HALVES SUPERBLY MATCHED! _

- - =\ g o
/ U A SALAD WITH A SECRET g LR ‘ P ora

—a beauty secr
- twif its ultra-handsome appeara.nc .

b ok hed bY Libby. For Libby
cof the California crop: are ;u-
nd shape and color- h.e
(extra deli-
4! @ To the

et and a flavor sur-

1n fact, it ha i

pris!
peach halves mat

Peaches, the cream

perbly matched for size .a s s
ise 1 tly in
or surprise€ 18 par X : o
ﬂ'av partly in the gelatin. It's sP’ Aot
ity dd 2 tbsps- vinegar and enoug!
al

ch syrupP, -
e ke 2 c. of liquid- Add 12 cloves, %
to make 2 . dd 1 pkg: cherry gelatm,. '
: Libby's Peaches flat side down 1n
) -
scriptive labels tell you the.ap'l
es in every can.) Dip
ffen; Hll

mmer 5 min-
cool until
utes. Straini
semi-solid. ® Place
molds. (Libby's de

f halv ;
proximate number © i A

tbsps. of gelatin i e Sew:)
ol s rer‘flae an almonds. (Serves
with mayonnais

over eac.
ining gelatin}
d toasted

OLIVES. For appetizers
deluxe, serve Libby’s
plump Green Olives from
Spain. 2 kinds: big tender
Queens and spicy Pimiento
Stuffed. Try broiling the
Stuffed Olives stuck on
toothpicks between slices
of Libby’s Vienna Sausage.

DEEP-BROWNBEANS.
Tender and mealy as a
well-baked potato. Rich
with new and zestier
sauces. Finer-flavored al/
t heway through. Just try
them. Be sure to ask your
dealer for Libby’s Deep-
Brown Beans. 4 styles.

DEVILED HAM. A finer
Deviled Ham is this of
Libby’s. It’s made from
sugar-cured ham, zestfully
spiced and satiny smooth.
Use it for popular sand-
wiches—open-face ones
for parties, closed ones for
picnics or family lunches.
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SHREDDED WHEAT DOES THE WHOLE JOB

Shredded Wheat with milk does the whole job
because it’s a perfectly balanced meal, just as
nature prepared it. It’s positively 100% whole

wheat—nothing added, nothing taken away!

Here you find all the precious minerals that
help build strong. firm bones and teeth; that

affect mental alertness. And a wealth of

essentials that help teed vigorous young

bodies with energy for active play.

For the adult werk years Shredded
Wheat has an even more important
message. You get a well-balanced
array of food elements that fight
against the wear and tear of daily §
routine. You get important tissue re-
pair material —and energy fuel that helps %
keep vou geung full pace through busy days

At the right we give you a complete analysis

“ee SHREDDED WHEAT

of Shredded Wheat and milk —seen through
the critical eye of science. Read it. Then decide
right now to join the millions of fans who reg-
ularly eat this delicious, nourishing breakfast.
Shredded Wheat is a product of National
Biscuit Company.

SCIENTIFIC ANALYSIS OF SHREDDED WHEAT AND MILK

Mineral Salts—develop bories and teeth, repair lissues,
build disease resistance. improve complexion. Calories—
supply body heat and energy. Carbohydrates — supply
energy. Proteins—build tissues. Vitamin A— promotes
growth. Vitamin B— promotes appetite, healthy nerres.
Vitamin G — for general health,

THE SEAL OF PERFECT BAKING

GROWTH years
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S I planned and shopped and built this living-
A dining reom for a bride’s apartment, I felt as
if I were Mrs, John Blaine Baxter. junior. her-
sell. And when it was tinished and I stood back to
look at it—the fireplace with its easy chairs. the adapta-
ble dining table, and especially that grand window
with its ceiling-high screens. which you see on the
Homemaking cover—I decided. not too modestly. that
voung Mr. Baxter is a lucky man.

The windows were the usual pair. but by hanging
the Venetian blinds and rayon curtains from the ceil-
ing and using chintz-covered screens at ecach side
instead of draperies, they take on distinction, and
make a fitting background for a tea service.

The chintz gives the color scheme. The frail
hydrangea blue of its background is the shade of the
walls. The plum color of its tlowers is repeated in
the rug, the sofa, thc movable parts of the window
frame, and a line of plum also runs around the base-
board and cornice. The screen chintz covers the club
chair by the fireplace; the facing chair has straw-
colored upholstery, and matching blue material covers

BY MARY DAVIS GILLIES
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the seats of the dining chairs and the two armless
wing chairs at the window.

And even if you can’t get everything at once,
vou can still furnish such a room in easy stages. First,
plan it completely. Then . . .

The first year, curtain the windows and buy the
ruy. sofa. end tables and lamps. the nest of tables and
the rack for over the mantel. You may dinc from a
card table the first year. and use two inexpensive
chairs. later to be transferred elsewhere.

The second year, add the dining table, the accom-
panying chairs and the mirror above.

The third year, complete the window unit with the
wing chairs and the charming Williamsburg tea table.

The fourth year, is the time to get the chest of
drawers by the fireplace. and the sewing table with
its bag drawer, and the coffce table.

For the fifth anniversary, replace your inexpensive
little animals with real porcelain birds. and treat your-
self to good bird prints and the corner console.

HOW TO BUY WOOL PILE RUGS

The quality and price 0f rugs depend on
the closeness of weave (number of tufts
per square inch), quality of yarn (com-
pactness and flexibility) and pile height.
=RV Another feature to look for is clearness

. of color which is gauged by excellence
of dyes used. Glue sizing is used to stiffcn the back
but excessive sizing indicates loose weaving.
Weave also affects price. The chenille and better quality
plain velvet weaves are the most expensive. Then come
Wiltons, Axminsters and the less expensive velvets.
Prices overlap, so, if a Wilton and Axminster are the
same price, select the latter. as a good Axminster gives
better service than a poor Wilton.
Special terms. Broadlooms refer to the width ef the
loom, not the weave. Z'exdurc rugs have uneven sur-
face effects in any weave. Lustre rugs, or so-called
Domestic @rientals. have been treated for sheen.
Read the label on the rug. Your assurance of a fair
balance between price and quality is the name of a
long-established and rcputable manufacturer.




J'd serve this
for a company supper

Cream of Mushroom Soup
**Sunrise Salad
*Asparagus Tip Rolls  *Date Nut Sandwiches
Salted Nuts
Lemon Layer Cake Iced Tea

*SUNRISE SALAD (at left): Peel 2 grape-
fruit; separate into membrane-free
segments. Peel and slice 3 oranges; cut
each slice in half. Pare 1 avocado; cut
in wedge-shaped slices. Marinate fruit
in French dressing. Arrange watercress
in semi-circle on each of 4 individual
salad plates. Top with- orange slices.
Inside semi-circles arrange avocado
and grapefruit alternately and overlap-
ping. Place 2 cup-shaped lettuce leaves
in center of each plate. Fill one with
cottage cheese; garnish with mint mara-
schino cherry. Fill the other with may-
onnaise. Serves 4.

*ASPARAGUS TIP ROLLS: Cut fresh sand-
wich bread in thin slices. Remove
crusts. Spread with prepared mustard.
Wrap each slice around well-drained
asparagus tip. cooked or canned. Fas-
ten with toothpick. Cover with damp
cloth; chill. When ready to serve, re-
move toothpicks,

*DATE NUT SANDWICHES: Cut canned
date and nut bread into thin slices.
Spread with softened butter. Put
slices together. Halve each sandwich.
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BY ELIZABETH WOODY

J'd sernve thid the first Sunday night

“Chef’s Salad Bowl
“Savory Sandwiches
{Ham and Chutney Liverwurst and Chili Sauce)
Individual Strawberry Shortcake
Hot Coffee

“CHEF’S SALAD BOWL (at left) : In separate bowls of French
dressing. marinate cooked or canned asparagus tips, narrow
strips of boiled tongue, cooked or canned green beans.
cooked or canned beets. Arrange on romainc in individual
salad bowls. Garnish with watercress and Russian dressing.

“SAVORY SANDWICH FILLINGS: (1) Blend 1 cup ground
cooked ham. 4 tablespoons mayonnaise, 3 tablespoons
chopped chutney. 1 tablespoon chutney sirup. Makes 1 cup.
(2) Blend }4 pound liverwurst, 3 tablespoons chili sauce.
Makes J4 cup. Spread fillings on white or brown bread.

J'd serve thés to "the girls’ after bridge

Noodle with Chicken Soup
#Golden Globe Salad *Gingerbread Fingers
Iced Coffee

#GOLDEN GLOBE SALAD (at right): Soiten 2 packages (6 0z.) cream
cheese with 2 tablespoons milk. Add )4 cup chopped preserved gin-
ger. Fill cavities of 4 canned peach halves with mixture. Top with
4 matching halves. Place on individual salad plates. Encircle cach
peach with strawberry halves. Cut 4 slices of canned pineapple in
half; place on either side of each peach. Garnish with watercress.
Serve with mayonnaise, Serves 4.

*GINGERBREAD FINGERS: Cut thin shcet gingerbread in finger-length
strips. Split, Sprcad with plain frosting. Put together sandwichwise.

I'd learn the trick of planning

salad-plus-sandwich plates

NCE long ago, in the days when I was just
discovering fairy tales, I read a wonderful
story about a sorceress who could make a feast ap-
pear from nowhere simply by clapping her hands in
a certain way and saying a magic word.
(Clap, clap! . .. “Abracadabra” . . . Whooosh!
.. Wl you have dark meat or Light?”)

You must admit that the idea has a lot to recom-
mend it. All you brides who are wondering how
well you'll manage when his sisters and his cousins
and his aunts come for supper. You bridge club
hostesses who must plan to get along without extra
help. You . .. and you ... and you . .. who'd
slave in the kitchen endlessly rather than serve a
slapdash meal, but who can’t help sighing now and
then for an hour in a cool corner of the porch. .

Wouldw’t you welcome with open arms a work-
able idea for getting the best of those last-minute
Jitters—of avoiding thal serving-time traffic jam?

Now I lay no claim to being a sorceress. But I
do know a five-word formula that is the next thing
to magic: Plan salad-plus-sandwich plates!

ONE-PIECE PERFECTION

There couldn’t be anything smarter—in more
scnses than one—than a thoughtfully-planned, dain-
tily-served salad-plus-sandwich plate. It's as pretly
as a picture and as practical as a red-checked apron!

You see. you can make the sandwiches 'way ahead
of time. (Be sure to cover them with a damp cloth.)
The salads. of course, ought to be put together just
before they’re served. But all the chores connected
with them can be done whenever you like—the
greens washed and picked over, the dressings made,
and everything put away in the refrigerator to chill
through and through.

TO SIMPLIFY SERVING

Just think of the blessed tranquility—the thrice-
blessed absence of bustle—that comes with serving
the whole main course on one plate. No “Let’s
scc. did you get any of this?” No “Won’t you just
help yourself to that?’ Everybody gets everything
and cach plate is a tribute to your artist’s eye.

J'd 4ernve this for an evening party "

“Tuna-Tomato Aspic
*Pumpernickel Sandwiches

Brownie a la Mode Hot Tea

“TUNA-TOMATO ASPIC (at left): Sprinkle 1 tablespvon gel-
atinc over )4 cup cold water. Dissolve in 2 cups tomato
juice heated to boiling point. Combine 1 can (7 oz.) tlaked
tuna fish, 34 cup chopped celery. 74 teaspoon capers, 1
teaspoon Worcestershire sauce, ¥ teaspoon salt, 2 (ca-
spoons lemon juice. Add to tomato juice. Pour into 6 in-
dividual molds which have heen dipped into cold water.
Chill until irm. Unmold. Serve with Irench dressing.

““PUMPERNICKEL SANDWICHES: Blend together V4 cup chopped
dried beef, 3 tablespoons salad dressing, 2 tablespoons pre-
pared horse-radish. Makes ¥4 cup.
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IMAGE OF
LOUISE

[Beginning on page 7]

Naw. as we followed her, watchful
and silen(, Louise and the (wo boys
disappeared down the other side of
the hill. There was a last wild flick
ol her skirt, a flash of metal, and she
was gone. It was as if the earth had
opened its dry black mouth, and swal-
lowed her whole.  But nobody spoke,
and none of us quickened our steps.
Finally, I moistened my lips. “Were
all her sisters as pretty as Louise?”

“Bo vou think Louise is pretty?”
Nancy said, pausing to stare at me.
“Louise Aimbrough?”

“Well, in a way,”
cyes are pretty.”

They weren't.  They were beauti-
ful, and Louise was beautiful. That
was what I wanted to say—it was
what I wanted to tell them, skulking
along behind her like a string of blood
hounds. She made you think of an
antelope, leaping swiltly before the
pack—her head lifted, listening. a
linc quiver of knowing upon her, and
the dark, liquid eyes as beseeching as
praycr. But you couldn't say a thing
like that, could you? Even if you
had known . . . . il you had under-
stood . . .. 1 didn’t. I said nothing.

Ldith left us at her corner. then
IFrances and Nancy. Marion and 1
walked on together. A whole block
away, I could sce the Kimbroughs’
house—the green hlinds clased tight,
a fecund secrecy about i1, There were
five hoys on the porch—two in the
swing, (wo in peeled hickory chairs,
rocking, and onc—the hoy named
Tubby, standing beside Louise  at
the front door. his cnormous arm
strelched across. ~Oh. no, you don’t.”
he was saying as we drew nearer.
“What's thc matier with you. any-
wav?  Always running!™

“But I'\'e gol te get my geometry.”
Louisc  said, looking toward us.
“Pleasc 1ake your arm down, Tubby.
Tlease.”

“Come  on.” Marion  whispered.
“Come on over to our house. Sarah,
You don’t want fo go in there now.™

“Please.” Louise was saying.
“Please. vou all. 1T mean. Please.”
She scemed to be hegging us. and not
them, but you knew by the hreath-
less way she spoke the words that
there was only the faintest heliel in
her.  “Please,” she  kept  saying.
“Pleasc.  Pleasc.  DPlease.”

Marion gripped my hand.  “Let's
cross over here. Don't look. Sarah.
She’s trying Lo calch your eye. Don't
look!"”

I said. “Her

ONLY hesitated a sccond. Then,

with my spinc prickling, I crossed
the street. and went with Marion up
the walk to her glistening white house,
Well, it didn't really matter. Five
minutes or so—len, at the most—
just long cnough to keep Marion
from making a scenc in front of
Louise. Then I would go home and
telephone to her. Tubby would have
to take his arm down. if the telephone
rang. And when she answered. 1
would ask Louise to come up to my
house, and maybe we could make
some candy. . . .

Mrs. Willis was sitting by the bay
window in the living room. knitting a
soft rosc sweater for Marion. Her
steady gray cyes were fixed on the
Kimbroughs’ porch, and she said
without shifting them: “I don’t think
your mother is at home, Sarah. You

two girls had better go out in the
kitchen, and make some fudge.”

It was not an invitation but a com-
mand. and I followed Marion to the
kitchen without a word. We had to
cook the fudge three times before it
would harden, and it- was nearly six
o'clock when my mother telephoned
for me to come home. Already the
locusts were shrilling in the Kim-
broughs’ trees, and the sun was gone,
leaving the lower part of the house
a solid blot of darkness against a
bruised, purple sky. But upstairs,
light streamed from every window,
and the dimily curtains swung out
like white veils, beckoning.

I walked up on the porch, and stood
still for a moment, to listen. Bown
the street, somebody was playing the
“Hesitation Waltz”” and 1 remember
how my flesh crawled at the thin,
lonely sound of it. I looked closcly
at the Kimbroughs’ shuttered win-
dows, but there was no light, and no
sign of Louise. The front door was
closed, and hearing my father’s voice
upstairs. I decided not to ring the
bell after all. I would wait until the
next morning. and T would ask Louise
to walk to school with me, and every-
thing weuld be all right.

HE nights, that fall. were close and

warm, and in the yard the magno-
lias curled back in their thick. drying
leaves and whispered. “Sssh. . . listen
...7 I used to hear them when I
was sitting at my bird's-eye maple
desk, pretending fo study my Latin.
“Listen,” they whispered. “Listen

.ssh .. listen. . .

Off of my room, there was a tiny
screened porch, and just below it. the
Kimhroughs' swing. Mr. Kimbrough
was out of town all that fall, and his
wifc hardly ever stayed at home.
Right after supper, the motor of their
car would purr in the driveway, give
a quick roar, and she was gone. After
a while. the back door would slam,
and their cook go shuffling down the
street. Then in the heavy silence
downstairs. the porch swing would
hegin to creak. T knew it was Louise.
and I knew she was alone. But my
mother and father were in the next
room. rcading. I was afraid to slip
downstairs, and 1 dared not tele-
phone.

Hunched over the desk in a thin
cotton nightgown and Japanese crépe
kimono. my hair falling tine as a veil
hetore my face, I would sit histening
—my cars strained, listening, and a
coldness up my arms no matter how
warint the night. With the first heavy
step on the porch below. I slammed
my book. jerked off the light. and
slid shivering between the fresh sheets
on my hed. “Louise?”

The swing groaned. “Listen, Spike,
told you I couldn’t have dates.”
“Why not?”

“Because my mother—"

“Your mother! She isn't even at
home, now is she?”

“Sssh—Spike. Don’t do that.”

“Louisc, I'm crazy ahout you. Kiss
me.”

“1 don’t like kissing, I've told you.”

“Yes, you don’t! You don't like
me. you mean.”

“No, not you. Just boys. T hate
men.”

“Be still. You don’t, you don’t—"

“Leave me alone now, Spike. If
you don’t, I'll call my mother! T'll
... I'll tell my father ... .”

“Well, gec, Louise—don’t cry
about it. I didn’t mean to hurt you.
I'm just crazy about you, is all.”

“Oh, Spike, I'm sorry. I guess I
like you, too, but I just don’t want to
be kissed. I don’t—like it.”

“But maybe if you loved me,
Louise? Would you?”

[Continued on page 55]
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$1 GIFTS: 1Y% . Round Double Duty
Casserole; 1Y qt. Sweet & Low Casser-
ole; 12%” Utlity Dish; 10%" Loal Pan.
$2 TO $3.50 GIFTS: 6 cup Pcrcolator
$1.79; 1 cup New Decorated Tea Pol
$1.95; 1% gt. Saucepan with Cover; 6
cup Coffee Maker; 1 qt. Double Boiler.

GIFT SETS: New Matched Set ot Casser-

ANY BRIDE
' A BETTER COOK

ole with Utility Cover; 6 new style
Custard Cups . ..o v vv v $1.45
FLAMEWARE SET of | qL. Sauccpan; 1%
qt. Saucepans 7" Skillet; and 1 inter-
changeable Chrome Handle . .. . $2.65
OVEN AND FLAMEWARE SET of 6 cup
Percolator; 1% qt. Casserole with Utility
Cover; 1 gt. Saucepan; 7” Skillet; inter-

changeable Chrome Handle; 6-3 oz
Custard Cups « « v vveevivnnnn $4.85
SPECIAL WEDDING GIFT SET of 1% qt.
Casserole; 101" Utility Dish; 9%" Pie
Plate; 6-4 vz. Custard Cups; 9” Loaf
Pan. Packed in a beautiful gilt box with
silver and red cover, plain. .. .. $2.95,
Engraved $5.15. Other Sets $1 10 $6.95
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Every Pyrex dish is

3 dishes!

NO good at riddles? This is easy!
A Pyrex dish is three dishes becanse
you use it three ways . . . for cooking,
as a sparkling crystal serving dish,
and for storing in your relrigerator.
What's more, Pyrex dishes are really
and truly the answer to the bride’s
prayer. They help ker to be a beiter cook!
That’s because Pyrex dishes absorb
two thirds more raciant heat. Crusts
are browner, cakes are done all the
way through.

And that’s just the beginning. You
never have to guess whether sides or
bottom are done in a Pvrex dish.You
can see with your own eves. The same
gleaming glass is delightfully casy to
wash. Just suds and rinse, and it’s
sparkling clean! No grease or betray-
ing tlavor can cling to this slick sur-
face. Remember Pyrex brand dishes
look like new always!

The smartest most acceptable preseut
vou can give a bride is Pyrex ware,
for oven or top-of-stove. Prices are
lowest in history. See the more than
40 smart desigus at your hardware
or department store. Look for the
“PYREX™ trade-mark, and 2 year
replacement offer. Corning

Glass Works, Corning, N.Y.
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PYREX

BRAND
OVENWARE ¢ FLAMEWARE




DO %6« KNOW THE STRAIGHT OF IT?

Old Josh Billings says somewhere that one of the main troubles with most of us is
that we “know so many things that ain’t soi”

That's certainly gospel true when it comes to food. Some of our notions rob us
of well-rounded nourishment. Others are mildly amusing —and as out-of-date as a
mustache cup. Just for the fun of it (not to speak of the possibility that you might
get a surprise or two) mark down your answers to the questions here and then check
yourself by reviewing the facts as they are given under each picture.

Should a reducing diet ex- Yes [l
clude all starchy foods? No M

A few starchy foods may—
and, in fact, should—be includ-
edin a reducing diet. However,
you should limit the amounts
if you are serious about want-
ing to take off weight. Eat two
thin slices of bread per day in-
stead of six. Cut down drasti-
cally on fats. Concentrate on
the following foods (they are
both sustaining and siimming) :
lean meats. fish, skimmed milk,
buttermilk, cottage cheesc.
fruits and vegetables. But
don’t. as you value vour health
and strength, cut out starches ¥ ik
entirely. The answer is—no. e

Should people who fear an "acid condition” Yes |l
eat lemons, oranges and tomatoes?

1

“Acid foods™ do not ma cid in the stomach. Acid i
wavs present in the normal, healthy stomach—it i

sary for digestion. Citrus
digestion, are actually “alkalizers.”

Should a sufferer from rheumatism Yes [l
make a point of avoiding red meats? No W

The answer is—yes.

The rheumatic. like the well person,
needs a balanced diet. There is no rcason
why he should avoid red meat any more
than white meat or certain beverages
and vegetables. Many foods contain the
substance that is the forerunner of uric
acid, excessive quantities of which ap-
pear in the blood in certain rheumatoid
conditions. T'he answer is—no.

P TS
g : i s Is it harmful, in spite of the familiar old say- Yes
Is it safe to keep canned foods Yes I : o ing, to “feed a cold"'? No B
in the cans afterthey’'re opened? No [l ' : i

When you have a cold, your body has
enough extra problems to cope with—
you certainly should not load it down
with more food than it can digest easily.
The most effective cold cure 1s rest. In-
stead of “fighting off” a cold, give in at
the first sniffle and go to bed. Eat light-

There is nothing harmful in
tin cans themselves. Foods. as
they arc handled in modern
commercial canneries, come
out of the cans just as whole-
somc as they were when they

Does eating fish and milk at the sume meal cause Yes [l

went in. The can. even when food poisoning or other digestive upsets? No B ly. Drink lots of water. Eat cxtra
olpened, e tPFObab,]Y “h,-‘zf‘;rv amounts of fruit and drink fruit and
Seanerscontaincriin Wi ci=io . . vegetable juices. The answer is—yes.
store food than any dish you Provided they are both fresh, fish and milk (or any sea food and ice g / 7
have on hand. If food in an cream) may safely be caten at the same meal. Spoiled sca food and

open can spoils. blame faulty stale milk arc something eclsc again—take them separalely or together Cc

refrigeration, poor quality, or and voure in for trouhle. It's a mystery how the strange notion got BY E' v‘ M COI'I'UM
yoursclf for trying to keep it started that fish and milk in combination are dangerous—particularly Pl" s D

teo long. The answer is—yes. in a country famous for its chowders and stews. The answer is—no. . D., C. U,
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REMEMBER,

Come out of the kitchen! Yeu'll trcat yeur-
self to extra hours of leisure and yeur family
to semething specially good by scrving Swift's

Premium Delicatessen Meats. Naturally,
since they’re Swift's Premium products, these
Ltuble-ready meats are exceptivnally fine. And
there’s u grund assurtment to chouse from.
Meat Loaf, Lunar Loaf, Salami, Delicatessen
Ham, Braunschweiger . . . that’s just part of
the list. ‘Tetpting culd platters are ready in a

SWIFI'S PREMIUM: brasd seame of the f

WITH THE

UG- MW Zéﬂ/.s’/

jiffy with Swift’s Premium Dclicatessen
Meats. They re the quick and clever makings
of deluxe sandwiches, too. And they're grand
for party appetizers. Shown above at leftis a
particularly charming and unusual garnish
for a platter of cold meats—radish reses with
petals of cream cheese. To muke the petals:
Tilla small spoon with cream cheese; level off
the surface; press the cheese ugainst the rad-
ish and pull spoon down.

THE MEAT MAKES THE MEAL

N e
&

Patties of poultry dressing coeked with
Swift's Premium Bacon make a new dish you
ought to try. They're easy, economical, und
good, for you get Swift’s Premium flavor all
the way through. That flavor, often called a

“sweet smoke taste,” is enough to glorify any’

dish. The result of the Premium cure and spe-
cial smoking in ovens, it has made Swift’s
Premium the world’s most popular bacon.
P.S. Canned plumus taste tine with the puatties.

Look for this new, blue-plaid wrapper to
get ham that has the true Swift’s Premium
fluvor and is tender as spring chicken. In buy-
ing a slice, Jook for the word Swift in tiny
brown dots on the side. Also at your dealer’s,
in a red oval, red-plaid wrapper, there's
Swift’s Premium Ham, Quick Serve Style—
reudy-covked; you just heat through er slice
cold! Naturally, it costs a little more.

Recipes by
Martha Logan, Heme Economist for
SwirT & CONPANY
Purveyors of Fine Foods

t meats

Copr. 1932 by Swift & Company



NO FINER, MORE TENDER GOLDEN BANTAM CORN THAN THIS

...AND IT’S UNDER THE DEL MONTE LABEL YOU KNOW SO WELL _/

YOUR OLD FAVORITE—BETTER THAN EVER

You’ll wonder what DEL MoNTE does to
make this Cream Style Corn so extra good to
eat! That’s simple. A finer Golden Bantam
Corn—grown from our own specially devel-
oped seed. Plump ears picked young—packed
morning-fresh. All the “cream” from the ker-
nels themselves—rich and smooth. Serve DEL
MonTE’s kind tonight—and taste the difference!

Dol Morite

YOU'LL THINK OF TENDER ROASTING EARS

Remember?...that matchless flavor of young
garden corn, fresh-picked! DEL MoNTE has cap-
tured it, freshness and all—in every can of this
Whole Kernel Corn! The same special Golden
Bantam strain as Cream Style—DEL MONTE's
own. But separate, whole kernels, cut clean
from the cob, then vacuum-packed. Ready to
heat, season —and eat with delight. Try it!

GOLDEN
BANTAM



IMAGE OF
LOUISE

[Continued from page 50]

“I don’t know. I’m afraid.”

“Afraid? If you knew how wonder-
ful. . . . Listen. Stop powdering your
nose, and listen to me. You can't see
that thing in the dark, Louise.”

“Yes, I can. Spike—please. . . .

“Oh, the heck with it!”

Loud in the stillness his footsteps
echoed, then faint. fainter. gone.
while from the porch below came the
sound of muffled sobs. And my
cheeks would burn, I would turn from
side to side. longing to go downstairs
and sit with Louise, planning how it
might be managed without my mother
and father hearing, and knowing in
my heart that it could not be.

In a little while. the front door
would shut with a hollow click, and
hours later I would wake to hear Mrs.
Kimbrough's automobile in the drive-
way. Sometimes there was a man’s
voice, and once somebody dropped a
bottle. “Gee,” the girls said at school,
“all this time and you haven't seen a
thing, Sarah?”

“No, I haven't,” I said, glancing
over my shoulder. I always imagined
that Louise was somewhere near, and
I could see her eyes, soft and black
with pain. “Let's stop talking about
her, for pity’s sake!™ I cried at last.

“Well, heavens, Sarah—you. don’t
have to get so mad about it.”

“I tell you, it isn't that! I just
don’t want to talk about her.”

Couldn’t they see? It was not an-
ger, but fear. In some way I could
not explain, Louise had become a part
of me. Though we had spoken so few
words together, she had uncovered a
longing in me, and a growth . . . as if
a hard, lifeless kernel had suddenly
begun to put out shoots. If anything
happened to Louise, it would happen
to me, too. There was a threat to us
both in every word they spoke, and
I was awfully afraid.

»

HEN one Saturday night late in

October, my mother and father
went to a card party at the Roebuck
Club. and T was left alone. It was a
wild, starless night—not really cold,
but mean and biting. Windthrough the
magnolias made a skeletonic dancing,
the Kimbroughs' swing creaked and
banged against the porch rail. A kind
of doom hovered over the house, and
I could not read for listening and
thinking of Louise. I wondered if
she, too, was alone and frightened as
I. I thought: “I'll call her—T'll ask
her to come up here.” Why did I hesi-
tate?> Well, if Spike were down there,
or her mother. . . . I listened. There
was no human sound. I went to the
window at the side of my room. and
looked out. The sky, above the toss-
ing black trees, was swirling gun-
metal, and below, a single block of
light lay vivid against the dark. dry
earth. Louise! It was like holding
my hands to an open flame, to know
that she was there. and again 1
thought: “T'll go down. TI'll call her.
There’s nobody to stop me now.”

At that instant, the doorbell rang.
Before I could move, I heard Louise’s
voice. “Sarah?”

Whirling, I flew down the steps and
opencd the door. “I was just coming
to see you!”

“Were you, really?” She scemed
as though she couldn't believe me,
but her face began to shine. She said
shyly: “I heard your mother and

father go out. I thought maybe we—"

“Oh, what shall we do? It’s such
a terrible night! Did you ever hear
anything like the wind?>”

“Spooky!”

We laughed hysterically. “Come on
upstairs, Louise.”

One hand tlew to the collar of her
brown jersey dress. “I don’t think
I'd better. You come to my house,
Sarah. We can make some candy. Or
play cards. Do you like cards?”

“Goodness, yes! Let’s play Rum-
my. We could call Marion, maybe.”

“Two-handed is more fun.” She
was already opening the hall door,
and as she said this. there was some-
thing about the way she bowed her
head—submission, I don’t know. I
could have cried. “Please don't look
at the house,” she said.

“@urs is a sight ™

“Oh, no—it couldn't be.”

E STEPPED inside the hall. An
empty hatrack reared black,
shiny antlers high above the dim light,
and the air smelled of stale powder
and smoke. 1T tried not to let her sce
that I noticed. walking close beside
her to the living room door, and chat-
tering shrilly. "Oh. what a nice room!”
“Do you really like it? Wait here
until 1 get the cards. Sarah.”

“Don't you want me to come with
your Aren’t you scared*”

“Not now.” She paused. “Are you
sure you want to play?> Wouldn't you
rather make some candy?”

“I think Rummy is lots of fun,
don’t you?”

“Yes—if you're sure.” She disap-
peared down the hall. and I stood in
the living room. waiting. It was real-
ly a parlor, as Marion had said. Four
ornate chairs covered with green
plush were grouped around a center
table, with legs carved like serpents.
The cutglass lamp was glaring as a
searchlight, in the middle of the close.
shadowy room, and though I could
not bring myself to look. I knew what
crouched leering, in all the dark cor-
ners. I could feel them there. those
men, and I could sce the tight peaked
caps they wore—the polished guns
held ready to their shoulders. Against
my will, my eyes slid over to the
couch beneath the two green-shrouded
windows. What had Marion seen that
night, what had happened here? Oh,
where was Louise? It was frighten-
ing in this ugly room . . .. “Did you
think I was lost?”

“Qh1”

“Why, what's the matter, Sarah?”

“Nothing. T just didn’t hear you
coming, is all. Shall we play on this
table, Louise? Here—let me move
the lamp.”

“No. it's too heavy for you.”

I sat on the edge of a chair, hold-
ing myself rigid while she moved the
lamp and opened a box of bon bons.
“Have some—it's Mother’s,” she said
with the blood dark as gumbo in her
lovely face.

“Oooh—thanks! Your deal first,
Louise.”

“No——yours.” She pushed the hair
from her forehead with a nervous ges-
ture. “I forget how many you deal.”

It came to me, then, that Louise
had never played cards before. I
knew by the way she handled them,
hesitating, trying to follow my lead,
and afraid to take a card, even when
it was her draw. Finally, I put my
cards down. “You know what? I
don’t care anything about playing, do
you? Let’s just talk.”

“Yes, let's.”” She gave a little
strangled laugh. “I—I love to talk,
don’t you?”

“Better than anything!”

We sat there smiling at each other,
and I couldn’t think of a word to

[Continued on page 58]

THERE! HOW'S THAT
for an imitation of the
Strong Man Shirley
sawat the circus? She’s
practicing with the
garden hoseforastart.
And those grand
Puffed Wheat break-
fastssheloves so much
give her Jots of quick
food energy.

QUAKER
PUFFED

Shlrle Tem Ie

Star of "REBEI:BA OF SUNN‘IBRI]I]K FARM"
A 20th Century-Fox Picture

DOESN'T SHIRLEY'S
breakfast of Quaker
Puffed Wheat look sim-
ply delicious? She often
has it topped with ripe,
red strawberries too, for
a grand flavor variety.
Try it. Ask your grocer
for Quaker Puffed
Wheat today.

Enjoy Dick
Tracy’s thrilling
detective adven-
tures, See your
newspaper for
station, time,
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REG'LAR FELLERS

—by Gene Byrnes

ewAN’ BeAT 1T/ WHO SAID YOU COULD USE
THAT LUMBER P GET OFF THIS PROPERTY/

AW ! MR.DUFFY-
WE'RE HOL DIN THIS
FORT ‘GINST
INJUNSs /

CAONSULTING MRS.DUFFY

P  DONT I KNOW
MR.DUFFY 15 CRANKY /
FIRST IT WAS HIS

CONSTIPATION, NOW

HE TAKES THEM PILLS

AN'HE'S MORE CRANKY

THAN EVER /

WHY DONTCHA
HIDE HIS PikLS

/ AN’ GIVE HIM

| KELLOGGS ALL-BRAN

THAT AFTERMNOON

HOW ABOUT GIVIN
US A PACKAGE OF
ALL=-BRAN
TO SENMD TO OLD
MAMN DUFFY? HE

0 NEEDS IT/
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—[L WANT 1T/
|

HOW'S TRICK S,
MR. DUFFY ?
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SOME TIME LATER | SWELL /
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It is lack of “bulk"” in the diet that
so often causes common constipa-
This
amount you eat —but a kind of

tion! doesn’t mean the

food that supplies the soft,
“bulky” mass you need to aid

elimination. Kellogg’s All-Bran
supplies both this needed “bulk”
and the intestinal-tonic vitamin,
B.. Eat it every day, drink plenty
of water, and join the “regulars!”

Made by Kellogg in Battle Creek.

KELLOGG’S ALL-BRAN

A Natural Laxative Cereal
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A WEEK’'S MENUS

Breakfast

Luncheon or Supper

Dinner

Strawberries
Ready-to-Serve Cereal

Scrambled Eggs
and Bacon

Marmalade Melba Toast
Coffee Milk

Pineapple Juice
Oatmeal
Hot Muffins Jam
Caffee Malt Cocoa

Sliced Bananas

Mixed Ready-to-Serve
Cereal

Poached Eggs on Toast

Coffee Cocoa

Orange Juice
Cooked Cereal
Coffee Ring

Coffee Mali Cocoa

Raspberries
Ready-to-Serve Cereal
Soft-Cooked Eggs
Raisin Toast

Coffee Cocoa

Plum Nectar
Bran Griddle Cakes
Honey

Coffee Milk

Sliced Oranges
Oatmeal
Broiled Bacon
Toasted English Muffins

Coffee Malt Cocoa

Chicken-Noodle Soup
Sunrise Salad {p. 48)
Hot Biscuits
Coffee Ice Cream

Chocolate Cookies

Tomato Juice
*Eggplant Casserole
Green Beans
Mocha Cup Cakes

*Spicy Frankfurters
Toasted Rolls
Chopped Spinach
Cherry Gelatin Whip

Scalloped Macaroni
and Ham

Endive Salad
Chilled Canned Pears

Lemon Wafers

Chef’s Salad Bowl (p. 49)

Pumpernickel Sandwiches
(p. 49)

Chocolate Pudding
Whipped Cream

*Tomato Soup Savarin

Fresh Fruit Salad
with Cottage Cheese

Watercress Sandwiches
Hot Gingerbread

*Corned Beef
Hashburgers

Cole Slaw

Raspberries and Cream

Creme Glacé (p. 61)
Baked Half Ham
Mashed Potatoes

*Scalloped Tomato
and Cucumber

Mixed Green Salad

Lemon Snow Pudding

Baked Hamburger Steak
Mushroom Sauce
Baked Potato
Julienne Carrots
Swiss Chard
Strawberry Shortcake

Onion Soup
Cold Sliced Hom
Hashed Brown Potatoes
Creamed Cabbage
Watercress Salad

Plum Marlow (p. 61)

*Braised Liver Rolls
Shoe-String Potatoes
Asparagus
Hearts of Celery

Honeydew Melon with
Powdered Sugar & Ginger

*stuffed Lamb Chops
Parsley Potato Balls
New Peas
Watermelon Pickles

Cucumber and
Romaine Salad

Lemon Meringue Pie

Baked Haddock

Parsley Potatoes

Grilled Tomatoes
Beet Greens

Neopolitan Bavarian
Cream (p. 61)

Crabmeat Diablo (p. 61)
Curried Veal
Chutney
Fluffy Rice
Harvard Beets

Golden Globe Salad
(p. 49)




Recipes for Starred Dishes

SCALLOPED TOMATO & CUCUMBER
1 No. 2 can tomatoes 1 medium onion
14 teaspoon salt 1large cucumber
1)% teaspoons Wor- 2 cups soft crumbs
cestershiresauce 34 cup grated cheese
Mix first 3 ingredients. Chop onion;
add. Slice cucumber. Arrange layers
of tomato mixture, cucumber, crumbs
incasserole.Top with cheese. Bake in
moderately hot oven (375°F.} 40 min-
utes. Serves 6.

EGGPLANT CASSEROLE

2 tablespoons 14 cup chopped

chopped onion cheese
2 tablespoons butter 2}3 cups cooked
or morgarine eggplant

34 cup chopped 14 teaspoon salt
sardines 1 cup softcrumbs
Brown onion in butter or margarine.
Add all other ingredients except
crumbs. Pour into casserole. Top with
crumbs. Bake in moderate oven
(350°F.) 20 minutes. Serves 4.

SPICY FRANKFURTERS

Y4 pound 15 cup ketchup
frankfurters 2 tablespoons vinegar
1 tablespoon flour 2 teaspoons sugar

2 tablespoons water 1teaspoon prepared
%§ cup water mustard

Cut frankfurters in half lengthwise.
Place in skillet. Combine flour with
2 tablespoons water. Add remaining
ingredients. Pour over frankfurters.
Cover; simmer 30 minutes. Serves 4.

BRAISED LIVER ROLLS

2 tablespoons 1 cup cooked rice

chopped onion 14 teaspoon salt
1 tablespoon butter  Few grains pepper

or margarine 4 \arge, thin slices
1 tablespoon chopped _ liver

parsley 2 toblespoons water
Brown onion in butter or margarine.
Add parsley, rice, salt, pepper.
Spread liver slices with mixture. Roll
up; skewer. Place in casserole with
water, Cover; bake in moderate oven
(350°F.) | hour. Serves 4.

STUFFED LAMB CHOPS
4 lamb chops %4 cup soft crumbs
2 tablespoons butter »§ cup grated
or margarine canned pineapple
cup chopped canned peaches
Have lamb chops cut thick with pock-
et in each. Melt butter or margarine;
add crumbs and fruit. Season to taste.
Stuff chops with this mixture; fasten
with toothpicks. Broil 10 minutes on
each side. Serves 4.

TOMATO SOUP SAVARIN
1can condensed  Milk
tomato soup !5 cup heavy cream
1tablespoon chopped chives

Combine soup with equal amount
milk (using soup can to measure).
Heat to boiling point, but do not
boil. Pour into oven-proof cups. Whip
cream, add chives. Place spoonful on
eachcup. Rununderbroilerto brown.
Serves 4.

CORNED BEEF HASHBURGERS
Chill can of corned beef hash several
hours. Remove from can; cut in 4 or
5 slices. Put slices in shallow casse-
role; cover generously with ketchup
or chili sauce. Bake in moderate oven
(350°F.) 15 minutes. Serve on halves
of toasted hamburger rolls. Serves 4.

i

Mrs. Charles Yocum of Yeadon, Pa.
SHE COOKS FOR 100l

Would you believe that the
blithe young person on the bi-
cycle runs a family, complete
with twins, and a busy hotel
kitchen? Here's how she de-
scribes herself:

‘“Married? OF course. Age? 36. Chil-
dren? Three darlings =twin girls, 5,
and another davghter, 10. Six
monthsofthe year I'm a typical sub-
urbanite — wash and iron, have
friends in fordinner and bridge, at-
tend P.T. A. meetings=in short, do
all the things that make up every-
day life for a wife and mother. The
other six months, my husband and
| run a seventy room hotel in a New
Jersey seashore resort. My part of
the job is the kitchen and dining
room, and | don‘t find it drudgery,
though | have cooked for over a
hundred many times.

“Your department in McCall’s is
a real challenge and inspiration to
me all the year around.

"’A sincere McCall booster,

Beryl Yocum”

Speaking of inspiration—
doesn’t that make you proud
of your sex? It does mel

A RECIPE INDEX

This month McCall’s
brings you all these:

STARTERS:

Créme Glacg = - - - - - - page 61
Crabmeat Diablo - - page 61
Tomato Soup Savarin - - - page 57

ENTREES:

Braised Liver Rolls - - - - page 57
Corned Beef Hashburgers - page 57
Spicy Frankfurters - - - - page 57
Stuffed Lamb Chops - - - page 57

VEGETABLES:
Eggplant Casserole - - - - page 57
Scalloped Tomato and

Cucumber = - - - . - - page 57
SALADS:
Chef‘s Salad Bowl - - - - page 49
Golden Globe Salad - page 49
Luncheon Salad Mousse - - page 61
Sunrise Salad - - - - - - - page 49
Tuna-Tomato Aspic- - - - page 49

SANDWICHES:

Asparagus Tip Rolls - - - page 48
Date-Nut Sandwiches - - - page 48
Gingerbread Fingers - - - page 49
Pumpernickel Sandwiches page 49
Savory Sandwich Fillings - page 49

DESSERTS:
Neopolitan Bavarian

Cream + -« <« <« - <« page 61
Plum Marlow - - - - - - - page 61
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IKE LILY PONs, Lawrence
Tibbett, and other celebri-
ties, Jack Dempsey has been
playing the new Confessions
game. Read what he “confesses™
... and have the fun of intro-
ducing the new game to your
friends. You can get a Con-
fession Game FREE. Twelve
Confession Sheets (20 surprising
questions) and directions on
how te play will be sent you for
the labels from 3 cans of Libby’s
Tomato Juice. Send your labels
in today! Libby, M¢Neill &
Libby, Dept. MC-5, Chicago.

9

JACK

MPSEY'

The tomato juice you’ll prefer! If youhaven't
tasted Libby’s you just don’t know how really wonder-

ful tomato juice can be. No
other kind tastes like Libby’s,
for no other is made the pat-
ented gentle press way. Fill up
a glass and sip it slowly. Savor
the smooth, full-bodied flavor
of this tomato juice, its glorious,
zestful tang. You'll taste the
difference gentle press makes!
Remember, too, that Libby’s
Tomato Juice, unlike some kinds,
is rich in essential Vitamin C.

CAN SIZES RANGING
FROM 14 TO 50 OUNCES
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TYPICAL FLORENCE VALUES!
OIL Range, five burners, large porcelained
oven, Fingertip Heat Control . . . . GAS
Range with Balanced Cooking Top—burn-
ers at each end. Large porcelained oven,
automatic heat control, smokeless broiler,
accessories. . . . . Both ranges have white
porcelain and full rock wool insulation.

FREE BOOKLET
Reliable Florence deal-
etseverywhere can help
you buy wisely, Ask your
dealer for a free copy of
“Let’s Look at Stoves,”
or mail us the coupoa.

The answer you hear most often
is that she rnows how to buy wisely.
In the purchase of a stove, wise
buying calls for special care. Beauty
and surface values are easily judged.
But efhcient burners, insulation, and
quality construction are also vital for
real satisfaction.

To help you buy wisely we asked
leading Home Economists what they
look for in stoves. Their advice, with
our study based on 66 years’ experi-
ence, are given in a new illustrated
booklet: “Let’s Look at Stoves.”

This booklet also shows 21 Florence
@il Ranges and Gas Ranges in styles and
sizes for every need and pocketbook. It
describes the famous Florence ¥ ickless
Burner which has done so much to im-
prove oil stoves. It shows the modern
ring-type gas burner used in Florence
Ranges for manufactured, natural and
bottled gas. All Florence burners give
“Focused Heat,” the feature that brings
extra value to Florence owners.

FLORENCE STOVE CO.,, Dept. E-6
Gardner, Mass.

Please send [ree booklet to s

I am interested in 0 Ol Ranges Gas Ranges O

L

IMAGE OF
LOUISE

[Continued from page 55]

say. It was what I had wanted for so
long—to be alone with Louise, and
somehow make things right between
us. There was so much I wanted to
tell her, so much I wanted to explain.
If I could have said to her, for in-
stance: “Louise, of all the girls in
Clinton, I had rather have you for
my friend. Maybe you know some of
the things I have hcard, but I want
you to know that none of them mat-
ter at all. T believe in you, Louise, and
knowing you has made me believe in
myself.” Because that is what I was
thinking, and if I could have said just
a little something of this, everything
might have been different. But then,
as always when I am deepest moved,
the words left me, and I was dumb.

T LAST she cleared her throat.
“Did—did you cver rcad the
Elsie Dinsmore books, Sarah?”

“Yes. Did you?”

“Well, some of them. I read Little
Women though.”

“Oh, and the Live Doll’s House
Party—do you remember that?”

“Yes, and Helew’s Babies?”

Outside, the wind kept up its evil
whining. The dry leaves clacked, and
the chains on the porch swing grated
harsh as rusty files. Nothing had
changed really. But here in the room
with Louise, I was suddenly no longer
afraid. Sceing her soft, disordered
curls shining in the lamplight, her thin
cheeks shining, and a radiance in her
eyes so blinding that it hurt you to
look, I forgot about this sinister
room. I forgot the girls at school,
the ugly things I had heard, my moth-
er and father, and the black, threat-
ening night. It was as though some-
thing inside of me swelled and
bloomed—as though I had miracu-
lously come to life, and for the first
time, loved and believed in the world,
and in living.

The thing I am trying to say is
that I understood, at last, why I want-
ed so much to be Louisc’s friend. She
made you believe in something. How
can I explain it? You feel these
things only when you are very young,
and usually it is like this—something
you cannot name. But the knowing is
there, and the wonder. And in a town
like Clinton, where innocence was a
challenge, where it was so much eas-
ier to hate than to love, and nobody
believed in anything, it was as if
Louise, sitting so clear and shining
before me, had suddenly held out her
hands in reassurance. I sat listening
to the malicious howling of the wind,
and I could have laughed aloud,
thinking how happy we were, and
how safe. . . . “But I didn’t like
Vanity Fair,” Louise was saying. “Be-
cause I can’t understand a woman
like Becky Sharp. She never seemed
real to me.”

“Well, maybe,” I said. “I mean, it
seems to me that lots of the girls I've
known are a little that way.”

“You are the only girl I've ever re-
ally known,” she said.

A little silence fell. I looked down
at my Friendship bracelet. “Louise,”
I said. “Look, Louise—listen. . . .”

“Yes, Sarah?” she said—and then
the doorbell rang!

The sound of it was like a load of
buckshot thundering through the
room. It seemed to catch Louise in
the heart. She looked as if she

couldn’t believe what had happened.
“Who can it be?”

“Do you want me—?"

“No. You stay here. I'll go.” She
drew in her breath, stood up, and
walked slowly through the hall. I
heard her stop at the door, open it,
and gasp, “Oh—hello!”

My father’s voice, then. “Is my
daughter here?”

But I was already running through
the hall. “Father! Aren’t you aw-
fully early?”

“We were worried about you,” my
father said. “And not without rea-
son, I see. Are you ready?”

In spite of myself, I looked at
Louise. There was no color in her
face, and her brown eyes were glazed.
I put my hand to my mouth. “Oh,
let me stay a while longer, Father!”

“Sarah, it’s after ten o’clock,” my
mother said, and her voice as cold
as steel. “Come upstairs at once!”

“But, Mother—!”

“Sarah, you heard what your moth-
er said!”

Without another word, they turned
and marched across the porch. 1
stood looking into the night, and the
wind went through me to my bones.
“Well,” T said, “I guess T'll have to
go, Louise.”

She said in a small, tight voice:
“It’s been nice having you, anyway.”

“Oh, Louise,” I said. “Goodbye!”

Up the steps I flew, my heart
pounding, and such a trembling in
my knees that I was afraid I would
fall before I could reach the top and
tell them, show them. . ..

My father was waiting for me at
the head of the stairs. He said in a
loud, distinct voice: “This settles it.
We are moving out of here tomorrow,
lcase or no lease.”

Downstairs, the front door closed
with a dull, heavy thud. Something
died in me, then. I went in my pitch
black room, and wept bitterly against
the wall,

T RAINED, in the night—a fierce,

driving rain that beat like stones
against the windows of the house.
Once I awoke, thinking I heard a
man laugh—Spike Hunter, T thought
—or was it only the vicious bellow of
the wind? I pulled the covers over
my head, and after a long time, I
went to sleep again.

But in the morning, it all came
back. Though it was no longer rain-
ing, there was a bleak, watery sky. A
deathly stillness lay on the air, and
not a sparrow sang. After breakfast,
I took my books and went slinking
down the stairs. I remember how I
crossed the Kimbroughs’ porch on
tiptoe, not daring to look, but hear-
ing cach heavy drop of water splash
from the swollen blinds

With my cyes lowered, I walked
slowly down the steps, and there at
my fcet lay a square of paper half
buried in a clot of gummy dirt.
Glancing furtively over my shoulder,
1 stooped and picked it up. It was
the picture of Louise’s nicce, with
only the soft, wounded eyes peering
out through the mud. I stood look-
ing at it, for a minute, and then 1
deliberately tore it into tiny pieces,
and flung them out in the street.

I don’t know what made me do it.
Maybe it was because I could never
return the picture to Louise, anyway.
Or it may have been that I just
couldn’t stand the sight of that face,
small and still with knowing, and
the thick mud splattered as if thrown
by an enormous hand in hatred. May-
be I thought by tearing the picture,
to forget all that had happened, and
to forget Louise. But nothing is ever
really ended. All the way to school, I
kept seeing thosc eyes, and even then,
I knew they were going to haunt me.



H#eze /s A REFRIG

THAT DOES MORE

PLENTY OF TASTE-FREE ICE CUBES

Crystal-clear ice cubes in 3 to 5 minutes
...all you want, when you want them
...pure, hard-frozen cubes that do not
give your beverages an ‘“off taste.”

FOOD BUDGETS GO FARTHER

With the assurance of complete food
protection you can buy in larger money-
saving quantities and take full advan-
tage of “‘specials’ when they areon sale.

&

LOOK FOR
THIS SEAL

Before buying
any refrigera-
tor, look on the
inside of the
daoor forthisSeal
of Approveal.

ERATOR

THAN JUST KEEP
FOODS COLD....

REAL ICE CREAM

Pure, rich, velvet-smooth ice cream—
free from crystals...you can prepare
it in just a few minutes and have it
all ready to serve in less than an hour.

NO COVERED DISHES

Vitalized, clean-washed air protects
foods against exchanging flavors. No
covered dishes are needed in the mod-
ern air-conditioned refrigerator.

A beautiful 1938 air-conditioned ice refrigerator like this ONLY $71.50
f. 0. b. factory. Other styles and sizes $49.50 to $94.50 f.o0.b. factory

By using ice in an entirely new way this new
type refrigerator gives foods the moisture
they need for protection against rapid dry-
ing out...and clean-washed vitalized air,
to guard them against the exchanging of
food flavors.

That is complete food protection. It is
available only in the air-conditioned ice re-
frigerator—because only ice is capable of
providing both proper moisture and air-
purification in addition to constant cold.

You will be amazed by the beauty of the
modern ice refrigerator. Its trim, graceful
lines, its gleaming white finish, its beautiful
chromium fittings will work wonders in the
appearance of your kitchen.

The new air-conditioned ice refrigerator
costs remarkably little—only about one-third
to one-half as much as any other type—you

can modernize practically your entire kitchen
with the saving.

It is built for a lifetime of trouble-free
service...no repairs...no noise...no defrosting.
And it is as economical to use as it is to buy—
so thrifty of ice that a single servicing lasts
three to five days or longer. In fact, a modern
ice refrigerator actually pays for itself in the
food andice it saves.

LOOK FOR THIS SEAL
Itis found only on gen-
uine air-conditioned ice
refrigeratorswhich con-
form to standards of
construction and per-
formance established
by the National Asso-
ciationof Ice Industries

Fzererntor — Cold ALONE Z] uoi'_efwugé ’

This Advertisingis sponsored by the Certified Members of the Ice Industries of the United States and Canada

Why wait another day to give yourself and
your family this comfort, protection and
economy? Get all the facts about this amazing
new-type ice refrigerator and the easy terms
on which it can be bought.

Talk to your Ice Service Man—or ’phone
your local Ice Company—today. Arrange to
have one delivered for a free trial right in
your own kitchen. It will convince you that
no other refrigeration can compare with a
modern air-conditioned ice refrigerator.
NATIONAL ASSOCIATION OF ICE INDUSTRIES

228 N. La Salle St., Chicago, Ill.
In Canada: 137 Wellington St. W., Toronto

LEARN ALL ABOUT THIS REMARKABLE

| ]
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" NEW 7t copdilimmed REFRIGERATOR
. MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY
m National Association of Ice Industries,
® 228 N. La Salle Street, Chicago, Ill.
] Without obligation send me full infor-
[ mation about the modern ice refrigerator.
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Milk bottle compartment that slides forward,
space for extra-tall bottles, roomy egg and fruit
baskets swung up out of the way of shelves

ish this

o

ice refrigerator

A storage tray that in its lower position will ac-
comodate even a leg of lamb. Among the other
features of this gas refrigerator is a fine arrange-
ment of hydrator and egg and fruit baskets

-

Especially designed to hold quick-frosted foods
is the wide freezing tray in this electric refriger-
ator, which also boasts a low temperature meat
storage compartment below' the freexzing unit



The two-position shelf of this electric refriger-
ator meets such unusual needs as chilling this
generous Luncheon Salad Mousse, And the fuil-
width egg and fruit basket has movable partitions

granted. We realize that modern methods of
refrigeration keep even very perishable foods like
milk and meat safe for long periods, but possibly for-
get the many ways cold may be used to give food that
extra fillip that tempts appetites jaded by the heat.
And we don’t mean only desserts. Any course of
any meal may be “cooked” in the refrigerator. A cold
main course may be just as robust as any stew that
ever simmered on a range. Take, for example, that
decorative mold you see above. We call it a salad
but it is full of calories as well as vitamins and all
those other essentials of sound meal planning.

LUNCHEON SALAD MOUSSE
6 tablespeons minced sweet

PERHAPS we take refrigeration too much for

1 tablespoon gelatine

6 tablespoons cold water pickles
6 tablespoons heavy cream 1V, tablespoons minced
14 cup mayonnaise or salad  parsley

14 tcaspoon salt

14 teaspoon paprika

1 tablespoon Worcestershire
sauce

dressing
1% cups cold minced lamb
1Y% cups cold minced ham

Sprinkle gelatine on cold water; dissolve over hot
water. Whip cream; combine with mayonnaise or
salad dressing. Fold in gelatine. Add remaining in-
gredients. Pour into mold which has been dipped in
cold water, Chill thoroughly. Unmold on lettuce.
Serve with French dressing and capers. Serves 4.

Or if it’s the first course that bothers you, try some-
thing like this on your delighted family. Tt’s decep-
tively hot in flavor and pleasantly cool to the palate.

CRABMEAT DIABLO

2 cups tomato juice 1 teaspoon prepared
114 cups cooked or canned horse-radish
crabmeat 1 teaspoon Worcestershire
Few drops tabasco sauce
1 teaspoon lemon juice

Freeze tomato juice in tray of automatic reirigerator
until mushy. Mix remaining ingredients; chill. Place
tomato frappé in bottom of sherbet glasses. Top
with crabmeat. Serves 4.

HOW TO BUY A REFRIGERATOR
Buy a refrigerator of amp'e size to meet
all your needs. If it is electric, be sure
operation is quiet, there is a minimum of
vibration, and that moving parts are sealed.
if it is ice, be sure ice capacity is ample; that ice cham-
ber is of rust-proof galvanized steel and scientifically
designed for proper flow of cold air; that drain is rust-

A door with shel provides i stor-
age in the above electric refrigerator for fruit,
eggs and small packages. One shelf also holds
three covered glass containers for left-overs

Or possibly soup is your problem. You might try
cold bortsch with sour cream, as the Russians make
it. Or this delicious chilled variation of leek and po-
tato soup, delicate in flavor but amazingly hcarty.

CREME GLACE

leek % cup light cream

1 small onion 1 teaspoon salt

1 tablespoon butter or 14 teaspoon celery salt
margarine Few grains pepper

2 medium-sized potatoes 14 cup hcavy cream

1 cup water 1Y% cups tomato juice

Y4 cup milk Chopped chives

Slice white part of leek; chop onion. Cook in butter
or margarine until light brown. Pare and slice pota-
toes; add with water to leek and onion mixture.
Cover; cook slewly 35 to 40 minutes (most of the
water will have evaporated). Press through tine sieve.
Add milk, light cream and seasonings. Bring to boil.
Let cool. Strain, add heavy cream. Chill. Combine
with chilled tomato juice. Top with chives. Serves +.

During the summer salads come close to being our
national dish. The ingredients may vary with locality
and supply, but the bhasic foundation is always the
greens, kept fresh and crisp by refrigeration. As a
matter of fact there is no more perfect accompaniment
to any meal than a green salad, zestful with watercress
and mustard, chicory and lettuce, tossed with a well-
seasoned French dressing.

Refrigerator desserts, whether frozen or chilled. are
always greeted with cheers. Bavarian creams are espe-
cially popular, being partyish yet easy. This one can
be varied with any fruits of contrasting color.

NEAPOLITAN BAVARIAN CREAM

114 tablespoons gelatine
37 cup cold water

2 tablespoons lemon juice
Few grains salt

9 tablespoons sugar

34 cup chopped stewed
apricots

34 cup chopped strawberries

1 cup heavy cream

proof and non-clogging. Whether electric, gas, kero-
sene, or ice—be sure of rust-proof shelves; good insula-
tion; door with plastic sealing strips and rubber gaskets;
interior with rounded corners and stain-resistant enamel
or porcelain. For ease in use look for adjustable and
sliding shelves; narrow bar spacing, safety stops on
shelves, cube and tray releases. And be sure the refrig-
erator is made by a well-established manufacturer.

An automatic device that releases any desired
number of ice cubes is one of the excellent fea-
tures of this electric refrigerator. As no warm
water is needed for release, cubes are full size

Sprinkle gelatine on cold water; dissolve over hot
water. Add lemon juice; salt. Add 4 tablespoons
sugar to apricots. Add 5 tablespoons sugar to straw-
berries. Add an equal amount of gelatine mixture to
each fruit. Whip cream; add one-half cream to apri-
cot mixture. Pour into mold which has been rinsed in
cold water. Chill. Add remaining cream to straw-
berry mixture. When apricot mixture is sct, pour
strawberry mixture on top. Chill until set. Unmold.
Serve with light cream to which a little sherry flavor-
ing has been added. Serves 8.

Just in case you feel. as most mothers do, that you
can’t have too many frozen dessert recipes, we’re in-
cluding one that’s easy to make and inexpensive.

PLUM MARLOW

14 pound marshmallows 34 cup heavy cream

1 cup milk Few grains salt

1 No. 2% can plums 1 tablespoon lemon juice
Melt marshmallows in milk over low heat. Cool.
Stone plums. remove skins; mash. Whip cream until
slightly thickened. Combine cream, marshmallow
mixture, plum pulp, salt, lemon juice. Freeze in tray
of automatic refrigerator. Stir once when partially
frozen. This recipe serves 8.

Of course you know the important role that re-
frigeration plays in the making of pastry, cookics and
rolls, all of which may be prepared in advance and
stored for future need.

Even though refrigeration is an everyday matter,
some care is required in order to get the utmost out
of your refrigerator. Here are a few rules as re-
minders. Wash inside of refrigerator weekly with
washing soda and water. Wash vegetables before
storing them. Remove all paper wrappings, which act
as insulation against the cold air. Kecp foods covered
to prevent picking up of odors. Defrost automatic
refrigerators when frost is 24 inch thick on the unit;
a thicker coating than that acts as insulation and
increases cost of operation. Keep ice compartment
and drain of ice refrigerator clean. Under no circum-
stances should food be kept in the ice compartment.

This is Miss Clara
Zillessenwho con-
tributed to this ar-
ticle her notable
experience with
refrigerator prob-
lems, gained as Advertising Man-
ager for PhiladelphiaElectric Co.

6l



62

“—~but I'm smart about shopping! I've found a better

d S r

Mother and Dad gave us six fine percale
sheets for “best.”” So I went shopping for
more, with the last few dollars of my allow-
ance. . . . Went to Blank’s first. . ..

o

Boh said, “Yes. my love, these new sheets
are modern marvels—but a young lawyer’s
salary gocs only so far.”” To which I replied,
“Quite . . . but I'm smart, you see! ...

Ir vou use and appreciate Cannon
towels — you'll know why to choose
Cannon sheets. Because they ofler dis-
tinctly better values, bring you better
service. There are three first-choice
sheets which carry the Cannon name:

For comfort with economy, Cannon
MusLiN. For years an accepted “first”
in its price-class, recognized leader
for long service at low cost. Cannon
MusLIN is purc white in tone, even in
weave, extra strong — [aithful in ser-
vice. Ttsells regularly at about $1.10.*

For luxury on a budget, discover
Cannon UTILITY PERCALE. This sheet

The girl showed me a new low-cost luxury
sheet—Cannon's Utility Percale. Fine,
smooth and strong—but lighter in weight,
saving laundry money every week!

They’re {ar smoother and softer than heavy
muslin sheets and give excellent wear. I
bought real percale comfort at almost muslin
cost . . . how do you like THAT?”

is definitely softer, smoother, stronger.
In step with modern ideas and ideals
of geod living, and priced about
$1.50* each. Percale slecep almost at
muslin cost!

The finest cotton sheet made, Cannon
CamBrILAWN! This is the sheet that
sets a new high in fabric quality. Now
sold, through Cannon economies, at a
price under $9* the pair in twin-size.

In brief, you can buy sheets like an
expert, by using the Cannon name as
your buying guide. Yeou’ll find the
Cannon label new on FINE MusLiy,
UriLity PERCALE and CAMBRILAWN.

#Prices slightly higher west of the Mississippi

Under the Cannon Banner — Cannon towels, sheets and a new Cannon line: women's full-
fashioned pure silk hosiery. Made by Cannon, to Cannon standards of style, service and value.

kind of sheet to buy . . . without asking for more money!”

OTHERWISE
KITTY SWIFT

[Beginning on page 24]

out of hand—pulled out in the hot-
test burst of the run and went off
somewhere on his leneseme without
asking permission. Then Arthur had
to look over something with the
M.F.H. for a few minutes and she
talked to me alone—and that’s where
you come into it, Mrs. Worthing.”

“T don’t see how—"

“You will; you will. She said she'd
had to stop kidding Arthur about the
girl, but as a real friend of his she
was getting seriously worried he might
make a fool of himself; he was al-
ready talking like one. ‘Fou know!’
she told me. ‘The usual man’s de-
fense—swears if he had a sister he'd
be glad to have this strip-tease girl
go about with her!” Told me Arthur
was now making the most extravagant
claims for her. had even gone so far
as to say she was a friend of yours.
Now do you sec hew you're in it,
Mrs. Worthing?”

“No,” Martha said. “I do not.”

H, YES, indeed, very much so,

dear lady. You see Sally doesn’t
want to ask you herself, of course; but
she’s convinced that if vou ever did
know the girl it was in your social
work among the lowly or—"

“What!” Martha’s tone was sharp.

“Oh, don’t blame me. Mrs. Worth-
ing! You see. now that Sally’'s taken
this motherly turn of saving Arthur
from wickedness. she wanted to know
of course and that's why she confided
in me. I told her you hadn’t men-
tioned knowing the girl during the
time I was with you that night, and
yet of ceurse it was most astounding
your being in such a place unless
you had some special reason. Sally
thought that if I happened to see yeu
and could work the talk round. of
course without bringing her in. so that
I could casually inquire if there were
any foundation for Arthur's wild
statements and—"

“Yes,” Martha said. “I think I now
understand indeed. Mr. Carlin! You're
cerrect in thinking T atlended Miss
Swift's performance for a special
reason. I've known her for years and
so has Arthur Whittling, naturally. as
it was I who introduced them.”

“What!" Chatty Carlin’s eyes
sparkled. “You don't mean it!”

“I'll be glad to have you tell Mrs.
Pensonby Nyc or anybody else.”
Martha went on. “‘Kitty Swift’ is
the stage name of a most lovely girl
I'm only too glad to call my friend.
What's more. Mr. Carlin. if you were
careful to speak only the truth when
you told me just now that you saw
her and Arthur Whittling under ‘ten-
der circumstances” at a lunch table—"

A STREAMLINE
BANQUET-10c

For graduation festivities.
All planned from invita-
tions and decorations
right through to a pro-
gram and special menu.

Send stamps to

THE MODERN HOMEMAKER,
McCALL'S, DAYTON, OHIO.

“Oh. dear me, yes! No doubt of
it. Just after a kiss, I'm positive.”

“In that case,” Martha said, and
she rose in anger, “'I haven't a doubt
that they're engaged to be married.
Miss Swift isn’t a girl who’d be doing
that kind of thing otherwise.”

“No>” Herose too, and stared, in-
credulous. “Youdon’t mean to say—"

“T do mean to say!” Martha said
hotly. ‘“I've every reason to think
Mr. Whittling’s interest in her is as
honorable as it should be if he’s a
gentleman; and he is one.”

“Yes, of course, but—"

“He 1s,” Martha said sternly. “My
husband called the night club man-
ager on the telephone the day after
we werc there and expressed a wish
that Miss Swift shouldn’t thereafter
be obliged to remain for the dancing
when her performance was over. The
manager said that had already been
arranged by another gentleman. Ex-
cept myself. Arthur’s the only person
in town who knows her; so it was he.
1 think you can’t go to Mrs. Penson-
by Nve too quickly. Mr. Carlin. to
tell her that this lady is indced a
friend of mine.”

“I'm afraid you mean I'm te go
now,” the smiling young man said.

“Yes. if you please; I have an ap-
pointment. Good day. Mr. Carlin!”

“QOuch!” he murmured to himself
as he got into his car at the verandah.
“How many places I'm getting thrown
out of nowadays!” He swung round
toward the long driveway, going
slowly, and had abruptly a surprise
so acute that he felt his spine chili
with the sheck of it. In the field
beyond the bordering white fence of
the driveway two people were stand-
ing together, attended by a restless
chestnut horse. Kitty Swift herself
and of all men in the world—Penson-
by Nye!

So that was why Pensonby Nye
had “pulled out without permission.”
Was it a “date”” There was noth-
ing in the two attitudes to betoken a
chance meeting of casual acquaint-
ances; on the contrary, there was
everything that cxpressed intimacy
and the emotional climax of a long.
absorbing conversation. Mrs. Worth-
ing had just been paying a tribute to
Kitty Swift's character, speaking of
her as a levely girl, a lady:; and it
might very well be that Kitty Swift
had once been those things. But girls
frem Gilded Hecls, though, if they'd
ever been that way, weren't likely to
remain so-—not very! This was too
wonderful!  First Arthur Whittling
and now Pensonby Nye. Kitty Swift
and Arthur Whittling. Kitty Swift
and Pensonby Nye!

Unnoticed by the two absorbed
people in the ficld, young Mr. Carlin
drove down the driveway and turned
his car toward town. He wouldn’t
carry this bon-bon to Sally imme-
diately—not until after he'd been to
the Gilded Heel. He had an inspira-
tion to hold a lavish conversation
with the manager of the night club.

HAT evening, by the fireside.

George Worthing shook his head
reflectively when his wife finished tell-
ing him of her afternoon. “I'm afraid
yvou went too far. Martha. when you
told Carlin you were sure Whittling
and Julia are engaged. I don’t think
you had enough to go on for that.”

“Perhaps not.” she admitted. "I
was so furious, though, I'd have said
anything. Anyhow, I'm sureit’s true.”

She went on to explain her convic-
tion that Julia and Arthur had been a
long time secretly engaged, waiting
better days, and informed her hus-
band of her intention to promote
Julia’s happiness.

““She let the wall down today in all
but one spot, George,” Martha said.



“She was only reserved when we
spoke of Arthur; so that means the
other night she was a little afraid of
me—afraid for his sake that I might
be too talkative. Of all people she’'d
happened to run into Pensonby Nye
on the way here; said she thought he
was very nice—and I'm sure he is,
too. if he'd only make his wife let
other people’s property alone!”

“Make her? The man isn't born
who can make certain kinds of ladies
let anything alone.”

“I'd like to stick a dozen long pins
into Arthur Whittling!" Martha cried.
“First, for letting Julia wait and
wait, eating her heart out and too de-
voted and too proud not always to say
to him quickly and cheerfully, ‘Oh.
no, of course we can't he married
now, dear; you mustn't think of it!”
Second. I'd like to stick 'em in him
for being so impressionable that any
pretty woman can make him think
black’s white. Third. I'd like to do
it for letting that woman just now be
Mrs. Pensonby Nye! George. it's the
most touching thing to see Julia's loy-
alty to him—her protecting him from
anybody’s thinking he could be in-
volved in any way with ‘Kitty Swift.’
shunting off any reference to him and
cven his knowing her; that’s when the
wall goes up again. It came down en-
tirely just once, though, while she
was here.”

“Yes? How'd you do that. Mar-
tha?”

“I didn’t!” she said. “I just
couldn’t resist mentioning vour calling
up that place on her account to see
she wouldn’t have to dance with any
more Ponzis, and then I couldn’t help
saying we were really pleased that
Arthur'd been beforehand with us and
I was glad he'd been so thoughtful.
George, she blushed like a rose—she
had the prettiest look! She said yes.
it was like him. and you should have
heard the tone of her voice and scen
her eyes. Think of just a little kind-
ness on his part being able to make
such a girl look like that! I asked
her to come out here and stay with us
the rest of the time she’s in town.”

“Good enough,” he said. “Is she

coming?

O. SHE wouldn’t. I laughed and

asked her if she was too proud.
and she laughed too: but I saw she’s
only willing to know us incognita. so
to speak. because she thinks Arthur’d
have to come here to see her and that
would be more or less openly ac-
knowledging his interest in her. That’s
her real reason: she’s afraid he'd be
cmbarrassed. She said it was be-
cause she was leaving so soon. day
after tomorrow night. Saturday: and
then I pressed her a little and found
she hasn’t any other professional en-
wagement until week after next. so I
asked her to spend next week with us.
resting; but she wouldn’t do that.
cither. Said no, she had to hurry off
to Ncw York to sec about some new
costumes; but of course that wasn't
the reason. I'm sure I could sec she
thought it'd been a mistake coming
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here, on Arthur’s account, and she
was going to get away as soon as she
could—to relicve him.”

“Youknow,” George Worthing said
slowly. “I don’t believe I think very
much of that young man.”

She shook her head. frowned and
then looked compassionate. “No: but
he’s naturally sunny and kind and not
many young men can stand being
quite as attractive as he is. He's in
a hard position and can't get out of
it without being more ruthless than
it's in Arthur's nature to be.”

N THIS analysis the acute Mrs.

Worthing was accurate.  Arthur
couldn’t bear to hurt anybody: lcast
of all could he bear to hurt ladies
who adored him. and Mrs. Nye. mare-
over. didn’t intend to let him hurt her
if she could help it. She realized now
that she could he hurt indeed: the
passion of jealousy that of late pos-
sessed her warned her that her feel-
ing for Arthur was the deepest she’d
ever known. Yet what could she do
to make herself safc with so plastic
and variable a lover.

For that matter. what could a wom-
an do to keep her lover faithful if her
foolish husband remained hopelessly
devoted no matter what she did to
make him otherwise? Nootie! In
that ignominious attachment of his
lay Sally Nye's despair of being ever
able to act freely. She chafed never
more bitterly than upon the morning
of the day after the last hunt of the
season. She spent some of her ill
humor upon the middle-aged servant.
Upner. when he came into her dress-
ing-room. as she sat at breakfast
there, and began to bother her with
what appeared to he a stupidly un-
necessary detail.

He offered for her inspection a
sheet of notepaper that had been
crumpled and afterward smoothed.
“Looking over the trash I found this,
Madam.” he explained. “\r. Nye's
off on his morning ride and I thought
perhaps you might wish to decide
whether he'd care to have it pre-
served or net. The maid. Nettie. is
very careless. She was doing the li-
brary and claimed this was in the
wastebasket at Mr. Nye's desk: but
he may have left it on his desk. in-
tending to keep it. and then when Net-
tie opened the window it might have
blown to the floor and Nettie just
crumpled it up and brought it out
with the other waste paper. She's
entirely thoughtless in such matters.”

“Blockhead!” Mrs. Nye said. not
meaning Nettie. “Upner. have you
any brains at all> What on earth do
vou think I care about what blows
off Mr. Nve's desk?” Then she had
an uncomfortahle thought that made
her angrier. “Are you in the habit
of looking over all the torn up and
crumpled papers that go out in the
wastebaskets?”’

“Not when they're of a private na-
ture. of course. Madam.”

“Indeced? I suppose you can tell
that without examining them?”

Upner's self-respect seemed to in-
crease. "I can only be careful to sec
that nothing of value is mislaid or
mistakenly carried out of the house.
Mrs. Nye.”

“So? Then this crumpled paper
yvoure bothering me about is valu-
able. is it®"

“I thought Mr. Nve might wish
it kept. It seems to be of a literary
turn and I—"

“What ! she cried. and impatiently
took the sheet of paper from him.

Upner appeared to be right about
her hushand’s having turned literary.
though both mistress and man made
the mistaken inference that the turn
was recent. \What Pensonby Nye had

[Continucd on page 64]

OUR JIMMY WAS
SIX MONTHS OLD REFORE
HE GOT VEGETABLES !
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DR. BAIN SAYS TO START
VEGETABLES MUCH BEFORE

THAT. THESE BABY FOODS

OF LIBBY'S ARE SPECIALLY

AR

ables and other solid foods.

Ask your doctor when to start yawr baby on

PREPARED FOR TINY BABIES.

You can feed Libby’s Baby Foods before
strained food}\. .. LIBBY’S ARE

All baby foods

are strained . . . but
only Libby's are first
strainad and then
HOMOGENIZED

In Special
Combinations

Each tin of Libby's
Baby Foods contains
three or more foods—
noc just ope—to make
it easy and economical
to give baby a more
varied diet at each
solid food feeding.

\ EXTRA EASY

TO DIGEST!

e Doctors call vegetables protective
foods—they supply minerals and vita-
mins that babies need for rich blood,

= =2 firm flesh, sound bones.

AndLibby’sBaby Foodsarespccially
prepared forinybabies. Mothers every-
where are starting babies on them as
carly as three months o flen even carlier!

They're differentf rom strained foods,

6 NOURISHING COMBINATIONS

these baby foods of Libby's. They

can be safely fed at a younger age.

1 Poas, beets, asparagus tips

First Libby’s Baby Foods are strained
(like all baby foods) and then Libby uses

Pumpkin, fomoloss, string beant

a seeind process—special homogeni-
zation —that breaks food cells into

Carrots, spinoch, peas

smaller particles. Nutriment is made
extra casy for babies to digest.

Careol combination—whaole m ilk,

2

3

4 | o bean meal
B

Prunes, pinsapple juice, lemon juice

whole wheat,

% An exclusive Libby process that com-
plecely breaks up cells. fibers and starch
particles, and releascs nutriment for easier
digestion. L. S. Pat. No. 2037c29.

FREE...New Baby Booklet

Libby. Mc Neill & Libby
Vg Diept. MO, Chivago

Grow Big and Strong. ™

6 Soup—vegetables, chicken livers, borley

Pleasc send me, without charge,
the new bookler, "'Helping Baky

Namee =

Addres

Stutte

Girocer’s Nume_

The rcefreshing

Tender gums like Lavoris. ..
it soothes denture irritation

mouthwash and gargle
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WALT DISNEY'S Stincess
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You'll whistle as you work
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They are smooth and silken soft
And they wash snow-white with ease

And they're easy on your budget
For they’re inexpensive, too.
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When you see Snow White and her Seven Dwarfs in the stores,
let them remind you to stock up on Indian Head Sheets now!
Prices are so low today you will be wise to buy for the future.

INDIAN HEAD CLOTH
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sive yet remarkably long-wearing. You are
being offered a substitute unless each yard
has the name Indian Head on the selvage.

Nashua Blankets
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warm. inexpensive and woven for longer
wear. Some are extra long (71 feet).
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written in pencil upon one side of
the paper now in his wife’s hand had
been an inspiration many months ear-
lier. after he'd been standing out-
doors on an August night, while his
wife made gay within the house. Now
she read the woeful verses.

Ah, vou that move in fiery grace
To scorch my heart and eyes
With beauty burning in the night,

If I come near, it dies!

Thus am I left but half consumed
To watch you still, and lie

All withered on the darkened lawn
How cold your fire goes by!

To Sally Nye, impatient and loth
to think at all of her husbhand, the
verses meant nothing except a futile
poetasting probably aided by a carafe.
“So you thought this was worth
bothering me with, did you, Upner?”
she asked.

“There's a pencil memorandum on
the other side, Madam.”

She turned the sheet of paper over
and saw written, “Seligcroft Hotel—
tel. McKinley 7547.”

Coming home at twilight from his
walk with Julia, Pensonby Nye had
gone o his desk at once and written
this information, given him when he
asked her, just as they parted, if he
mightn’t sec her again before she
went away. Then he happened to no-
tice that he’d used the first bit of
paper that came to his hand as he
groped in his desk in an unlighted
room, saw what was on the other
side; and, not pleased to remember
the single effort of his life to make
his sorrows into poetry, he'd crumpled
the paper, tosscd it in the waste-
hasket. He could remember the
Scligcroft Hotel very well without a
memorandum. His wife also remem-
hered it quite as well as he did. The
airy Carlin had mentioned it as the
scene of Arthur’s lunch with Miss
Kitty Swift.

She looked thoughtfully at Upner.

“This paper’s of no 1mportance what-
ever. Why did you think it was?”

“Because sometimes things are
thrown out and afterwards inquired
for, Madam. I didn't want to be re-
sponsible in case.”

*S0?” She was skeptical. but mere-
ly told him to take away the break-
fast things.

E OBEYED, and. when he'd gone,

she noticed that he'd left the
sheet of paper upon the table. thus
seeming to insist passively upon its
significance.  Why had the man
brought her this? Had he guessed that
Nye's poem and the memorandum of
an address and a telephone number
might imply something compromising
to her hushand?> Had Upner brought
the thing to her as a tentative ap-
proach, hoping perhaps that it might
open a way toward something more
confidential, something lucrative? If
so, mightn’t Upner very probably play
both ends as well as one? If he tried
this shot in the dark with her,
wouldn’t he just as hopcfully go to
her husband with something of hers
that he gucssed—or knew!—to be
compromising? Very likely; but what
if he did> He wouldn’t be listened
to, and anyhow what had she ever to
fcar from Nootie?

Beginning to dress for the morn-
ing. she had a thought that expressed
itself in abrupt brief laughter. \Why
had her husband made a note of that
cheap hotel> Heard something? Go-
ing to investigate and bring her the
news that Arthur had lunched there
with Kitty Swift> Going to show
Arthur up as a delinquent side of the
triangle?> Comedies of the Restora-
tion presented no funnier husband
than that would make hers!

Mr. Carlin arrived, downstairs, be-
fore she finished dressing, and she
murmured, “Oh, damn!” when told
he was there. Then she perccived
that his coming at nine in the morn-
ing had a significant eagerness. She
went down the stairs with some eager-
ness of her own.

“Well, what about it?” she asked.
“You've seen fusty Martha?”

“Yes. and she backs Arthur up;
but that's nothing at all, dead news.”
he said excitedly. “Wait till you
hear! \Vait, wait, wait!” He became
as voluble as a schoolgirl in dormi-
tory confidences. What he had on
his chest was too piquant, too lus-
cious; he must tell somebody quickly
or perish. and she of all the world
was the one appropriate listener,
qualified firstly by her marvelous
scnse of comedy, secondly by her
legal relation to Nootie, and thirdly
by her divinely humorous attitude
to that extraordinary man.

“Extraordinary? Nootie?” Sally
asked. “IWhere'd you get that idea?”

HE young man insisted. Wait till

she heard! Nootie was developing,
oh, developing as amazingly as uncx-
pectedly. “It's these quiet never say-
nothing boys that blow up with the
loudest bang when you're not look-
ing,” Mr. Carlin explained joyous-
ly. “A date! Your own meek, leashed
and harncssed Nootie, on my soul T
caught him in the midst of it! A
date—and with whom, dear lady? Oh.
yes, coming out of woods and fields
far from human habitation and stand-
ing in a posture of tensity with—oh.
vou couldn’t guess, not possibly, nev-
eri—just nobody at all except the
very lady in question, Miss Kitty
Swift of the Gilded Heel!”

Sally was puzzled. “What? You
say you saw them?> When?”

He told her; pointed out the rele-
vance of Nye's having ridden from the
hunt without explanation, and in-
quired what such an affair was to be
called if not a “date.” “But wait,
still wait!” he insisted. “There’s more
to come and it fits in like the last
piece in a picture-puzzle. Sometimes
I fairly love myself!” he said.

“Don’t chatter so much; get ahead
if you've anything morc to tell.”

Undiscouraged. he made his narra-
tive elaborate, gave details of his call
upon fusty Martha and repeated with
unction what she'd said of Kitty
Swift and of Arthur. Sidelong, he
watched Sally Nye sharply as he told
her of Martha's belief that an actual
engagement to marry was concerned.

*Just the woman to think so. fusty
Martha!” she said. “That all?”

“Murder, no! we're coming to the
cream.” Fusty Martha’d told him.
he said, how Arthur had interfered
to make Kitty Swift's week at the
Gilded Hecl decenter, saved her from
dancing with the Ponzis and suchlike.
and so of course that did look like
seriousness on Arthur’s part; but just
afterward, when Mr. Carlin’s own
eyesight had astounded him but nev-
ertheless convinced him of Nootic’s
date, a new thought sprang to life.
Hc'd driven at once to the Gilded
Heel and found it locked. Returning
later, he'd spent the evening, and in-
deed two-thirds of the night in that
smelly night club—
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“Oh, get on, get on!” Sally Nye
said. “What’s all this chattering?”

“Took me all that time to get hold
of vour fat friend. the little dirty
man,” Carlin explained. The place, it
appeared. was this week doing a roar-
ing business and the little dirty man
couldn't afford to pause and talk. even
for real money. until after his show
was over and Miss Swift departed.
Then at last a substantial gift had
made him confidential. No it wasn't
Mr. Worthing who had actually fixed
up the matter of Miss Swift’s con-
tract, annuling a certain clause in it,
though he tried. Another big citizen
had been beforechand. “Then T got
it out of him!” Chatty Carlin cried.
“Who? Darling, you'll screech! He
whispered it—DMTr. Pensonby Nye!”

“What?”

“Your Nootie, Sally. your Nootie!
He got hold of the little dirty man
first thing Tuesday morning. and did
it. Man wouldn't tell me what it cost!
Aren’t you screeching, Sally?”

There was a gleam in her blue eye;
but she wasn't screeching. She knew
she'd given Carlin a treat the other
day when he'd walked in during her
quarrel with Arthur; she didn't intend
to repeat it. “Hop home.” she said.
“I think you're the silliest little fellow
I ever knew.”

“Cheater!” Carlin thought. as he
left the house. “Lets me wear my-
<elf out building a stage for her; then
she won't act. Cheater!”

ALLY NYE'S feeling, when she

left him. was not unlike that of
His Majesty George the Fourth. great
beau, when he first heard that his
wife. the despised Queen. had heen on
a lark with a valet. Sally wanted Nye
to be guilty and even more than that
she wanted Kitty Swift to be guilty.
so that she could he shown up to
Arthur Whittling for what she was.
Sally didn't nced to persuade herself
that Kitty Swift was a tough girl. no
matter how “nice” she might have
seemed when Arthur and that goose
of a Worthing woman had previously
known her; girls didn't lead the life
Kitty Swift did in slum night clubs
and stay “nice.” Thus Mr. Carlin's
news should have brought pure de-
light to the astonished grateful ear,
and yet Sally's first feeling. like King
George's. was a sense of being mari-
tally insulted.

As soon as she was upstairs she
went to her dressing-room and to the
table where she'd left the hit of pa-
per Upner had hrought. Yes, “Selig-
croft Hotel—tel. 7547” meant Kitty
Swift. What did the verses mean?
Impatiently, when she'd read them,
Sally’d thought the lightning-bug non-
sense was some sort of love complaint
against herself; but now, reading
again, she thought of Kitty Swift.

“Ah, vou that move in fiery grace
To scorch my heart and eycs
With heauty burning in the night—"

Kitty Swift whirling on the stage
of the Gilded Heel; “beauty burning
in the night.,” afire with sparkling
parnet spangles: Was that what the
fool meant?> What did he mean about
“withering on the lawn” and “How
cold your fire goes by"? XNothing
simpler. The girl had been holding
him off—at least for a day or two.
That was good practice among the
shrewder of her kind, of course.

The three items—her husband's
“date” with Kitty Swift, his bribery
on her behalf, and his poem—con-
vinced Sally. Their cumulative evi-
dence left but one conclusion: her
husband wasn't trying to show up
Arthur as she'd thought. She knew
that ignominious hushands, no matter
how slavish. usually did in time look

[Continued on page 66)
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this new menu starring
CANNED SALMON FRISCO

Jellied Consomme

Salmon Frisco
Chopped Buttered Beets
Hot Biscuits

Asparagus and Lettuce
French Dressing

Strawberry Shortcake with Whipped Cream

Coffee

Salted Crackers

Green Peas

Butter

Salad

BY CAROLYN EVANS

Here's hearty good eating . . . man-style.
So low in cost there’s money to spend on
added treats! And it gives you all these

nutritional values:

The big job of any main dish is to supply
protein for the repair of bodily tissues.
Few foods compare with Canned Salmon as
an abundant source of essential protein!

Canned Salmon gives you minerals that
help build sound teeth, strong hones. Vita-
mins A and G; sunshine vitamin D. And

iodine, which helps to prevent goitre.

Take advantage of the special values in
Canned Salmon that food stores are featur-
ing right now. And send for free booklet
of easy new salmon recipes, menu ideas.
Address: Canned Salmon Industry, Dept.
C-4, 1440 Exchange Bldg., Seattle, Wash.

Our greatest food
from the sea

CANNED SALMON

Drain,flaketwo
1-1b. cans of
salmon, season
with salt, pep-
per, 2 tbsps.
melted butter,
Place half of
salmon in but-
tered square ;
baking dish ¢
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2
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= Simedium-thick

-\.i eream sauce,

Mix 12 cups
cooked, chop-
ped macaroni
with 15 eup

Ya cup grated
cheese, and 1
cup chopped
green pepper

Spread maca-
|roni mixture
| over salmen in
|baking dish;
add remaining
salmon, and
pack firmly. |
Bake in hot
even (425° T.)
for 25 minutes

¢ 8

Loosen edges
and turn out
on a hot plat-
ter, Serve
> with chopped

butteredbeets
and buttered
peas and lem-
on wedges.
Serves 6
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clsewhere and she'd often hoped that
her own would do that; but. now it
secmed he had. she was angry, hated
him for it. This was because she
cared deeply. as she had told Arthur,
for public opinion. She wasn't going to
have people saying she'd got rid of an
innocent husband; on the other hand.
it wasn't bearable to let them think
him able to look aside from her. Yet
il they knew the truth of the matter,
she thought—that he was involving
himself in a low intrigue with a night
club girl—his position would be odi-
ous enough and her own admirable.
Who could say then that she wasn't
free to take her happiness, and right
to take it—and Arthur? Most fortu-
nate of all. here was the means to
prove to Arthur the truth about the
girl he'd :0 maddeningly defended.

With that, sincerely self-righteous,
Sally was angry and glad and de-
termined: her eyes were bright as
she went to the telephone in her room.
She lifted the instrument. but had a
thought and didn't respond to the dis-
tant operator’s question. “Darn tele-
phones all over the house!” she
whispered. thinking of Upner and
perhaps others of her “staff” who
might enjoy “listening-in.” She didn't
use that telephone; instead. she drove
to the nearest suburban pay station
and from there called Arthur at his
club. “Won't your news wait>” he
responded plaintively. “It's not ten
o'clock. I'm just up and I really
ought to get down to the factory for
a while.”

He was interrupted fiercely. “What
factory? Kitty Swift? What do you
want to prove to her?”

Arthur succumbed. It was the only
thing he could do. he felt; and he'd
send Julia some more flowers. He'd
sent her some after the hunt yester-
day. because he had engagements for
the cvening. teo. Flowers every day
would keep Julia thinking he was
thinking of her; and, indeed, he was.

HE big box of them. from the flo-

rist’s next door to the club, reached
Julia not twenty minutes later, bring-
ing new fragrance to her room and a
sinking to her heart. “Docs that mean
I'm not going to see him today—all
day?—all cvening. too?—like yester-
day—and I'm going away tomorrow
night!™ It was hard to be this near
him and not see him.

She opencd the envelope that came
with the flowers. “Confounded meet-
ing Furniture Co. directors,” he'd
written. May keep me hours and
hours. Hope to call you sometime in
the afternoon—maybe we could dine
together AW

Food Tricks for Spring

Sandwich Secrets —10c. For picnics
and back yard supper parties.
Party Drinks —=10c. Tail fruit drinks;
also recipes for ice cream sundaes.
Salads —10¢. Cool, new combinations.
Refrigerator Recipes —10c. Make
summer meals interesting with frozen
desserts and salads.
For ony of these send stamps to

THE MODERN HOMEMAKER,
McCALL'S, DAYTON, OHIO.

“Hope to call you,” she thought.
If he could only “hope to” telephone
to her, the chance that maybe they
could dinc together scemed small and
dim. Someonc clse could do more
than hope to call her. as it hap-
pened; and she was still staring at
Arthur's card when the bell clattered.

“I's Pensonby Nye,” the voice
said. “Am I interrupting anything or
disturbing you in any way? . .. Then
I'm trying to take you up on what
you said yesterday afternoon—your
willingness to sce me again before you
leave here. Can you—this morning?

Thank you. Would you mind
coming out to the country, not far
from where we happened to meet yes-
terday? . . . Very well. After you
leave the 'bus follow the same path
yvou did yesterday. I'll meet you
when you get about haliway to wherc
vou ran into the hunt. That'll be
soon after eleven . .. Thank you.”

ULIA wasn't glad to be going to

meet this fellow-slave.butshe felt a
sharp compassion for Mrs. Nye's hus-
hand and liked him; she went willing-
ly. When they met, she shook hands
with him quickly. “Here [ am!”

He was businesslike. “The ground's
still hard—if you don’t mind crossing
a field or two.” he said, turning north-
ward at once: and she went with him.
“It’s just beyond that grove yonder.
I'm taking vou to the Hunt Club. T
couldn’t think of any better place. 1
have a car coming to take you back
to town, and when the hunting sca-
son's over, as it is now, nobody cver
comes near the clubhouse until after-
noon. I thought I'd better not come
to your hotel. as this is a talking town
and I'm a married man. I musin't
risk compromising you.”

“Me?" she said. and laughed. “It's
you that run all the risk. If you'rc
once secn with Kitty Swift—"

“No,” he interrupted. "You're Miss
Monroe.” He spoke authoritatively.
and she didn’t argue. They climbed
a rail fence. crossed a ficld. passed
through a grove of tall old trees and
came into an open broad yard wherc
stood a ncat. green-shuttered old
farmhouse. “This is the club.” Nve
said. “At this time of day therc’ll be
nobody about at all.”

He opened the front door: they
entered a large room, remodeled into
a club lounge. Nye crossed the room,
opened a door in the farther wall.
“We'll go in here” he said. “It's
pleasanter, anyhow.” They went into
a comfortable little room where therc
were easy-chairs and a coal tire burn-
ing in the grate. Julia sat down by the
fire. He stood and warmed his hands
for some moments. then spoke ab-
ruptly. “Of course I know why you
came. Miss Monroe.”

“Yes,” she murmured.

“You want to be sure about Whit-
tling.” he said. “You can't be surc
how much he cares about you until
you know how much he cares about
my wife. That depends on what you
mean by ‘caring.” I know what you
mean by it if you apply it to yvourself.
Miss Monroe. Then it mecans the
man's your angel even if he comes
to be a fallen one; but if you're using
the word about Whittling’s feeling
for my wife I don’t think it has that
foolish generosity. I think he's the
kind of young man casily fascinated
by having a fascinating woman in
love with him; and she is in love with
him. That’s what vou've got to face
—and you can face it.”

“Can I?”

“Yes,” he said. “Put you at a
fence and you take it. An underbred
strain in horses or human beings make
‘em quit. You haven't got a hint of
it. T knew that Monday night by the

[Continucd on page 68}
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As you “dress your table for summer,”
remember the host of simple, refreshing com-
binations with Canned Hawaiian Pineapple.

Your recipe file surely contains dozens of
salad suggestions using this delectable fruit,
to say nothing of those salads whose flavor
you can so easily improve just by adding
Pineapple—Sliced, Crushed or Tidbits.

Pineapple is a happy thought in fruit

GREET SUMMER WITH...
~a fruit cocktail o f Pineapple Tidbits, fresh
raspberries or strawberries, sprinkled with
sugar and minced mintleaves, chilled well.
—a salad bow!: crisp greens, slim green
wedges of avecado, half slices of Pineapple,
fresh fruits,and fruit juice French dressing.
—a platter of cold meats and potato or
macaroni salad, garnished with chilled

Pineapple slices or Crushed Pineapple in-

thick, peeled cucumber slices, hollowed
out to form cups. A grand buffet service.
—open-face sandwiches of cream cheese
with drained Crushed Pineapple, a little
mayonnaise, and a dash of Tabascosauce.
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cocktails, too—and in so many standard
desserts and pastries. For a real treat, make
a habit of Crushed Pineapple on ice cream
—it’s simply done and simply delicious!

Good for you, too, Canned Hawaiian
Pineapple supplies vitamins, food-iron and
copper, reinforcing alkalinity and natural

sugars —just a few more reasons why it

should be your favorite fruit this summer!
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hearty way you went at your work.
There were my wife and Whittling
right under your eyes. plain as day.
You saw it and didn't flinch from
your job. We're so placed that we
ought to be of use to cach other. and
if we fail it’'ll be my fault. because
I'm not so clean bred as you.”

“Why do you say that?”

He laughed and for a moment
straightcned his shoulders. “I've tak-
cn to stooping this last year or so.
The truth is I'm getting a little bit
whipped. I've got a job of my own;
but I don’t stick to it as yvou do to
yours. I'm an enginecr and I like the
work. Until I fell in love with Sally
I cared more about it than about any-
thing clse in the world. Yesterday you
couldn’t tell me how to get my wife
back; but today perhaps you can tell
me how to get back to my work. You
keep at your own. so you ought to
be able to tell me that.”

“I can,” Julia said. “Need to eat,
Mr. Nye.”

E LAUGHED. “I'm afraid Sally'd
have to need to eat. because as
long as she doesn’t I'd still be follow-
ing her, starving. Last time I got back
seriously to my office she decided on
Egypt. Summers in England had becn
plcasant, too; but if you leave your
oftice from three to five months every
now and then. what becomes of your
work? For the last few years when
she hasn't wanted to go away, it's usu-
ally been because she was cxcited
about somchody here. and how do
you concentrate with that going on?
Yes, I'm afraid I've been getting a
little bit whipped. I wouldn't be talk-
ing this way even to you if I weren't.”
“You can talk to me any way vou
like.” Julia told him quickly. “I'll talk
to you that way, too. About work.
Mr. Nye. you ncedn't lose any self-
respect because you're not doing
yours. I do mine because I've got to.
You’d like to do yours: but you can’'t
because your wife nceds your pro-
tection. Arthur doesn’t need my pro-
tection—"
Nye interrupted. “But you wish he
did.”
“Yes—1I'd change places with you.”
She looked into the fire. “Being will-
ing to change places isn't getting us
anywhere very fast, is it? It'll be a
pity if we can't be any use to each
other, Mr. Nyc.”

“Yesterday,” he reminded her,

‘“you said we were—a little.”

“Yes. I know. It's true. too.” She
looked up at him again. more bright-
ly. “Would this bhe the right picture
of you and me? I see two sailors fall-
en into the sea in mid-ocean from

two different ships that have sailed on
out of sight, while the two sailors.
miles apart. keep on swimming, still
alive but that's all. Finally by chance
they come in sight of each other, so
they swim toward each other; and
then they'd swim along together.
wouldn’t they? They couldn’t help
each other; but at lcast they’d be a
little brightened up by knowing the
ocean wasn’t empty, wouldn't they?”

“Yes,” Nye said. “Until one be-
came exhausted and the other tricd to
help him; then they'd both drown—
probably still a little brightened up by
drowning in company. That’s our
best help for each other, is it?”

“Yes, for each other,” she an-
swered. “We seem to be the two
crumbling sides of a quadrangle, Mr.
Nye. The other two sides might be
better off if we crumbled entirely.”

“Better off? Would they?”

“Don’t you think so?” she asked
in a low voice. “I told you Arthur
Whittling cares for me—some; but
the poor boy's really ashamed of me,
afraid my present occupation would
disgrace him a little if he acknowl-
cdged me, and more afraid of your
wife.”” She looked up at him with
steady eyes. “Really, wouldn’t they
both be much more comfortable if
you and I were dead? I'm not pro-
posing a suicide compact. Mr. Nye.”

“Aren’t you? Then what—"

“I'm thinking of the two sailors
again,” she said. “If they both just
quietly drowned without anybody’s
feeling responsible for it or having
a troubled conscience afterward or—"

“Yes?” he asked brusquely. “Just
how do we avoid suicide and yct
drown neatly, Miss Monroe?”

“I don't know.” Her hands had
been clasped about one knee; she
opened them, palm outward in a ges-
ture of helplessness, and smiled. “If
ever I can think how. I'll tell you.”

“And if I can think how T'll tell
you. Ah. me!” he murmured. “Well.
I didn’t get you out here for anything
more definite than this, I'm afraid.
At least we've come to an agrecment;
we’re going to drown. As things are.
we know that if one of us drowns, the
other does. too; so it might as well
be in company, and each of us prom-
ises that if he can think of the bhest
way to arrange it he’ll tell the other.
Not much time for that. have we, if
you’re leaving tomorrow night.”

“No— I—" Shc frowned, sat
straight in her chair, listening. Pre-
occupicd with what she and Nye werc
sorrowfully thinking and saying, she
had been only half aware of a sound
outside the door; but now it became
distinguishable as the murmur of
voices in talk. Nye’s cycs followed
her glance toward the doorway.

“Whocver they are. they won't
stay long,” he said. “Your car’s there;
but we won't go till they've gone.”

HEN there was silence. except for

the adjacent murmuring to which
for that timcthcey paid lit tle attention.
She leaned back in her chair again.
thoughtful with downcast eyes. and
he. with his elbow upon the mantel-
piece. looked into the fire.

But suddenly Julia sprang up, and
he swung away from the fire, faced
the door. His wife’s voice was sud-
denly loud and sharp in their ears.
“No! It's too much! You're too
dumb to live! There’s his crazy poem,
there’s her address and telephone—
therc’s the date they made and kept
together, and therc’s his hreaking out
and dancing with her in the first place,
and, more than all. there's his going
down there the next day and spending
goodness knows what to keep her
from dancing with his rival and
vours, Arthur—DMr. Ponzi!”

[Continued on page 74]
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How TirousaNDS of Children
have GAINED WEIGHT..

CONTAINS 31
FOOD-FACTORS:—

Ovaltine supplies the body
with 4 important Vita-
mins-~minerals such as.
Calcium, Phosphorus, Iron
-and otherfood elements..
Nourishing, easy to digest.
Helps to digest starches.
Malkces milk easier to digest.

... Carbohydrates
and Lipoids in
Ovaltine help give
quick energy!

(LEFT)
The'‘good”pro-
teins in OQval.
tine help build
tirm muscles
andtissue. They
Wstick to the
ribs.’" Ovaltine
is exceptionally
richin excellent
proteins.

Calcium, Phosphorus and Vitamin
are specially needed for strong
bones—straight legs—sound teeth.

Reports from mothers Everywhere
show how one Food-Beverage has built up
Underweight and Nervous Children

Helps supply “MISSING LINKS” in the diet!

T is astonishing how quickly many children put

on weight when Ovaltine is added to their diet.

One mother writes: “1Iy little girl, 10 years old,
wasvery ‘picky’ about her eating. . . . I heard so much
about Ovaltine I decided to try it. In a little over 3
weeksshe gained 7 Ibs.” This is a large gain, but thou-
sands of other mothers report satisfactory results.

A test was recently conducted on a group of
eleven boys. The group as a whole had not shown
any appreciable gain for three weeks. Then, when
Ovaltine was added to the diet, every one of them
gained—the arerage gain was over 213 lbs. per boy
for an 8-week period.

What is back of these exceptional results? . . .

Here s one of the reasons: Many children suffer
from “Missive LINKS” in their diet. No matter
how careful you are in selecting food you can’t
always be sure your child is getting all the vita-
mins, minerals and other things needed. As a result
of these “Missing Links” a child is likely to lose his
taste for meals . , . his hunger lags . . . he fails to
gain . . . Underweight and nervousness often follow.

How Ovaltine helps

To combat these troubles mothers everywhere are
turning to Ovaltine. Ovaltine helps supply certain
missing links in the diet.

For example, it contains four important Vita-
mins (A, B, D and G). It supplies minerals (includ-
ing caleium, phosphorus, iron). It contains Lipoids,
Carbohydrates, Proteins . . . thirty-one food-factors
in all, for the growing, active child!

In addition, it is very easy to digest, very nour-
ishing. Supplies an element that gets into the blood
almost at once. It helps to digeststarchy foods (like
bread and potatoes) in a child’s stomach, thus speed-
ing up digestion and helping hunger to return
sooner. It also makes milk more digestible.

To be brief about it, Ovaltine is a “protective”
food. It not only supplies many elements children
need but enables them to get more good out of their
meals. ... That is why so many children show such

remarkable gains in weight when Ovaltine is
added to their diet. It also explains why they

SPECIAL OFFE

the Ovaltine themselves! Contains pictures of Orphan Amie and
Sandy. Justsend 10c, withseal from acanof Ovaitine. | Couponat right.)

OVALTINE.

— for the
GROWING CHILD

Send in for an ORPHAN ANNIE
“SHAKE-UP” MUG for making cold
Ovaltine. Children like to have their own shoker so fhey can shakeup

(ABOVE) When
a child isn’t
hungryitmay
be because she
is not getting
enough of cer-
tainvitamins,
minerals or
other needed
food-factors.

(ABOVE) Nervous-
ness is another
frequent indica-
tion of “Missing
Links" in the diet
of a child.

(RIGHT) Frequent
sick spells may
come from the
same underlying
cause. .. Read the
facts at left. . .

so often get over their nervousness (underweight and
nervousness frequently go hand-in-hand).

Ovaltine is beneficial for any growing child, even
one who appears healthy.

So give it to your children often. See if they don’t
“pick up.” Substantial weight-gains are usually no-
ticeable in from 4 to 5 weeks.

Start today! Children love Ovaltine. Get a large-
size can at any grocery or drug store.

Ovaltine was originated over 40 years ago. Supplies nourishment
needed by young and old. It is a restorative food, excellent for
convalescents, the aged, expectant and nursing mothers. When
taken at bedtime it is a distinct aid to normal, restful sleep. Ap-
proved by doctors. Used in hospitals. Used in 57 countries!

To OVALTINE, Depl. CB-Mc-6
360 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago, lllingis

10¢c, wrapped in thin aluminum seal from under the lid of
an Ovaltine can. (10c is to cover handling and mailing.)
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® “You poor baby laanb! Still got on long woolen underwcear! And your
mothersays she can’t help it, you have to wearit. Dear—dear! You'd think
yow were a black sheep, the way they treat vou!”

o “WNuit—see that beautiful woman over there in the apron? Well, that’s

my mother! You only have to mention in her heariug that you're somewhat
Y 3 & i

hot and sticky, and she reaches for the Johnsonw's Baby Powder...”

“Next thing you know, something soft and downy goes tickle-tichle down
your back —whee-ce! After that, von can say phooey to rashes and chafes
and prickly heat, and play Run, Sheep, Run with the best of them!”

® “Diid you cver notice how smooth Joluson’s Baby Powder is? That
muest be why it keeps my skin just pecfect!” Perfect skin condition is a
baby’s best protection against skin infections, Mothers. So guard your
baby’s shin with Johuson's Baby Powder, the kind that's made of
Sinest imported talc:—no orris-rool .. . Also important for the bath-
besket: Johnson’s Baby Soap aud Baby Cream, and Baby Oil for tins
babies. This new oil is safe and soothing,
g 1 MAOH

stainless, and cannot turn rancid, kbl bt

JOHNSON'S BABY POWDER

COFYRIGHT, 1930, JOHNSON & JOHNSON
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ES. Tommy is afraid. Not just
Yof once thing but of many. He's

afraid of the dark; he will hardly
«o into a dimly lighted basement, or
even reach into a dark closet for his
coat. At night he fights against having
the licht in his room turned off. Tom-
my is afraid of heights. I{ he climbs
trees at all they arc casy ones.

And many times, as the picture
above shows, no amount of persuad-
ing will even get him to try.

But the small series of picturcs
demonstrates how onc wise father
helped his boy. He went with him. on
a rcally steep climb, but the emphasis
was placed on the fun of cooking a
meal oul-of-doors. and the excitement
of finding the fossils.

Tommy conquered the climb with-
oul realizing it. And that gavc him
courage to try it again.

But fathers and mothers who wor-
ry, and are ashamed of a child’s ti-
midity should realize that all children
have fcars. For instance, the fear of
darkness is natural. Tt is inherited
probably frem our cavemen ancestors
who could see. hear and smell less
than the other animals.

Don't allow criticism or anxiety to
creep into your attitude toward your
child. Make him realize that, while

fear is real and natural. it is some-
thing that can he overcome.
Tommy. and all the children like
him. need to fecl sccure. So when
medical treatment must be given, let
him know in advance the pain or hurt
to be expected; make him understand
that for the fun of climbing trces
there is little rcal danger. but once in
a while some skin will be scraped oft
or there will be a bump. Then, if
vour child should be hurt, don't be
the sort of parent who says, “Big
boys don’t cry.” Give him sympa-
thetic hut not cffusive attention.
Encourage the child to enter situa-
tions where his fears will he overcome,
but don’t push him into them. Accom-
pany him. as Tommy's father did on
his climb. Presently the child will
have courage to try things by himself.
There must he a fine balance be-
tween adequate praise for real accom-
plishment and a sort of hysterical
tlattery which the child will recognize
as false. Remember that in learning
to swim. neither pushing him out of
the boat nor keeping him away from
the water will do the trick. There
must be a slow build-up of confidence
through step by step training, and
through it the child must be sure of
his parents’ confidence and affection.

BY GEORGE D. STODDARD, Ph.D.

YOUR BABY — HIS EQUIPMENT —10¢. For series of 5 leaflets on baby care and feeding,
send 50¢; ask for 'YOUR BABY.' Address Modern Homemaker, McCall's, Dayton, O.



FATHER: “Go on Tommy—you're as big
as those other kids. What makes you
afraid of climbing a tree? Be a sport.
Don’t let them show you up for a coward."’

S T
AT THIS WAY—

|
g

L TR | E i

MOTHER: "'Dick, Tommy says he hotes the

children at school, and won't play with them.

~ Why he's even beginning to hate school.”
FATHER: "l know—They think he's o sissy.”

FATHER: “Say son, I've got Saturday off. Want
~ 1o go fossil hunting 2"

TOMMY: “1'll go with you, but I wen't go
with any of those kids.”" <

TOMMY: “Hey, Dad, we're at the top, and I'm
just starved.”

FATHER: “O.K. son, let's cook our lunch and
see what we've got.”

TOMMY: ''Say Dad..)’m going fo take these
- fossils 1o school for the Science room. And I'm
going to bring some of the kids up here next
Saturday — the ones thal can climb it, anyway.""

Somebody’s coming with a
bowl and a spoon. Jerry
knows what that means—he’s
been having Clapp’s Baby
Cereal for a month. He’s one
of the small citizens of a New
Jersey community who is
contributing pictures and
growth records to a study
of infant feeding. Clapp’s
Strained Vegetables will go
on his dict list soon.

Jerry’s mother doesn’t have
a worry except that his blond
hair won't lie down. For he’s
growing steadily and putting
on some good solid pounds.
Besides Clapp’s Vegetables,
Jerry has beenhavingClapp’s
Strained Soups and Strained
Fruits lately. Smooth, finely
strained. but not too liquid—
these foods have the exact
texture that doctors approve.

Vitamin-tich Clapp’s Foods,
pressure-cooked to hold in
food value. have built Jerry
into a hefty little rascal,
weighing 23 pounds. His
steady progress is typical of
all the Clapp-fed babies in the
test. And so is his freedom
from food dislikes. Clapp’s
Foods really do taste better!

WSM...

16 Varieties of Clapp’s Strained
Baby Foods—Baby Soup Strained
or Unstrained, Vegetable Soup, Beef
Breth, Liver Soup; Apricots, Prunes,
Apple Sauce; Tomatoes, Asparagus,
Peas, Spinach, Beets, Carrots, Green
Beans; Baby Cereal.

FREE BOOKLET! Photographs and
records of 12 Clapp-fed hahies —and
valuable feeding information, Write to
Harold H. Clapp, Inc., Dept. BSE 777
Mount Read Blvd., Rochester, N. Y.

Clapp’s Chopped Foods
Doctors asked for them...even-textured
foods with al! the advantages of Clapp’s
Strained Foods, but mere cearsely di-
vided. Atgrocers’ now—remember them
when your baby outgrows Clapp's
Strained Foods.
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O YOU KNOW what one
nickel can do for your
kitchen and cupboard shelves?
It will buy 9 whole feet of the
smartest shelving (not just edg-
ing) that you can get at any
price.Millions of thrifty women
have turned dark closets and
cupboards into beauty spots
with durable, decorative, 7on-curling Royledge!

Royledge calls for no tacking, no laundry. Lay it flat on
the shelf, fold down the beautiful, embossed edge, and it
stays bright and clean for months. Any 5-and-10¢, neigh-
borhood or department store has stunning new Royledge
designs and colors to match your other equipment, at 5S¢
for 9 ft. Spare that nickel, the first time you shop! (There
are 10¢ sizes, too.) Roylace, 99 Gold Street, Brooklyn, N. Y.

NOTE : — When you need Doylies, buy ROYLIES
aor» decorator-designed; radio advertised; 5¢ & 10¢ packages!

% Royledge

“FEEL THE EDGE" SHELVING

KILL MOTHS - ANTS
ROACHES - BEDBUGS

COPR. 1938. STANCO INC.

The Yellow Can
with the Black Band

Mary Davis Gillies
goes shopping with
Mrs. David C. Dunn
of Meadyville, Penna.

wA__J 4. | L)
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advises Mrs. Gillies, as sha
and Mrs. Dunn select tow-
els. A manufacturer, who
is provd of his preduct and
expects to stand baock
of i, attaches his nome.

"You've done right by me at
last," laughs Dr. Dunn as
he tries out the new bath
sheets bought for his ex-
clusive use. In the pack-
age are medium sizes for
the children and stand-
ard sizes for generol use,

"These new bath towels do
wash nicely, Mrs. Dunn,*
says Olivia as she takes
down the washing. Mrs.
Dunn knows they will even
stand a tug-of-war, as
the selvages and weave
beneath the nap are firm.




CAN'T promise bath towels an easy
life in my house with four active
growing children,” said Mrs. Dunn.
“So I must have towels that wear.”

“Then hold the towel to the light,
pull it between the thumbs and shake
it. Next examine the selvage and the
hems. These are four simple tests
that may be applied in the store,”
suggests Mrs. Gillies.

Hold it to the light. The weave under
the nap is the backbone of the towel,
0 hold the towel up to a strong light.
You should see only tiny pinholes of
light. There should be no streaks or
gaps of light showing through the
looped nap or underweave.

Pull it between the thumbs. Next, part
the nap and scratch the towel along
a lengthwise thread. There should be
almost no slippage. Then press the
two thumbs about an inch apart on
the surface of the towel, and pull
straight out, first the warp way, then
the filling way. If the towel is sleazy,
you will feel an instant “give.”

Shake it. If it is firmly woven, the
towel will give a dull sound. If it is
thin, it will snap.

Exomine the selvage. As you know,
bath towels tear first at the hems or
selvage. They must be tightly woven,
and all the filling threads, running
across the towel, should be firmly
wrapped around the outside warp
threads, which run the length of the
towel. Low-priced towels are often
woven on wide looms, then cut apart
lengthwise. This edge may be lock-
stitched or hemmed. Neither finish
is as satisfactory as the wrapped selv-
age. The ends of the towel should
have smoothly folded and stitched
hems with no ragged cnds showing,

Absorption is also important. To fill
ils role adequately. a bath towel must
take up water quickly. This is the job
of the pile. The more fluffy. loosely
twisted pile loops there are, the more
it will absorb. However. from the
standpoint of wear. the loops should
be about an eighth of an inch long
and of regular length. Some prefer the
softness of a long. looped pile; and
men often like a tightly twisted pile.

Incidentally, white towels are more
absorbent than colored ones, and the
absorption decreases as the color
grows darker.

A size for every need. It saves on
laundry and the pocketbook to get
several sizes. Men like huge bath
sheets, children medium sizes, and for
the average adult the standard size is
advisable. Many prefer terry face
and hand towels, which do not look
tumbled after use. Here are approxi-
mate sizes.

Bath Sheets  Standard Medium
36x72 22x 44 20x 40
Large Face & Hand
32x64 18 x 36
to 16x 28
24x48 15 x 27

The care of fowels. Clip loose ends.
do not pull them. Wash before badly
soiled and rest them between wash-
ings. Shake, but do not iron.

McCall’s Maga-
zine identifies its
articles on buying
helps with this sym-
bol. Wherever it is
shown, you’ll find
“how-to-buy” tips
that give you the
best value for your
money.

YOU CAN ALWAYS TELL A PEQUOT

BY ITS

USTASK any shrewd, experienced house-
J\vife. She’ll tell you she can pick out a
Pequot with her eyes shut. New or old, a
Pequot always has the distinctive Pequot
“feel”—a unique soft strength.

Let your own fingers discover Pequot’s
soft strength. Notice how smooth and ca-
ressing it is—yet how firm and substan-
tial! You can feclextracomfort,extrawear.

DOUBLE TAPE SELVAGES. Exclusi TABS. Disti

There’s wisdom' in your fingertips. Scien-
tific laboratories confirm their choice. The
experience of four generations of house-
wives confirms it, too. Pequot not only
tesls stronger, but actually wears longer!
Buy Pequot, try Pequot, and you’ll know
why Pequot is the most popular sheet in
America'!
Pequot Mills, Salem, Massachusetts.

PRINTED GUARANTEE. On every

with Pequot, thesereinfercements ing tabs tell you the size of every
Pequot sheet on your linen shelf]

make Pequot sheets extra strong.

project-
Pequot sheet is the famous shield-
shaped label,andan explicitguarantce.

P E u n T % and
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Speep, Low COST,
MG_)SVZIRERESMK—

ComBINED AS NEVE

-2 BEFORE!

Llectric hangf

ONLY FRIG/IDA/IRE

Combines all these features for
High Speed, Low Cost,
Sure Results!

Al Speed-Heat™ Cooking Units!

In every model, regardless
of price! Each with 3 heating
speeds—including exclusive
"Low-Low"heat Uses ’: less
current than ordinary units
to maintaln cooking temper-
atures. Fully enclosed.

“Thermizer”” Cooker!

Cooks a whole meal—meat,
potatoes, vegetables,dessert
— all at one time, for less
than 2c1

New “Even-Heat” Oven!

In every model, regardless
of price! Ends all baking
worries, “Evenizer” Heat
Distributor, automatic con-
trols,skilfully designed heat-
ing units— assure amazing
results everv time!

HYDRAULIC OVEN HEAT CONTROL
SMOKELESS BROILER
WARMING DRAWER “TIME-SIGNAL”
“COOK-MASTER” AUTOMATIC CONTROL
NON-TILT SLIDING SHELVES

SHELF-TYPE OVEN DOOR °
COOKING TOP LAMP CONDIMENT SET
SILVER CONTACT SWITCHES
ARMORED WIRING
1-PIECE PORCELAIN CABINET
1-PIECE STAIN-RESISTING TOP

See how Frigidaire Bakes this
MAGIC OVEN MEAL

Automatically ... All at One Time ..«
Without Attention

BAKED HAM
BAKED BEANS BAKED APPLES
Put them all in Frigidaire’s New Oversize Oven —
set the controls—leave for the day—and presto!

When you return,the whole mealis ready! SEE
HOW ... AT YOUR FRIGIDAIRE DEALER'S.

® Here, at last, is the range that gives every
worthwhile cooking and baking advantage
.« . sacrifices none! High speed? Yes—but
not at a sacrifice of economy. Low cost? Yes
—but not at a sacrifice of highspeed or sure
results, You get all these advantages—high
speed, low cost, sure results —combined as
never before!

Check the long list of advanced cooking
and baking features offered by Frigidaire!
They are yours to enjoyinall ceoking, baking,
roasting, broiling! With them it is easier,
cleaner, cooler than ever before to prepare
the most delicious meals you ever tasted!
And remember: Unless you get every one of
these Frigidaire advantages in the range you
buy, you’ll not be getting full value for your
money. So, see your Frigidaire Dealer, be-
fore buying any range! Frigidaire Division,
General Motors Sales Corporation, Dayton, O.
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Decorating ideas that other

women have tried

I made lovely curtains of unbleached
muslin finished with a fringe of four-ply
grocery string, which was knotted into
the hems. Allow about 6 inches to each
curtain for shrinkage. Wash, but do not
iron—the crinkled effect softens the tex-
ture.””—Mrs. Nora Miller, Commerce, Texas.

‘I converted an old bureau Into a nur-
sery chest by cutting off the legs to bring
the drawers within the children’s reach.
! painted it, then screwed on small al-
phabet blocks for knobs, and stencilled a
gay little figure at the center of each draw-
er.”” —Mrs. Gayle Mott, Emporia, Kansas.

“1 framed a square of printed linen to
look line an antique flower canvas. This
is how to do it: Stretch the material on a
table over a large sheet of biotting paper
and apply 2 coats of shellac. Frame in 3-
inch boards, edged with half-round mold-
ing,''—Mrs, WalterWinsby,Vancouver, B.C.

What have you done?

Send in your original decorating ideas.
We will pay $2.00 for each idea pub-
lished. No material can be returned.

] If you or yourclub would like to study interior decoration in 12 easy lessons,
subscribe to McCall's Course in Home Decoration—$5.00. Or send a stamped

envelope for outline. Address The Modern Homemaker, McCall’s, Dayton, O.

OTHERWISE
KITTY SWIFT

[Continved from page 68]

Even in that startled instant Julia's
hand went to her heart in a gesture of
tragic loss. 1t wasn’t Arthur. then,
who'd done it. Even that was gone.

Arthur’s voice was heard. urgent
in emergency. “Please, Sally. please!
Somebody might be about. Please—"

He didn't finish, for Pensonby Nye
was already in the doorway flinging
open the door, and Julia was with
him. Neither hesitated; the action of
bothwas the automatic. instantaneous
impulse of decency. the absolute un-
willingness, gain or lose. to listen
concealed. Arthur, upon a window-
seat across the room. jumped up.
stood open-mouthed to meet one full
look from Julia. Sally Nye. standing,
turned her head. then the rest of
her, and cried, “What, what, what!”

ENSONBY NYE said not a word

and no word said Julia, as they
strode across the room toward the
outer door. Sally Nye's attitude, at
first merely startled. changed swiftly,
took on dignity and anger; she was
the picture of a betrayed wife who is
also insulted. This wasn’t a pose; she
wasn't capable of realizing that if any-
body was ‘‘compromised” she was as
much so as her husband.

“Really, Mr. Nye!” her voice rang
out. “If you expect to remain a mem-
ber of this club I think youll have to
show more consideration for the rules
and give some thought to what kind

of person is supposed to be brought
into the clubhouse!”

He didn't look at her. but opened
the door for Julia and they went out
to the car he’d ordered for her.
“Heaven forgive me!” he said, as she
stepped in. “I fail in everything I
do. YouTe going away tomorrow
night ?”

“No. I think not. This has got to
come to an end one way or the other,
and if that doesn’t happen before to-
morrow night, I'll stay. Tl stay till
I've seen it through.”

He bowed in his formal way and
closed the door.

RO the window the two who re-
mained upon the field saw the de-

parture of the two who seemed to
retreat in defeat. The car drove away
with Julia enclosed, and Pensonhy
Nye trudged off, was lost to sight
within the grove of trees.

“Well, do you ask for anything
more damning?” Sally demanded.

Arthur sank back upon the window-
seat and took his head between his
hands.

“What have you got to say?” Sally
asked him now. “I don't want to rub
it in, Arthur. It's been hard to be-
lieve; but I've accepted it—that
you've kept the footing you're on
with her different—but don’t you
think now that may have been a little
disappointing to her>” Sally laughed
dryly. “Look at the footing she's on
with my husband'”

“No!” Arthur groaned. “Even this
could have another explanation. When
1 first saw them I thought—"

“Yes, you thought, Arthur?”

“I thought they looked as if they
were convicting #s. I thought they'd
both found out and had drawn to-
gether for a consultation on what was
to be done. I thought they—"
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“Oh. you thought. you thought!”
she cried. “Everybody knows this is
the most solitary place anywhere
about, after the season.”

Arthur was never feebler. “You
don't mean to be unkind to me, I
know. Sally: but she’s an old friend
of mine and I think she's a fine per-
son. If you'd never seen her in that
night club—if she were one of the
women in our—our circle—you
wouldn't think anything of —"

She mocked him affectionately.
“Yes, Arthur. but she's 2ot a woman
of our circle but is Kitty Swift of the
Gilded Heel. And as for Nootie—"

“It doesn't seem like him.” Arthur
protested. It doesn't seem like him
either.”

“No:" Her lovely face flushed and
she breathed rapidly. "Il tell you
something. Last Monday night—the
night when we had our first real quar-
rel. Arthur—he heard me crying
alter vou'd gone. He—he isn't quite
ool eneugh not to have known what
that meant. It was the next morning
that he began to spend money on
Kitty Swift.”

“Youmustn't put it that way, Sally,
You mustn't say—"

“What!" che said in a thickened
voice. and turned away from him.
*Is this all you do when I tell you
what I thought I'd never tell you—
that vou'd made me cry? Instead of
Iecling anything for me you just go
on defending her®”

Desperate. Arthur madc matters
worse. "Too much for me.” he mum-
bled. “Got to get away—just got to
get away, Sally. You wouldn't mind,
would you. if I—if I—"

“If you what?”

“Well. some men at the club have
asked me for this week-end at a camp
they’ve got. I'd be back by Tuesday
evening; but of course, Sally, if you
don’t want me to—"

“How like a man!™ she sobbed.
“That's your solution, is it? Just to
get out of town!"”

“Then of course I won't go. Sally.
since you mind,” Arthur moaned.

The entrance of a colored woman
with a broom and dust-rags interrupt-
ed them, but didn’t alter the stale-
mate: and in this condition they
parted. “Ar any rate,” Sally said
bleakly. outside the door. *“T'll at least
see you again today. won't 1?7

“Yes—yes. of course. I'll just go
and take a look at the hounds. as an
excuse for being here. and then I
really do have to show up a while at
that useless factory—"

“But you'll be at Jack and Emma’s
for dinner and the party afterward.
won't you?”

“Yes. and maybe we'll get a chance
to talk a little more.”

A lot of good that’ll do!™ she said.

T HOME. however, and disgusted-

ly dressing for a luncheon party

of women exclusively, she thought

hard about Kitty Swift. Sally. at tirst

contemptuous, had now begun to look
upon Kitty as formidable.

The conclusion to which she came
was that a formidable person can sel-
dom be annihilated by words; action
is necessary. The idea that came to
her as she put on her hat beiore the
Adam mirror in her dressing-room
was suggested by a memory.

At firteen. during a summer on the
Maine coast, she'd seen two village
boys fight with desperation on a
wharf and had fallen breathlessly in
love. on the instant, with the hand-
some victor. Impetuous, she had
asked him to come to see her at the
hotel. He'd appcarcd. all slicked up
in his own way. that same cvening.
when there was a hop: and. seeing
him there among the knowingly

[Continted on puge 76]
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dressed boys and girls, cottagers and
guests at the expensive hotel. she was
sickened immediately—sickened of
him—and had a frightening time get-
ting rid of him. She'd been cured
that suddenly. of course. because she
was ashamed of him; nothing cures
an attack of love more quickly than
for the sufferer to sce the beloved out
of place against a background too
good for him,

Arthur'd heen sensitive about Kitty
Swift even in the Gilded Heel. Even
there his fine fastidiousness protested
against Kitty Swift’s being recognized
as so much as an acquaintance of his.
He'd been afraid of Sally. true: yet
if she hadn’t been with him he'd still
have shrunk from acknowledging a
personal relation to the “star attrac-
tion” of what was really a dive. At
the Gilded Heel Kitty Swift was in
her place, like the village boy fighting
on the wharf; yet Arthur'd heen
mortified. What would he feel if he
beheld her as grotesquely out of place
as the slicked-up village boy had heen
when he came to the hop? What
would he feel if he saw Kitty Swift
doing her vulgar tricks not among
toughs but before an audience as
trained. as well-bred. as fastidious as
himself. an audience of his own high
“circle?”  Ah, and not against the
tawdry background of the Gilded
Heel but in a splendid house!

“That's it!” Sally half whispered
to the determined and already tri-
umphant loveliness within her mirror.

ENSONBY NYE. coming home in

the middle of the afternoon. was
told at the door hy Upner that Mrs.
Nye wished to see him at once in the
library. He found her there in confer-
ence with a worshipful girl who came.
on call, to act as her secretary. Boxes
of envelopes and cards were on a
table at the sccretary’s elbow, and
Sally was studying a list of names.

“You might take all this clutter up
to my dressing-room and go ahcad
with it there, Miss Herder,” she said,
as Nye came in. Then. when the
voung woman had departed with the
hoxes and lists, Sally looked tran-
quilly at her grave husband and
smiled. “Don’t let it worry you.” she
said. “I'm really not narrow-minded
about husbands, Pensonby—

“Thank you,” he said.

“For not being narrow-minded or
for not calling you Nootie? Which?”
Sally laughed good-naturedly. “I
won't call you that any more if it
really teases you. I won't even kid
vou about your—your little friend.”
Her laughter continued, running an
accompaniment to what she said. “I
only needed a few minutes this morn-
ing to get my breath and think it over:
then T saw how funny it had been—
almost precisely like a scene in a
Trench farce! The difference is that
the Hunt Club’s respectable and that
I'm not a narrow-minded wife, so—
well—what do you say we just for-
get it?”

“That’s your wish?”

“Certainly. Except that it gave me
an agreeable idea and T want to talk
to you about it. We haven’t done a
real party for quite a while and I'd
like to do something a little striking
and on a large scale. not only for our
crowd. My idea is to ask everybordy
clse teo, all ages, all the old stodgics
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—oh, ves! the lofty Worthing ele-
ment and all—and give them some-
thing really interesting. Of course
there'd be dancing afterward and all
that: but first I'd like to put on a
show that'd make ‘em sit up. Wouldn't
that amuse you too. Pensonby?”

He gave her an expressionless scru-
tiny. “\What sort of a ‘show’?”

“Why. don't you see?” Sally
looked surprised. “Didn’t I tell you
that this morning gave me the idea?”
She went on. speaking quickly. “That
little friend of yours is really talented,
Pensonby. What she did the other
night shows she deserves a better
chance than in nasty night clubs. No-
body in town's seen her, except the
few of us Monday night. and she'd be
completely a surprise. We'd keep it
under our hats, not spring her on “em
till the last moment. nothing about it
on the invitations. of course. Aliss
Herder’s writing ‘Promptly at half-
past ten. please’ on all the cards,
and my idea is to have Kitty Swift
put on her show at eleven or a little
after. You see—"

He interrupted. “You're planning
this without asking her if she’s willing
to do it?”

“Yes. for next Tuesday night. 103
short: bhut Miss Herder can get the
cards in the morning mail and you
needn’t he afraid that everybody
won't be here. After I start a few
whixpers circulating that there's going
to be a surprisc—"

“I think Miss Swift is leaving town
tomorrow night.” Nye said quietly,

This meant no more to his wite
than if he'd mentioned that Upner
had asked leave to be out on an eve-
ning when she was giving a dinner.
“No,” Sally said carelessly, *shc’ll
have to wait. You'll attend 10 that
for me®” She smiled faintly hut with
an amiable slyness. “That's what I
wanted to see you ahout as soon as
vou came in. T thought you wouldn't
mind making that arrangement for
me. I'll attend to everything elsc.
Would you mind trotting down to—to
wherever she is—this afternoon?”

“You want me to ask her for you—
now >’

“Yes. as soon as vou can.” Sally
smiled faintly again, “Not a wholly
disagreeable errand, is it? \What's the
matier? After all. don’t you think
this is rather charming of me—under
the circumstances?”

“Charming of you?” He stood with
bent head. cogitating. “I’'m not sure
what it is of you.”

“Good gracious! I just want to
give a big party and put a little life
into it. Miss Kitty Swift's certainly
lively enough to do that. and just be-
causc you've shown some slight inter-
est in herisn't a very good reason for
a really adult wife's not employing
her. is it? Indeed, iU's all the more
reason. The girl's in the business of
entertaining people. isn't she—and
vou'll probably pay her as much for
the one evening as she’d usually earn
in a month. won't you? What in the
world makes you look as if you were
objecting to it>”

“I'm not.” he said suddenly. and
turned toward the door. “I'll ask her.”

ALLY called after him indifferent-
ly. as he went, “That’s a good boy.
Tell her to be at the house with ull
her gimcracks and costumes at (en
Tuesday night. Tell her I want cx-
actly the same things she did when we
saw her—her whole program. She
must do them all, including that last
one. Do you hear. Noo—TI’ensonby?”
His muttered “Yes” reached her
from the corridor and she was
thoughtful for a minute or so; then
nodded decisively and went upstairs
to Nliss Herder,
| Continued in JurLy McCALL's]



TONI TAYLOR
DIRECTOR

KEEP COOL,SLIM, FIT, WITH

FLORIDA

i “M\ -.- N s

GRAPEFRUIT

Y

I intend to get out-of-doors and take my family and friends with me.
I'll have suppers cooked over the back yard fireplace; I'll pack the
car for Sunday lunch and take the children’s friends; we'll go on a
camping trip. And food information I'll find in OUTDOOR COOKERY—-15¢!

“Every smart hostess serves Grapefruit

I'll give

A CRYSTAL SHOWER-10¢! For the
June bricde.  Games and menu,

PARTIES FOR THE BRIDE—20c| Show-
ers an(l announcements: menus.

UNUSUAL ENTERTAINING-20¢! Club
and Commencement festivitics.

PARTIES ARE SUCH FUN—2Sc! 12 new
rollickinggames.cachwithamenu,
GAMES | LIKE TO PLAY—20c! Ncysa
McMein's favorite party stunts.

parties

BRIDGE PARTIES—25c! A planned af-
fair for each month. with menus.
SUMMER PARTIES-15cI  Darties for
out-of-doors ; moncy-making.
THE YOUNGER SET-1Sc!  Six hilar-
ious purticsfor the energetic teens.
A STREAMLINE BANQUET—10cl A\
Commencement or club banquet.
A DEEP SEA FISHING PARTY—=10c! Fun
to usher in summer partics.

I'll be sure I'm deing it correctly”

BOOK OF ETIOUETTE-20c! Dloints of
social usage and manners,

THE WEDDING BOOK=-15¢! All about
formal or informal weddings.

THE UP-TO-DATE HOSTESS—20c| Elow
to set a table and serve correctly.
AFTERNOON TEA-10ct Revive this
charming habit for your friends.

I'll serve refreshing foods "

REFRIGERATOR RECIPES—10c! Frozen
desserts and salads ecasily made.
SALADS—10¢! A neccessity in the
diet, and casy and inexpensive.

PARTY DRINKS=10c! Long, cool fruit.
drinks for summer partics.

WHAT TO SERVE AT PARTIES—20cl
The hostess” book of new ideas.

Ill tend my garden”

A GARDEN PRIMER-10c! Simple facts
for the amateur gardener.

ROCK GARDENS=—10c! Pluan and
plant your rock or wall garden.

FOUNDATION PLANTING—-10c! Shrubs.
trees. vines and a sturdy lawn.
FURNISHING THE GARDEN-10c! Make
pools. fireplaces or furniture.

I'll do something for my club’

MONEY-MAKING PLANS 2Sc! Carni-
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«Y5'OR summer I find canned Florida

grapefruit sectionsand juice both con-
venient and delicious,” Mrs. Post adds.
You'll say the very same. Canned Florida
grapefruit is an ideal hot weather fruit,
tangy and tempting, cooling as an ocean
breeze. And no work to prepare. Just open
a can and it’s ready to serve.

Start the day with chilled Florida grape-
fruit sections or juice for breakfast. See
how its slightly tart flavor picks up listless
appetites. Its vitamins and minerals give
you more energy for the morning’s work.
Help keep your skin clear, too. And re-
member, grapefruit isn't fattening.

Drink Florida grapefruit juice whenever
you’re thirsty. Take a brimming glass at
bedtime. It will help you sleep sound.
Use the choice flavorful sections in fruit
cups and salads. Always haveseveral cans
chilling in the refrigerator and a reserve
supply on the shelf. Order from your
grocer today. Look for the name “Florida”
and be sure of the best!

FLORIDAI CITRUS COMMISSION.

COOLING BREAKFAST BOWL

Mix one tall can Florida grapefruit
sections with 1 tablespoon chopped
mint and chill. Serve in shallow bowl
garnished with sprig of mint. For vari-
ety, add one pint of fresh berries.

PALM BEACH SALAD

For cach serving, place mound of cot-
tage cheese on bed of shredded Icttuce.
Top with teaspoon of red currant jelly.
Surround cheese with ring of fresh
fruit (strawberries, blackberries, black
cherrics, grapesorraspberries). Around
them place canned Florida grapefruit
sections, drained. Scrve with French
dressing or mayonnaise.
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Dad works and gets the house bills paid,
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He lays the vigor he's displayed
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WEEK-END TO
KILL

[Continued from poge 42]

We pulled into the garage at mid-
night and walked down the driveway
toward the house. Four floodlights
had been rigged up, one at each cor-
ner of the house, and the grounds
were drenched with the white glare.
Two cars, onc of them a limousine,
were parked in the driveway. We
went into the house and through the
living room to the bar.

Triangular sandwiches, thin slices
of chicken on thin slices of white
bread. were banked on a silver tray
on a table. Mabel Ryan came in with
a cone-shaped silver coffee pot. It
was one o’clock and the tree-toads
were going strong, far away.

Ivy was there in an apricot-colored
ensemble: pajamas and robe to
match. Anger and unrest, and per-
haps some crying too, had seared her
eyves and the shadows beneath them
were decp purple. The arrival of the
guards and the sctting up of the flood-
lights hadn't helped her any.

“No. thank you,” she said when
Karen passed the sandwiches.

Karen said, “A bite to cat will do
vou good, Ivy. They say that if you
cat something before going to bed
the digestive organs go to work, they
draw the blood from the brain and so
yvou sleep better. Just a bite, Ivy?”

Ivy’s smile was polite. “No, thank
you, Karen.”

LEANED against the bar and asked

Harrigan to look in the icebox and
sce if there was any milk there. He
set out a pint and then dumped it in-
to a tall glass.

I said. “Harrigan, you look very
natural behind the bar. 1 think
you're a better bartender than you
are a detective.”

Karen Langard said. “I do so think
Mr. Harrigan is a good detective. I
do. It's a woman’s intuition.”

*T ncver was crazy about being a
cop. Miss Langard,” Harrigan said.
“When I was a kid I wanted to go
out West and be a cowboy but my
old man was against it. My old man
was a stevedore. He said. ‘Abe, get a
job you can be proud of and get one
that’ll give you a pension in your
old age. Don’t be like me,” he says.
‘\Work today; laid off tomorrow. Get
on the cops. Abe,” he says. And then
I met Clara Boylan and her old man
was a cop and I began to think, ‘Pop,
you're right. Some job with a pen-
sion.” You should’ve seen me in my
first uniform.”

One of the guards strolled by out-
side. At his left hip was a holstered
gun. the butt jutting forward.

Ivy's exasperated voice muttered,
“We're like a lot of goldfish!”

“I got two around the house.” Har-
rizan said. “and two down around the
gate. \With these floodlights on all
night. nobody can get near the house
without being seen.”

Roy Strickland said, “Have you
searched the house completely—that
is since the guards arrived—to find
out if anyone is inside the house? It's
a large house and there are a number
of places where someone might hide.”

“No guy in his right mind," said
Harrigan. “would try to do anything
inside the house. when you got all
those floodlights outside. and men on
patrol.”

Strickland said. *The inference all
along has been that the person who
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sent Stan that warning and made
those telephone calls, one to Mace
Shelby and the other to the house
here, is not exactly in his right mind.”

Ivy started, then lay back in the
chair and put her hand to her breast.
Stan, in pajamas and robe, had come
silently into the doorway. He was
smoking a pipe.

“You frightened me,” Ivy said
breathlessly.

“I'm sorry,” Stan said. “I thought
I smelled cotfee cooking and it smelled
good.”

“Sure,” said Mabel Ryan, jumping
up. “Have some.”

Norman Bennett winked. “Stan's
Girl Friday.”

“What was that., Norman?” Stan
said.

Vivian said, “Oh, Norman’s talking
to himself. Don’t pay any attention
to him.”

“Yeah?” said Norman Bennett.
“Well, I guess I might just as well
be talking to myself. I was all right
to knock around with until a certain
party turned up from New York. I
was all right, I was, wasn’t I? Yeah.
Barman, fill ’er up.”

“No!” cried Vivian. her cheeks
flushing. “When he gets tight, he
heckles people. He heckled George
Hazelhurst last night and he knows
George can’t stand being kidded that
way.”

“See>" said Norman Bennett. “I'm
in the dog-house now. I was all right,
I was, until this certain party came
up from New York, but now I'm just
a heel.”

I finished my drink of milk and
said all around, “If you'll excuse me,
I think I'll go to bed.”

“Why don't you go home?” Nor-
man Bennett said.

Karen Langard said, “@h, he's been
referring to Larry Webb all along!”

“Yeah,” said Norman Bennett.
“Larry the Webb. He must certainly
have what it takes. Nice girls lcave
handkerchiefs in his room.”

I was on my way across the bar
and I stopped and picked up an empty
beer bottle and turned around.

Harrigan said, “Keep it clean,
Webby.”

Stan ripped the bottle out of my
hand. “Take it easy, Larry,” he said.
“He’s a little tight. You know how
people are when they get tight.”

“Sure,” Norman Bennett laughed,
“he knows how people are when they
get tight. He knows everything. He
knows how to get a nice girl's hand-
kerchief—"

“Stan, let me go!” I yelled.

“Sure, let him go,” Norman Ben-
nett said.

Stan shouted, “Shut up!” He was
strong and he held my arms behind
my back and tried to pull me out of
the bar.

ORMAN BENNETT came strid-

ing over and I knew he was go-
ing to hit me but I knew that Stan
didn’t think so. I tried to roll with
the blow as much as I could. Both
Stan and I went down.

Mabel Ryan said in a stormy voice,
“You dirty coward!” I'd never seen
a girl look so outraged in all my life.
She swung and he wasn’t looking for
it and it took him under the chin and
he went down hard.

Stan jumped up and I sat on the
floor and rubbed my jaw. I wasn't
worried about Norman Bennett be-
cause he was out cold. He was
sprawled on his back, his arms and
legs limp, one pants cuff twisted up
to his knee.

Vivian said, “Are you all right,
Larry?” She was bending over me,
her dark red hair hanging like a wave
across one eyebrow and down her
cheek.

Humiliating :
her husband...

Her ugly dishpan hands em-
barrassed her husband. They
were such a contrast to the
lovely hands of their host-
ess. A needless contrast, too
—for dishpan hands can be
avoided by using Lux.

Luxdoesn’t dry the oils of
the skin, as harsh soaps may.
Rich, gentle Lux suds give hands
beauty care in the dishpan! Buy
the thrifty big box.

[

ends
dishpan
hands—
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“T'm all right.”

“Are you sure he didn't hurt you?”

“I'm all right.”

“He hit you when you couldn't de-
fend yourself—"

“Vivian, don't be maudlin!” Ivy
broke in. “He’s been practically ask-
ing for a punch in the jaw ever since
he arrived! I know him! Norman's
right! Why doesn’t he go home?”

Roy Strickland was standing with
his hands pressed flat against his
thighs. his chin on his chest, his eyes
frowning at the floor. His lips were
grim; the angles of his lean face
made sharp shadows. Karen Lan-
gard was looking out the door and
patting her hair and making believe
she hadn’t heard a word. Stan was
opening and closing his lips, trying
to say something, the right thing.
Vivian was glaring at Ivy and for a
minute I thought she might walk over
and slap her face. Mabel Ryan was
examining the knuckles of the hand
with which she’d hit Norman Ben-
nett.

Harrigan’s shoes slapped the tile
floor leisurely but definitely as he
came from behind the bar bearing a
pitcher of water.

“Aqua.” he said. unloading the wa-
ter on Norman Bennett’s face. “Aqua
pura. I learned that from one of my
waiters.”

N MY way up to my room I met

Vivian on the staircase. She
put her hand on my arm and said,
“Don’t go home, Larry. Don't take
Ivy seriously.”

“I'm not going home,” I said. “I'm
going to bed.”

“But tomorrow, I mean; don't go
home tomorrow. Don’t get mad.
Don't fly off the handle.”

“What should I have done, just
caid ‘hoo’ to Bennett?”

“He didn’t know what he was say-
ing. Larry.”

“He knew what he was saying. The
maid found your handkerchief in my
room. She must have told him.”

She swallowed. “Was that what he
meant >”

“What did you think he meant?”
I asked.

“I really don’t know. I thought he
was just trying to be funny. I didn’t
know I'd lost it.”

“Harrigan found it and put it en
my dresser and while he was in his
own room getting dressed the maid
came in mine to straighten up. She
must have found it.”

“I'll bet Mr. Harrigan has a swell
opinion of me.”

“No, I told him how it happened.”

“You won't go home, Larry, will
you?”

“I don’t think Harrigan will let
anybody go home.”

She tipped her head to one side
and squinted at me. “What do you
mean by that?”

“He wants to settle something. He
wants to settle whether that shot we
heard was inside the house or outside
the house.”

“But no one’s said any more about
it, and no one was hurt.”

“He still wants to settle it. Are
there any guns around in the house
anywhere?”

She shook her head. “No. Stan’s
always hated guns. He won’t have
any in the house.” ’

“Do you know if Shultz had one?”

“T don’t know. I don’t think so.
You frighten me. Larry.”

“Well. don't be frightened. Just
lock your door when you go to bed.
and leave the key in the lock. Have
vou got a bolt on your door?”’

“No. Ivy's the only one who has a
bolt.”

“What's she afraid of?”

[Continued on pege 80]
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CLOROX-CLEAN!

THE HEALTH of your family is precious,
it deserves protection! Scientists particu-
larly urge disinfected cleansing of the
“danger zones" in laundry, kitchen and
bathroom for greater Home Health Con-
trol. Clorox answers this need, helps pro-
tect health ... makes housework easier.
To disinfect and deodorize use Clorox in
routine cleansing of refrigerators, dishes
and dish cloths, drainboards;wash basins,
bathtubs, toilet bowls; tile, linoleum and
wood surfaces. Clorox in the regular
laundering process gently bleaches and
removes numerous stains from white
cottons and linens . .. brightens color-
fast cottons and linens ... makes them
fresh-smelling, sanitary. Clorox also has
many important personal and other uses.

It's easy to have a CLOROX-CLEAN home
...simply follow directions on the label.
Clorox is uniformin quality, concentrated
for economy . ..a little goes a long way.
Always order by name...there is only
one Clorox.

Capr. 1933, Clorox Chemical Co.

AMERICA'S FAVORITE BLEACH AND
HOUSEHOLD DISINFECTANT
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bride can’t
afford baking
failures

“in the
beenmarried." says
soung Mrs. George
Fernicola, of New-
ark, N. J., “U've
learned it doesn't
pay to experiment
with cheap, doubt-
ful baking powder.
I tried it once, and
my cake was so poor
Iwasashamed to let
George know I had
baked it.””

“Ican’tafford to waste good baking ingredients,
and [ went right back to piy mother’'s stand-by
—good, dependable Royal. And George brags so
much about my baking that I'm really embar-
rassced. | knew the credit belongs to Royal.”

HANK YOU. MRS. FERNICOLA.
And “orchids to you” fer yeur sound
reasoning! VWhen vou step to hgure the
cost of your ingredients for a cake, vou
see at once that it 1s poor ecenomy to trust
these expensive materials to a  cheap,

doubtful baking powder.

After all, twe or three teaspoons of bak-
ing powder are cnough for a large cuke.

That much Royal costs about 1¢!

Onty 1¢ for Royal! And vou have the cer-
tainty of a perfect cake every time. For
Royal 15 made with Cream of Tartar, a
natural product of luscieus, ripe grapes.
Uhis pure. wholesome fruit product never
fails to give you an extra fineness of flavor
. and better
keeping quality. So don’t take chances
with cheap, doubtful baking powwder. Avoid

. {4 morce even texture ..

the waste of costly buking ingredients.

Do all your baking with Royal. Re-
member—it’s the only natienally distrib-
uted baking powder thut is made with

Cream of L artar.

FREE
COOK BOOK

Write to Royal
Baking Powder,
691 Washington
Street, New York,
Dept. 46

ight. 1048, hy
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WEEK-END TO
KILL
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She dropped her cyes. “I don't
think she’s airaid ol anything, rcally.
1t's just a whim.”

“When did she get this whim?™

“Oh, a month or so age. Before
all this trouble began.”

“How long have Ivy and Stan been
sleeping in different bedrooms?”

“Is there anything wrong about a
husband and wiie sleeping in separate
rooms?”

“That isn't what I asked you.”

She said, “You've certainly got it
in for Ivy, haven’t you?”

“I never saw a woman yect who
didn’t answer one question with an-
other. T haven't noticed you throw-
ing love and kisses her way.”

“Tve tried, Larry. I've tried des-
perately hard to be nice to her.” She
shivered. “But she’s cold. She's
cruel. She'’s selfish. The way she
talks to Stan, regardless of who's

I took her clhow and we went the
rest of the way up the staircase te-
acther. At the top Isaid, “Now, Viv -
an. how long haven’t they been sleej-
ing in the same room?”

“Oh. I don’t know, a month or six
weeks.”

“From about the time she put the
hoit on the door?”

“About a month or six week:”
she said.

“Why did she put it on?”

“I told you. I don’t know, a whim!
How do T know?”

“Okay, Ivy.”

WENT to my 10om and undresscd

and by the time I was putting my
pajamas on Harrigan came into his
room, came through the bathroom in-
to my room. He showed me a key-
ring on which there were four kcys.

“Mec and Strickland carried Ben-
nett to bed.” he said. “But I tucked
him in. I pulled his pants off and
held them upside down so everything
would fall out. T put everything back
but his keys.”

“What have you got on him?”

“Nothing. But two will get you
ten if he hasn’t been playing aroun-]
with the maid Lily.”

“I thought he was making a pretty
big play for Vivian.”

“All right, the other was just on
the side and maybe the maid’s nuts
about him. She probably gave him
that handkerchief she found in vour
room. She must have. Okay. He has
a grudge against George Hazelhurst
and the second time Pascarella dusts
Shultzy’s room he finds Shultzy’s
bankbook, with the G.H. in it along-
side a five-hundred-buck withdrawal.
The bankbook was planted there, it
must have becen, between Pascarella’s
first visit and his second. and if it
was, it was planted there to chuck
suspicion on Hazelhurst. If the maid
is ga-ga over Norman Bennett. why
couldn't he have given her the book
to plant in Shultzy’s room?”

“I suppose you’re going to stand
there and tell me that Bennett was
walking along the road between two
and four in the morning and Shultzy
stopped to pick him up. Ha!”

“All T know was that Bennett
didn’t sleep here and that he wears
the same size shoe, size cight. that
Shultzy were. And when they found
Shultzy dead. he was minus his shoes.
I'm going to take a ride over and take
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a look at the place Bennett sleeps.
You coming®”’
“Guess again, I'm going to bed.”
“IT T (ind anything, T'll wake you
un.”
“It'd better be awfully good.”

CHAPTER 13

HEN T went downstairs at half-

past nine Sunday morning Har-
rigan was cating breakiast in the
dining room.

“You the only one up?” T said.

“Nope. Miss Mabel Rvan talked
Mr. Cantwell into going for a swim.
Haven't scen anybody clse around.”

“(;ood morning. Mr. Webb,” Fritz
caid.

T said, “Hcllo, Fritz. Iruit. any
kind of ccreal, toast and coffce.”

Iritz went away and 1 asked Harri-
gan, “Anything doing at Bennett's?”

“Alittle.” He took a small green
cardboard box from his pocket, threy:
it in front of my plate. “Half full.”

Tt was half full of .22 caliber car-
tridges.

“All right; where's the gun?”

He shook his head. “*No gun.”

“Listen.” I said. “You know Bcn-
nett wasn't around here when we
heard that shot. He and Stan came
home from the hoat in the beach
wagon alterward.”

He said. “I found these cartridees
in Bennett's room but there was no
sun there. That's all T know. Maybe
he lent the gun to somebody.”

“VWhere is Bennett?”

“Still sleeping it off. I had a phone
call from Pascarella this morning.
They got a flock of cops on the river
road. Also a troop of bhoy scouts.
They're looking for a pair of shoes.”

We finished breakfast at about tht
same (ime and Harrigan caid te
I'ritz, “When Mr. Bennett gets up.
tell him I want him to stay here.”
He said (o me, “A little walk would
do us good. Come on.”

The morning sun was hot and it
wasn't tempered by a brecze. Walk-
ing down the driveway it was cooler
but when we came out in the open, at
the gate. it was hot again.

\We turned left and strolled up the
roac.  Going that way, the road led
to the city: the other way. to the
beach. In about ten minutes we saw
a couple of cops and a couple of boy
scouts batting around in the brush
alongside the road. They were all
along the way, in pairs or groups.

The gravel pit was a mile from the
gate and by the time we got there we
werc perspiring but perspiration didn’t
seem to bother Harrigan. Beneath a
larpe shade tree Pascarella and Engle
were sitting on the running board of
their car.

Harrigan said, “Hello. Do you cx-
pect to find anything?”

“Nope,” said Pascarella. “It wasn't
my idea. The inspector thought it
was a good idca. and here we are.
Here,” he said. taking a brown cn-
velope from his pocket “Them finger-
print records. They're all there. Give
‘em back to the people, will you=
Hazelhurst's is there too.”

“Sure!” said Harrigan.

“By the way. Shultz’s brother got
in this morning. to claim the body.
Hc'll mrobably run out to see Mr.
Cantwell.”

Harrigan looked up and down the
road. “Well. let’s get back, Webby.”

“We'll give you a lift,”” Pascarclla
said

When we reached the gate Harrigan
said. “This is okay. Thanks a lot.”

We walked up the driveway among
the big evergreens and found Norman
Bennett lying in a wicker long chair
on the terrace. He grinned.

“I want to apologize. Webb,” he
said. I lost my head.”



“You'd have lost it if Stan hadn't
grabbed the bottle out of my hand.”

I hope vou'll accept my apology.™

“Maybe I'm not the one you ought
to apologize to.”

“I didn’t mention any names, you
know.”

“T did. though.”

Hc sat up. “What do you mean?”

“I told Vivian it was her handker-
chief the maid found in my room and
gave to you.”

His hands slapped down on the
arms of the chair and his shoulders
bunched. “Why. vou dirty rat!”

“Get out of the way, Harrigan.™~
I said.

Harrigan said. “Shut up.” He
straight-armed me out of the way and
said to Bennett. “Stay put. I want
to ask you something.”

ENNETT couldn’t have got up if
he'd wanted to, for Harrigan sat

down on the foot of the long chair
and jammed a hand dewn en his
knee. “Easy, pal,” he said. He used
his other hand to draw keys and the
hox of cartridges from his pocket. He
tossed the keys and they hit Bennett’s
belt buckle. “There’s your keys.”" he
said. 1 took ‘em out of your pocket
last night and went ever and took a
look at your room. I found these
cartridges there.”

“You've got a sweet nerve taking
my keys.”

“I didnt want to wake you up.
Where's the gun you shoot these
things out of?”

I lent it to Shultz.”

“\Vhen ?”

“A weck ago.”

*“What kind of gun was it>”’

“You've got the cartridges there.
What kind do you think it was?”

“I know it was a twenty-two. \Was
it arifle. a revolver or an automatic?™

“A rifie. a rifle.”

“What did Shultz want a rifle for?”

“He said there were some rahbits
raiding his vegetable garden and he
wanted to get 'em,”

“Did you give him some cartridges
too?”

“He helped himsel( to some.”

Harrigan said, “Did he give you
the rifle back?”

“No. You didn't find it in my
place. did you?”

“Nobody found a rifie in Shultzy's
place. either. What do you think
about that?”

“Mavbe he hid it somewhere.”” Ben-
nett said irritably. “Stan was dead
against guns.”

“What time was it when you left
here night hefore last?”

“I don't know, exactly,” Bennett
growled. “When I got home to my
vabin the one next door was lit. so 1
went over and sat a while with the
cashicr from the club, Charley My-
ers. It was about three when I turned
in. I guess. I suppose you think I
killed Shultz?"”

“What makes you think I think
vou killed Shultz?™

“What makes me think! You've
just asked me to establish an alibi!”

“That’s for your own benefit. Mr.
Bennett. What I'm trying to find out
is what happened to the gun you lent
Shultz?”

“What does it matter? Was Shultz
killed with a gun?> No!”

“What I don’t want,” said Harri-
gan patiently, “I don't want anybody
clse to be killed with a gun. Especial-
ly a twenty-two.” He stood up.
“Okay, that’s all” He pointed a
finger at me. “Now keep your trap
shut, Webby.”

Bennett got up, shot me a con-
temptuous look and walked off across
the lawn.

Fritz came out with a mop and
Harrigan said, “Where is everybody.”
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“The beach.” Fritz said. “They all
went to the beach.”

Harrigan said. “Open Shultz's room
for Mr. Webh. will you? Webhy.
take another look around. Look
good.”
“Ask Fritz.” I said. “Fritz. did you
cver see Shultz with a ride?”

“@nce.”” Fritz said. “You see.
when I came to work for Mr. Cant-
well T had a little rifle. just a little.
single shot, an old one. and Mr. Cant-
well wouldn't let me keep it. He had
no use for guns around the place.
Oscar knew that too. but—well. he
kept this vegetable garden. and some-
thing was always ruining it. <o he
borrowed a gun and he figured mavhe
to use it when Mr. Cantwell wasn't
around.”

Harrigan said. “Did you think
that's what that shot was the other
afternoon™

*Yes—uyes. sir.only I didn’t want to
say. I didn't want to get Oscar in
Dutch.”

Harrigan made a weary gesture
“Okay. Webby, take a good look for
it, will you?"

I followed Fritz out back and he
opened the door to Shultz's room and
I feit like a fool looking around after
everyone clse had looked around. 1
looked in the Dbedroom and in the
bathroom. Then I sat down on the
bed and smoked a cigarctte. I goi
up and turned back the mattress hut
there was nothing there and there was
nothing bhencath the box spring, 1
looked all over the garage and climbed
a ladder to a storage space ahove. I
spent fifteen minutes poking in trunks
aind boxes and didn’t find anythine.
On my way back to the head of the
ladder I saw an old canvas golf hag
with a hood on it hanging on a naii.
It was covered with dust. The hood
had a zipper and the zipper was held
shut by a small lock. Shultz's initials
were on the bag. I took it down with
me and broke the lock with a screw-
driver and found eight golf clubs and
a .22 caliber rifle.

ARRIGAN wasn’t downstairs any-
where. I finally found him in the
upstairs hall.

“Where'd you locate it:" he said.

“In Shultzy's golf bag.”

We went into my room and Harri-
gan (ook the rifle and stood by a win-
dow with it. It was a single-shor ritle
and he broke it at the breech and
snielled it. Then he squinted through
it

He said. “Now you'd ha’ thought
Shultzy would ha’ told me he fired
it.”

“He probably thought you'd make
some crack in front of Stan.”

Harrigan closed the ritle and stood
it against the wall.

“I been looking around in the
rooms,” he said. “Come on; I want
to show yvou something.”

I followed him out of my room
and into a bedroom that overlooked
the driveway on the west side of the
house. He went directly to the win-
dows. There were two windows and
hoth were open. He pointed te the
one in which there was one of those
ready-made screens you can makec
wide or narrow. according to the size

of the window. He touched his finger-

tip to the black tin strip down the
center.

“This strip was bent and then
straightened again. \When it was
straightencd. some of the black en-
amel chipped off. This is the screen
Shultzy was holding in his hand when
you and me stood with him there in
front of the garage, late the first ai-
ternoon.”

“I remember now.” I said. “He
was straightening it.” :

[Continued on page 8§2]
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healthy—free from itch and nasty scalp odor
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“Yeah. It must have fell out of
this window and he must have picked
it up and was straightening it. Only
by just falling on good soft grass,
this middle strip couldn’t get bent the
way it was. It was knocked out. Hard.
A fist or an elbow or a shoulder or
something chucked at it.”

I looked around. *“Whose room is
this?”

“It’s the onc George Hazelhurst
was using.” He pointed down at the
lawn below. “You remember I called
your attention to a gouge down there
I said somebody must have made with

a niblick? There, you can see where
ns been stamped back in place.”

‘“You're going to tell me it was
made by the screen when it fell and
I'm going to tell you the screen’s not
heavy enough.”

“Oh, no. I'm not. I'm going to tell
you that it'd have to be something
heavier and harder and that by the
way the turf was lifted, something
that was spinning when it hit. A re-
volver, for instance.”

“Or a hammer.”

“Or a revolver.”

“Or an axe.”

“Or a revolver.”

“Well,” I said. “it looks as if we're
going to have George Hazelhurst
with us again.”

He pointed at the window.
here, what do you see?”

“I see a big oak tree. part of the
driveway, part of the garage. part of
a stone wall with woods beyond.”

“If Shultzy’d been standing in front
of the part of the garage you see.
which is the part where he lived. he
would have seen this window. Ii the
screen was knocked out. he would
have seen it. And he would have seen
who knocked it out. And he would
have seen a revolver fly out.”

“You keep harping on the revolver.
Go get Hazelhurst.”

“Okay, I keep harping on the re-
volver for two reasons. One is be-
cause I heard a shot and the other is
because I seen and you seen that
gouge in the lawn when it was fresh
and while it ain’t likely a guy would
have an axe or a hammer up here. he
might have a gun, and something hard
that was spinning made that gouge
in the lawn.”

“All right. Why was the screen
knocked out and why did the gun
fly out?”

“An argument. A tussle.”

“Between who?”

“Between Hazelhurst and some-
body else. I don’t know. Maybe his
girl Karen Langard. Or Mrs. Cant-
well. Or Strickland. Or Miss Mabel
Ryan. They were all up here. How
do I know? Am I a magician?”

“Go phone him.”

“Yeah. Maybe on Sundays he ain't
antisocial.”

“From

CHAPTER 14

RIVING along Broad Street, the
sun was directly overhead. The
shops and department stores were
closed and the sidewalks were almost
deserted. Harrigan stopped long
enough to ask a cop how to get to
the Tremont Hotel. It turned out that
we were only half a dozen blocks
from it.
It was a seven-storied red brick
building with white window ledges.
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We didn’t stop at the desk. We went
right into the elevator and Harrigan
said, “Mr. Hazelhurst’s apartment.”
And when the operator had run us
to the fifth floor, “Which one, boy*”

It was 510. Harrigan flopped a
brass knocker up and down and in a
minute Hazelhurst opened the door.

“Sunday callers,” said Harrigan.
“Do you mind?”

“Well—it’s a surprise, anyhow.”

Harrigan said, “I tried my best to
get you to come out. ”

“XNothing doing,” Hazelhurst said,
throwing up his hands. “I've had
enough of that madhouse.”

We went in and Harrigan nodded
to a couple of {raveling bags; they
were open, partly packed. He said
placidly, “Going somewhere?”

“Yes. I'm driving up to the Cape
for a couple of days. Maybec a week.”

“Now look,” Harrigan said. “A
murder’'s been committed and—"

“Can I help it? What am I sup-
posed to do. wear mourning because
Shultz was killed? I tell you I'm go-
ing to the Cape.”

"No,” said Harrigan, shaking his
head. “No, Mr. Hazelhurst.”

AZELHURST'S lip curled. “I

submitted to having my tinger-
prints taken when I didn't have to.
but I'll be damned if I'm going to let
vou talk me into anything else! I'm
going to the Cape.”

“Shultz gave you five hundred
bucks. You say it was to buy bonds
with.”

“Yes. and he got the bonds and 1
wave him a receipt for five hundred
dollars.”

“They ain’t been found. If we tind
them, okay. But I want you to come
out to the house.”

Hazelhurst slammed a shirt into his
bag. “Nothing doing! What, go out
to that madhouse? Nothing doing!”

~Of course,” said Harrigan, shrug-
ging. “if you don’t want to go of your
own free will, I'll just have to notify
the cops.”

“Go ahead. They can't hold me
for anything.”

“Don’t you believe it. They can
pick you up and toss you in the can.
They don't have to book you for
twenty-four hours.”

Hazelhurst thrust splayed fingers
against his chest. “You’d do that to
me?” he demanded.

“T’d do it to Webby here too, if he
argued with me.”

Hazelhurst dropped his hands to
his sides. He stared at the floor, his
teeth champing at his lower lip.

Harrigan said, “Bring along things
for overnight.”

Hazelhurst shot him a dark, rebel-
lious look. Without saying anything,
he emptied one bag and then repacked
it and banged it shut. His manner
changed. He was almost laconic when
he said:

“All right, let’s go.”

“We can all go in my car,”
gan said.

“If you don’t mind,” Hazelhurst
said tersely, “I'd rather go in my
own.”

“Okay. You lead the way. Well
follow.”

Hazelhurst got in his car and
booted it off so hard that the motor
whined. He tore through the streets
but Harrigan had no trouble keeping
up with him. When he pulled up in
the driveway in front of the garage
Fritz came out and said luncheon was
being served in the pavilion.

Harrigan said, “We'll go upstairs
a minute,” and Hazelhurst told Fritz
he'd carry his own bag up. He barged
in through the back door and was up
in his room by the time we reached
it. His set expression indicated that
while he had come out here he was

Harri-



What -
NO ALKA-{
SELTZER
IN THE
HOUSE/

LET THIS

HAPPEN

IN YOUR
HOME

T certainly is disappointing to
wake up with a headache or an
upset stomach, and find there are no
Alka-Seltzer Tablets in the house.
This often means having to start
thedayfeelingmiserable, when, had
Alka-Seltzer Tabletsbeenavailable,
you could just drop one in a glass
of water and quickly have a spark-
lingglassof Alka-Seltzer that would
relieve your trouble promptly.
Alka-Seltzer gives relief in TWQO
ways — its analgesic propertics
promptly relieve the pain and be-
cause it is one of the best alkalizers
known, it also corrects the excess
acid condition so often associated
with common ailments. Sold by all
druggists in 30c and 60c purhages.

BE WISE-ALKALIZE WITH oo

et aoguainted v
Martex  Monarch is “al tow
he same plied yarn anderweay,
years of wear to every Martex fowe

Wiaitow Wlonarch

WELLINGTOMN SEARS CO., 61 WORTH ST., N. Y.

coRNs HEMO&D 10
PREPARATION

Bay goodbye to clumsy corn-pads and clangerous razors.

A new liquid, N@XACORN, relieves pain fast and dries

up the pestiest corns, callus and warts, Conlains six in-

gredients including pure castor oil, iodine, and the sub-

stance from which agpirin is made. Ahsolutely safe. Easy
directions in package. 35¢ Dbuile saves untold misery.

it At al <<= NOXACORN

I
FREE IRIS CATALOG!
Showing lovely tested vavieties from the weld's pest,
profusely illustrated.
S IRIS G
BOX 208 RIVERVIEW STA. ST. PAUL. MINN.

V\' °E 1
) .ml
IAR“ o ".sm..,. s‘.""m‘p“f

Are You MUVINGI__SU

If you are, please tell us &
in advizing us may result §
heing sent o yeur old addre be ©
give your uld address as well as the mew fi56:

MeCALL’S MAGAZINE

MeCall Street Dayton, Ohio

Gift Ofter. FREE InllNlL
; 3001 colors. Lates:

Hans. Simete
srntrl REH. 28 New Models Fros: Wrisla

woor IRABING €9, s E:::b\w::(

not goinz to break down and be agree-
able.

“Look.” said Harrigan, “I asked
you about a shot I heard Friday after-
noon—"

“And I told you I didn’t hear it.
Maybe you did hear a shot. I told
vou I was taking a shower about that
time.’

“Did you ever have a .22 caliber
pistol or revolver?”

o

*And kind of a revolver or pistol?”

“No."

Harrigan tapped the window screen.
“This screen got knocked out of this
window sometime Friday afternoon,
Do you know when?”

“No. I don't remember it at all.
I couldn't tell you if it was in the
window or out of it. All T know is
that Friday about noon Shultz came
up and put it in. He said the regular
one was being repaired. I know he
put it in but T don’t remember it be-
ing out later.”

“\When you took the shower. how
long were you in the bathroom?:”

“As long as it takes a man to bathe
and shave. Fifteen or twenty minutes.
How do I know?”

“\When you came back in this room.
did it look the same as when you
left it to go to the bathroom?*

Hazelhurst sat down and held his
jaw in his hands. He stared bleakly at
the floor. "I don't see how you can
expect a man to remember every lit-
tle detail when he’s not thinking of
details.”

“Was anything different in herc?
Was the furniture changed? WWas the
rug scuffed up?> Did you smell pow-
der smoke?”

“No. no. I don’t remember—Wait
a minute,” he said irritably. “When
I came back in, yes, when I came
back in I pulled a shade down half-
way to keep the sun out. It was all
the way up. Not the shade at the
window with the half screen in it:
the other one, this one. The other
one was halfway down, the way most
shades are. I pulled this one down to
match it. I don't think it was up
when I first came in from playing
tennis. If it had been. the sun would
have struck me in the face when I
came in the door. the way it did when
I came from the bathroom.” He stood

“Wait a minute. I left the door
open when I went to the bathroom.
I remember propping a chair against
it. When I came hack, the door was
closed.”

“Where was the chair?”

He pointed. “\Vhere it is now. That
green enameled chair.”

“Have you touched it since then*"

“No.”

ARRIGAN bent down, grasped
the chair by two of its legs and
said, “Okay, Mr. Hazelhurst. Come
on, Webby.” He carried the chair to
his room, set it down very carefully.
He said, “Baby, Hazelhurst's room is
the kerncl of the nut we got to crack.”

“Was he telling the truth?”

“You can answer that as well as
me. It will all come out in the wash.”

1 said, “Know what I think? I
I think all this stuff about Hazelhurst
getting sore enough at Karen to go
home was all a build-up. He just
wanted to get out of this house.”

“Sure. That's why I wanted him
back here.”

“What are you going to do with the
chair?”

“Take it to police headquarters and
have it processed for fingerprints.
Want to go along?”

*1 feel like food.” I said. “Good-
bye.”

That gave him an idea and he hesi-
tated and then looked anxiously in the

[Continucd on page 84]
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[Continued from page 83]

direction of the pavilion. But finally
he sighed. shook his head. “No. I
better go now.” He looked as if he
were making a great sacrifice. He
went out.

A guard was coming along the flag-
stone walk when I came out on the
terrace. Behind him was a small.
bony man in a pearl-gray suit and a
Panama hat.

The guard said. “We stopped this
man at the gate. He wants to see Mr.
Hazelhurst. His name’s Shultz, he
says.

“Oscar’s brother?>”

The little man nodded. “Yes, sir.
I'm Leopold. I come down from
Rochester and the police said Mr.
Cantwell wants to scc me.”

“I'm sure he does,” T said. “I'm
awfully sorry about your brother,
Mr. Shultz.”

“Yes, sir. It was a shock. We
ain’t writ each other in years. It was
a shock.”

I said, “If you'll wait here, I'll get
Mr. Cantwell.”

“Okay, yes, sir.”

WALKED back to the pavilion,
where everybody was eating. They
were still in bathing suits.

“Stan,” I said. *‘Shultz’s brother
is here. The terrace.”
“Oh, yes,” Stan said. getting up.

Karen Langard rosc too. “@h. we
must all go and express our sym-
pathy. All the way from Albany.
The poor man.”

“Rochester,” Mabel Ryan said. She
stood up and tossed her hair back off
her forehead.

Roy Strickland got up and slipped
into a white terry-cloth beach robe.
and Vivian, saying. “There's pleniy
to eat, Larry,” went off with him.

I sat down and picked up a stalk
of celery.

Stan had paused at the edge of the
pavilion.

“Coming, Ivy?”

“No. Give him my condolences.”

“I think you ought to come, Ivy.

“I'm not, though.”

“But, really Ivy—"

She stopped him with a look. Her
voice thickened when she cried,
tell you I'm not going!”

He came back to the table. “Ivy.
I want you to comc with me and
merely express your sympathy to Os-
car’s brother.,” His voice was clear,
grave. “It’c the decent thing to do.”

Her eyes shimmered, her lips
tightened against her teeth. “I am
not,” she said precisely, “going. Is
that clear?”

He inhaled. His fingers closed in-
to his palms. Then suddenly he
flicked the edge of the table with his
knuckles and strode swiftly away.

I helped myself to potato salad.
haked ham, baked beans, green olives.
and lettuce from a wooden mixing
bowl.

“This is a nice place to eat,” I
said. “Cool. Especially on a day
like this. George Hazelhurst’s back.”

“Marvelous,” she said. “I suppose
love conquered all.”

“Listen, why be a mugg® Go out
and say you're sorry to Shultzy’s
brother.”

“I will not be maudlin.”

“Listen, Ivy. One thing that gives
me a pain is a small-town girl that
grows up to the tony.”
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She gave a brittle little laugh. “I
never really fell for you. did I, Mr.
Webb? And you ncver really got over
it.”

“Ivy, no kidding, you can certainly
put it on. I remember that the first
time I introduced you to Stan you
told me afterward, ‘Nice but dumb.”
I agreed with you. Then you found
out that he had dough.”

Her hands slapped the table. “You
conlemptxble louse!"

“When I phoned Stan on long dis-
tance before coming out Friday, were
you listening in on an extension?”

Her face was twisted with con-
tempt as she said, “As if I'd care
what you said!”

“Somebody was.
will you?”

Pass the pepper,

HE picked up a glass shaker and
threw it at me. I caught it but
some of the pepper had sprayed out
and for a minute or two I sat sneezing.
The more I sneezed the madder I got.
“What do you want to do, blind
me?” I choked.

“I'd like to do something to you.”
she said in a cold, dry voice. “I
thoroughly hate and detest you.”

“Sure. I was all right to intro-
duce you to guys in the show busi-
ness but after Stan married you—or
yvou married him—I was just scum.
And you know why, sweethecart.”

“You hated to see me marry Slan,
didn’t you?”

“You know why, sweetheart. Your
show flopped, you were broke, you
were a second-rate actress. and there,
all at once, was a big, simple, nice
guy with loads of jack, and he was
nuts about you. If I'm wrong, check
it. Today you can't bear to have him
touch you. There’s a bolt on your
bedroom door—"

_Her voice grated. “You vile—you

She stood up. Her eyes looked mur-
derous. I was watching her hand be-
cause it was near a waffle iron and I
didn’t want her to throw it at me.
But a step on the pavilion stairs
drew her attention. Stan was there
with Lcopold Shultz.

Stan said. “Ivy. this is Oscar's—"

She turned on her heel and strode
fo the back of the pavilion and
vaulted over the rail. I saw her cut-
ting down toward the house.

Stan called, “Ivy!” and ran after
her.

Leopold Shultz remained where
Stan had left him. on the top step of
the pavilion stairs. He had his hat
in his hand. With his other hand
he was fingering his chin.

I said. “Think nothing of it, Mr.
Shultz. Mrs. Cantwell’s not herself
today.”

“It’s funny, all right.”

“What?"”

“Her. She looks much like a girl
I used to know in Rochester. May-
be ten, fifteen years ago. Over usina
flat they lived. The old man drove a
brewery wagon and was always
drunk. The old lady was terrible,
fighting all the time. And they had
this girl that all the time would pick
on my daughter and once near to
scratched her eyes out. I don't know
whatever happencd to them after the
landlord put them out. I think they
moved out to the country some-
where.” He shrugged out a small,
reminiscent laugh. “Funny, how you
think you see people you knew. I
remember this girl, her name was
Marie Traynor.”

“I'm always seeing people who re-
mind me of other people.,” I said.

“Sure. Sure. Well. I got to be go-
ing. I got a taxi waiting. It runs up.
In Rochester, I'm a waiter. I don’t
get back. some other feller my job
gets. Goodbye.”



He walked down the stone steps
through the rock garden. reached the
driveway. followed the driveway past
the house. I heard a car drive ofi.

In a few minutes Vivian came back
to the pavilion and sat down beside
me. “QOscar’s brother was wonder-
ing if there were any insurance pa-
pers.” she said.

“They'll probably find out he had
a safe-deposit boxin one of the banks.
when they look tomorrow. They’ll he
therc. probably. They also had bet-
ter find some bonds Hazelhurst said
he bought for Shultzy and a receipt
for tive hundred bucks. Otherwise
Hazelhurst is gomc to be a very un-

i “Karcen is trying to
make him come out of his room. He
won't come. He said he was hrought
out here against his will and he's
just going to stay in his room. Do
you think he had anything to do with
the murder of Oscar?”

“There's only one thing I'm abso-
lutely sure of. Vivian: T didn’t kill Os-
car. Anybody clse might have killed
him. Harrigan might have killed him.
I'll ask Harrigan if he killed him.”

“Be serious, Larry.”

“All right. Stan could have killed
him. He says he spent the night on
the boat. Who knows if he did> The
boat was only about half a mile from
the gravel pit where they found
Shultz dead in the beach wagon.”

She held her breath for a minute.
then let it out slowly. “That's what
TI've been afraid of all along. Fritz
said that at about eleven o'clock Os-
car Shultz came into the house and
said he wanted to see Stan. he wanted
to tell him something. But Fritz
told Oscar that Stan had gone to
bed.”

I nodded. “I heard them talking.
Fritz told Shultz he ought to mind
his own business—in a nice way. you
understand.  Shultz  had quitc a
grouch on it. It was probably his
feet. He was complaining about his
new shoes hurting him.”

I put my fork down suddenly and
looked in the direction of the garage.

Vivian said. “What is it?”

“Shultz’s shoes,” I said.

CHAPTER 15

ARRIGAN set the green enameled

chair down in the center of Hazel-
hurst’s bedroom. He looked at it as
though it were a rare antique about
which he knew a great deal. He
waited patiently until everybody was
in the room.

He said. “The way I remember it.
when me and Webby arrived here
Friday afternoon. Fritz was out back
wiping this chair off. He'd just tak-
en it out of a crate. After you took
it out of the crate. what did vou do
with it then?”

“I brought it up here to this room,
It was a chair Mr. Cantwell bought
for this room.”

“Was this door open or shut?”

“Shut. I knew Mr. Hazelhurst
was playing tennis, =0 T opened the
door and brought it in.”

“QOkay.” Harrigan walked around
the chair without taking his cyes off
it. “Did you see this chair brought
in, Mrs. Cantwell?”

Ivy shrugged. “No. If T had, I
might have had it taken right out. It
doesn’'t go in this room at all.”

“Did you ceme in this room at all
Friday afternoon?”

“No.”

“And you didn't see the chair when
it was downstairs?”

“Goodness. no!"”

“That’s funny.” sail Harrigan
blandly. “*Because outside of my own.
there’s three sets of fingerprints on
this chair. Mine's down on the legs,

Spread seething, antiseptic
Ungueniine on the band-
age—and relieve pain
promptly.

It helps protect...keeps
germ-laden dustfromsen-
sitivewounds,killsgerms
with which it comes in
contact, and maintains
its antisepric, soothing
action for a lung time,
without renewal. Al-
ways have Unguentine
handy in medicine cab-
inet,kitchen,or garage.
Tube 50¢; economical
family jar, $1.00.

HOW CORNS COME_
BACK BIGGER, UGLIER

ROOT AND ALL

® Thousands are praising this new, scientific
Blue-Jay method that stops corn pain instautly by
removing pressure. Thenin 3 daysthe entire corn
lifts out Root and All. (Exceptionally stubborn
cases may require a second application.)
Blue-Jay is casy touse, Held snugly in place by
Wet-Pruf adhesive. 25¢ for a package of 6. Same
price in Canada. Get Blue-Jay today.
FREE OFFER: W cwill be glad to send one Blue-Jay
absolutely freeto anyone who has a corn. to prove
that it ends pain instantly, remaves the corn com-
pletely, Just send your name and address to Bauer
& Black, Division of The Kendall Co.,Dept.J-75,
2500 South Dearborn Street, Chicago, Ill. Act
quickly before this trial offer expires.

BLUE-JAY CORN PLASTERS

* A plug of dead cells root-like 1n form and position. It
left may serve as focal point for renewed development.
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where I picked it up. The others are
up here on the top of the hack. where
you naturally pick up a chair to move
it. There's [ritz’'s here: he brought
it up. And there's Mr. Hazelhurst's
this is his room. And there’s yvours,
Mrs. Cantwell.”

“Are vou trying to insinuate that I
was in this bedroom with George
Hazelhurst > Ivy demanded.

“All T asked was. was you in herc?”
I know vou touched this chair. hut
maybe vou touched it while it was
downstairs.”

She snapped. “Maybe I did touch
it. Ididn't notice if it was this chair.
I happened to walk past this room
and the door was open and there was
a draft. The draft was blowing things
around in the room. There wax a
chair propped against the door and I
pushed it out of the way. picked up
some stationery from the floor and
put it back on that writing desk. But
if you mean to stand there and in-
sinuate that I was here alone with
George Hazelhurst—"" She turned to
Stan. “Are you going to let this man
say a thing like that?”

“All he asked you was a question.
Ivy.” Stan said levelly. “You've an-
swered it: now let it go at that.”

ARRIGAN =aid. “Mrs. Cantwell,

when you come to this door and
it was open. were vou blinded by the
sunlight coming through that left-
hand window?”

“I don’t remember.”

“Mr. Hazelhurst says that when he
came back from the bathroom and
opened the door here. the sun blinded
him because that left-hand shade was
all the way up. Do you remember if
this little screen here was in or out
of the window?’

Exasperation was making her lips
twitch. “No. I don't remember that.
1 told you what I did and I probabhly
wouldn't have recalled doing that if
you hadn't practically insulted me.”

“Lady, I'm the last guy in the
world to insult a lady. Can't T ask
some questions? There's somecthing
happened in this room. At least. I
believe there did. Sometime during
the afternoon that little screen there
was knocked out of the window. It
didn't fall. understand. It was
knocked out. Because.” he said. walk-
ing over to it and pointing. “this piece
of tin down the middle was bent. I
seen Shultzy fixing it out in front of
the garage about ten minutes after I
heard that shot.™

Stan said. "'T thought it was scttled
that the shot you people heard was
tired from a riflec Shultz had borrowed
from Norman Bennett to shoot a rah-
bit that was raiding his vegetable
garden.”

“It makes sense, all right,” Harri-
gan said, “but it don't settle anything.
You just suppose the shot was tired
from Shultzy’s gun that he borrowed.”

“Do you mean someone else firc:
that rifle?”

Harrigan shook his head. “No. I
mean maybe that shot was tired from
another gun. Whether it was fired in-
side the house or outside. is epen to
argument. Mrs. Cantwell says she
thought it was a blow-out or a back-
fire. Mr. Hazelhurst says he didn't
hear it at all. Miss Langard says she
didn't hear it. Well. he was in one
bathroom at about that time and she
was in the other. and they say they
were taking showers. So that'd make
sense why they didn’t hear it. Mr.
Strickland said it sounded like a
twenty-two all right but he thinks it
was in the woods. Fritz and his wile
think it was Shultzy taking a crack at
a rabbit. Miss Ryan here says she
was taking a snooze at the time and
didn’t hear it. And Webby. never the

[Continued on page 26|
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THAT MAKES THESE
DIAPERS M#5C W/

Their smooth, pinked selvage can't imitale
baby’'s tender skinl Good news for mother,
too — they dry much faster, wash much more
easily. Layettecloth is a new, surgical-weave
fabric developed by a leading maker of hos-
pital dressings. Though lighfer, more healthy
than old-time diaper cloths, it is 30% more
absorbent and it's softer, ool

FOLDLINE is a new, exclusive Curity feature.
The lines, woven in the 20" x 40" size, provide
a permanent guide to all diaper folds. With
the handy panel fold this size can be used
through the whole diaper period.

MORE ABSORBENT NURSERY PADS
Made of Layettecloth, these pads distribute
the moisture over their entire surlace, prevent
unhealthy " puddling.” They dry four times
faster and are more comfortable, having no
bulky filler to grow lumpy. Mail the coupon.

UTLLY/ Castocutn
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DIAPERS . NURSERY PADS

e ey T
| KENDAH MILLS = DeDt 33 ~ Walpala, Mass.
In Conauda: Kendall Mills, lid., Station K Toronto
Please send me lonly ons to each individual)s
Full.size Curily Loyettecleth Dioper, 10¢ enclosed |

Loyettecloth: Diaper ond Nursery Pad, 50c enclosed |
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Smart America calls it the

new “Youth Stride”. . . the
- swinging step of youth that is
1 yours in superbly styled Red
Cross Shoes. Fashioned over
the famous “Limit™ Lasts, they
fit perfectly, keep your feet
young and beautiful. See them
—see the world’s most amaz-
ing footwear value. Now only
$6.50. Write for illustrated
booklet. The United States
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RED CROSS SHOES

A-BEAUTY TREATMENT FOR VYOUR FEET

WEEK-END TO
KILL

[Continved from page 85]

one to commit himseli. says it could
have been inside or out. from the
sound of it. The maid didn't hear it
but she says she was running a vac-
uum cleaner in her room about that
time.”

Hazelhurst laughed. “And we're
all out of step but you, Mr. Harri-
gan. You're the only one who be-
lieves it was in the house.”

“To me, yes. it seemed like it was
indoors somewhere.”

Strickland said. "That ought to be
easy to settle. Mr. Harrigan. If the
shot was fired indoors, the bullet
would have lodged somewhere. And
if someone removed the bullet, the
mark would still be there, wouldn't
it?"”

“It could have gone through a win-
dow.” Harrigan said.

“With screens in all the windews?
Wouldn't you see a bullet-hole in the

“Not if the screen was knocked out
first.” Harrigan said.

Strickland nodded thoughtfully.
“Yes. youre right there. You're
right there, all right.”

Karen Langard’s face brightened
under the impact of an idea. “‘Oh,
look, we can have a hunt. You know,
like an egg-hunt; only make this for
the bullet! Don't you think that’s a
marvelous idea? We'll each chip in a
dollar and the person who finds the
bullet—"

Harrigan turned toward the win-
dow. I heard a car’s wheels moving on
the driveway, then a [aint conclusive
crunch as they stopped outside, Har-
rigan leaned on the windowsill.

“Hello, Pascarella,” he said.

Pascarella’s voice droned up: “Well,
I guess you can pick up your tools
and go home, Harrigan.”

HE man handcuffed to Engle was

ahout five feet tall and looked as
if he might have weighed about a hun-
dred pounds. His forehead was domed
and beneath it his features were drawn
tightly into a knot. There was a
crooked bony insolence about his jaw.
His ears stuck out from his head.
His eves were big. shaip. alert. and
shone too much. He looked cocky.

Pascarella stood with one foot on
the ground, the other on the edge of
the terrace. and was leaning with his
elbow on his knee. He said, “\We get a
tip from a newsboy that a guy that
lisps is in the railroad station wait-
ing for a train and we go over there
and collar this here guy. He’s got a
ticket to Boston. So just on a hunch
we pick him up and make him take
us where he lives. Helives in a room-
ing house across from the Empress
Theater. His brother-in-law owns it.
His brother-in-law’s the boss in the
fifth election district. In this here
tomato’s room we find two black-
jacks. a pair of brass knuckles— You
got the list wrote down, Engle. Read
it.” .

Engle read from a small notebook.
“One dagger, one clasp knife with
four-inch blade. one cleaver. one pair
brass knuckles. two blackjacks, one
.25 caliber automatic pistol, one .38
caliber revolver, one twelve-gauge
sawed-off shotgun, one 30-30 rifle,
twelve boxes of ammunition, as-
sorted.” He closed the book and
slipped it into his pocket. “That
seems to be all.”

“We ask him what's the idea of the
arsenal and he savs it’'s a museum he’s
getting together.” Pascarella said.
“He's either the world's biggest liar
or the worst screwball I ever run
across.”

The man said. “Yeah. thath wha'
vou thay. thath wha’ vou thay.”

“Oh . . . he lisps!” cried Karen
Langard.

Pascarella said. “On a calendar in
his room we found Mr. Shelby’s phone
number wrote down. This is the guy.
all right. Tmagine. We spend four
hours with a flock of boy scouts look-
ing for a pair of shoes and then get
a hot tip and find this guy with a
ticket to Boston. I called Shelby up
and made this guy say something to
him on the phone. Shelby’s pretty
sure it’s the voice that called him and
threatened him that day.”

Stan said, “Who's his brother-in-
law:"

“Vince Pagliano. This guy's name
is Rudnicki. T brought him out here
so that servant of yours could hear
him talk. You know. the guy who
got the phone message here.”

“Yes: Fritz.”

“I'll get him,” Vivian said, going
inside.

ARRIGAN sat down. “What's he

claim®” he asked Pascarella.

“Oh. he says he sent that warning
all right. and he says yeah. he phoned
Shelby. But he says he didn't knock
off Shultz. That's what he says now.
Tomorrow he'll be claiming self-de-
fense. He's been yelling for a lawyer
already.”

“You'll thee, you'll thee! Wait'll I
thee Vinth!™

Harrigan said, “You didn’t find any
shoes. huh?”

“Ha,” said Pascarella.

“How about his fingerprints?”

“I don’t expect to find ’em on the
beach wagon. if that’swhat you mean.
This guy ain’t that dumb. But I
found a ticket for a ride on the Fer-
ris wheel at the amusement park in
his pocket. I called them up and give
’em the serial number on it, and found
it was sold the night Shultz was killed.
So little palsy-walsy here was out
there at the amusement park. Give
us time, and we'll put all the pieces
together.”

Vivian came back with Fritz and
Pascarella said to him. “Can you re-
member exactly what that guy that
phoned you said?”

Fritz dipped his head. “I think so.
yes. sir. He said. ‘Shultz was first.
Next time it'll he closer. Say that to
Cantwell."”

“Say that, Rudnicki.” Pascarella
said.

Rudnicki yelped. “No!” He began
to fight the handcuff and yell about
his brother-in-law. Engle, taken by
surprise. almost fell down. Pascarella
stepped up and took a fistful of Rud-
nickl’s shirt, at the chest. He held
up his other hand. the palm flat. ready
to strike. Rudnicki stopped fighting.

“Now say it Pascarella said.

Quivering, Rudnicki said, “Thulzth
wuth firtht. Nexth thime it'll be
clother. That thay t’ Canthwell.”

“Sound like it?” Pascarella asked
Fritz.

Fritz looked worried. “Well, it was
like that, tongue-tied like that, but it
was on the phone and on the phone 1
guess it'd sound different.”

“We ought to get him on a phone.”
Engle said.

Stan said, “There’s a dial phone in
my room. separate from the house
line. Or there's one in my wife's
room. You can just dial the house
number from either one.”

*“Okay. You go up with Engle and
this guy and dial it. will you? Then

[Continued on page 100]
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HOW CAN | REALLY LOOK DIFFERENT2 There's one sure way—
change your hairdress. I don’t mean a timid little push here and
a snip there. I mean a revolutionary. courageous change, one that
gives your face a brand-new look, that alters the whole silhouette
of your head. Too many girls go round wondering why, in spite
of a smart, new frock and tricky hat, they never seem to look more
exciting, more glamorous. Often a complete change of coiffure is
just what the doctor ordered. There's a new trend in hair ar-
rangement these days, so take advantage of it.

IS HAIR GOING TO BE WORN HIGHER? Yes—It’s happened even
in Hollywood, where most of the stars keep their hair quite long
for camera flattery and for comfort in acquiring new hair arrange-
ments. Perhaps you've wondered whether you could wear a
higher coiffure. You needn’t think you have to brush your hair
straight up on top of your head. for there are plenty of charming
variations of the upward movement,

WHAT WILL TAKE AWAY THAT PLAIN-JANE LOOK? A style of hair-
do that has a “lift” to it. Something soft, without set ridges,
without hard, elaborate curls, a combination that might be described
as ‘“casual-careful.” If you've always worn your hair drawn off
your forehead, try this: Part hairina semicircleabove the forehead,
brush this handful of hair to the front. and have it waved into big
curls. Wear these curls (or “fringe,” if you want to be 1890)
with the same dash with which you'd wear a perky {lower atop your
head. The curls will shadow your eyes becomingly. Pick a hat
that shows off your fringe—not one that hides it.

HOW CAN | CHANGE A LONG BOB# Have your hair brushed up
from your ears at the side, in a winglike movement. If you need
hair at the back to balance your profile, keep hair long there, as in
the third photograph from the top. Or brush the curls to one side
and fasten with a sidecomb or bob pin—as in the second picture
from the top. Or train a set of curls just above the lowest row at
the back. By the time they reach your ears they will give a much
higher contour to your coiffure. If youre arranging your curls
yourself, use a rattail comb, shown in the small sketch just below.
It’s a comb made so that half of it is tapered to a point. You
slip a strand of curly hair over your finger, slide the tapered end
through, wind it round, and then draw the finger out. Most of
you have seen your hairdresser use it, but you can easily learn
to do tricks with it at home.

HOW CAN | ACQUIRE A HIGH-PILED COIFFURE? For such a hair-
do (as in the top photograph) you need two things: a beautiful,
young jaw line, and plenty of long hair at the back. Some hair-
dressers who are dressing hair high are cutting and shaping the
back hair in the old familiar swirl. Unless this is skillfully waved
at all times it may leave you with untidy wisps. Long hair, how-
ever, can be brushed straight up, and the curls fastened where
they look most effective. Or part your hair straight down the back
and comb the curls up on cither side, near the ears. Your hat should
be worn in front of your curls, not smashed down on top of them.

HOW CAN | KEEP MY HAIR IN PLACE? Once it’s been rearranged,
a new hairdress is a problem, till it is trained to stay put. After
the first setting, wear a net cap over your curls at night. When
you're sure of exactly how your hair is to be combed in place.
brush it vigorously. This brushing will restore the gloss that so
often disappears under hot dryers. You'll find little side combs,
tuck combs, and the like, that hold stray strands in place—sparkly
for evening, plain for daytime. Have the very best permanent
you can afford. Take oil treatments if your hair is dry. Experi-
ment with a soapless shampoo—it rinses out quickly and leaves
hair glossy. At least once a year make sorhe change in hair ar-
rangement, and remember to do something for hair texture, too.

BY HILDEGARDE FILLMORE

“ . i ‘ l t Danielle Darrieux, in her first Ameri-
can film, ""The Rage of Paris,’” wears

this hairdress of curls piled high at the top of her head

;‘ ._ I _. Virginia Field, young featured player,
W has her curls brought across the back

and dressed to one side — perfect for evening wear

“ . ‘ Libby Harben, New York model who played

in “Vogues of 1938,'’ wears her hair high-
er at the top and drawn up winglike at the sides

gn . In ““A Star Is Born’’ Janet Gaynor
“f" prophesied the upward movanent

in coiffures by lifted curls and a higher lino at the neck

News about summer beauty aids — in the Style and Beauty Check List for June. For your copy send a 3-tent stamp to The Modern Homemaker, McCall's Magazine, Dayton, O.
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knows how to choose perfume.” (Do men talk about a woman's perfume?
They certainly do. and they feel strongly on the subject. That's natural. be-
cause our scnse of smell is closely linked wilh our emotions. Fragrances
bring up a whole train of associations. When you choose perfume. conjure
up some image in your mind: a subtle flower bouquet. an old-fashioned gar-
den, a rosc jar, the aroma of fruits, of old wine, of grandmother’s spice box,
of sunlight, of moonlight. of cool breezes in summer. of a luxurious sache(.
These are only a few of the pleasant associations modern perfumes suggest.)

knows how to use perfume.” (When a man says this about you. he means,
*She doesn't use too much.” For. unless he has an undiscriminating nose, he
likes a fragrance that seems to float like a veil after a charming lady. Always
spray perfume from an atomizer. This distributes the scent over a larie
area. preventing staleness. There are new and lovely atomizers now for
cau de Cologne and dilute perfumes. Never stick to one fragrance for too
long a time—your sense of smell tires and you may unconsciously use too
much. Try new scents—most tine ones come in smzll, inexpensive sizes.)

S7e

has ‘that bandbox look!”” (When a man describes you in this phrase, pat
yoursclf on the back. for it’s an effect no male can resist. The just-out-oi-
a-bandbox look. by the way, has nothing to do with being born beautiful,
It’s somcthing any girl can acquire, if she’ll put her mind to it. Look
around you, spot the little flaws in grooming of other women: straggly
hair, carclessly applied make-up, missing buttons or snaps. slips
showing under skirts, crooked stocking seams, runover heels, and so
on, ad intinitum. Resolve to check up more carefully on yourself.)

is just naturally dainty!™ (Men often make this comment. and it's no-
body's business but your own if being “naturally dainty” involves using
many things that come in jars and bottles. For that effect of exquisite
daintiness. you probably use a deodorant as faithfully as yvou use your
toothbrush.  You like bath salts in your tub, or, when you take a shower,
a brisk rub of Cologne afterwards. You have a favorite perfume. You arc
even fussy about your compact. keeping a clean puff handy. or. if that's
ditticult, using a puff of cotton which may be thrown away when soiled.)

7)

./eérfumes, compacts and eaux de Cologne, left: Top, cute flower pots
hold bath salts. Below, curved bottle of a new perfume from a famous
house, a “dry “exhilarating scent. Next, a refreshing Cologne, a com-
pact with a brush attached to case, another tangy Cologne in de
luxe bottle. Shelf below, left, skyscraper bottle of a scent described
as “orchidaceous.” Beside it, handsome flacon of a perfume having
a Russian leather undertone. Shelf below, smart new bottle of another
zippy Cologne, and a lovely couturier perfume. Next shelf, right, a
Cologne of the feminine type, a dark blue flacon of a famous spicy
perfume; at the back, three new flower scents in toilet water form,
and a chic rococo compact. Bottom row, toilet water that matches a
famous perfume; beside it, a sophisticated couturier perfume; next,
new adaptation of a popular perfume in Cologne form. Right, hand-
some new couturier compact, beautifully tooled, a famous salon per-
fume, and, almost out of the picture, a rainbow compact, set with
varicolored stones. For romance, we give you the perfume counter!

BY HILDEGARDE FILLMORE
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Sparkling
sunlight puts
your powder

to the test...

A

HOSE bright, sunny mornings —

How they search eut every little
fault of your face! Powder showing
up—features sharpened! Are you
afraid of looking “all powdery” stand-
ing in that bright sunlight?

Not if you soften that sparkling
sunlight—with Pond’s “glarc-proof”
shades. Pond’s Powder shades are
blended to catch and reflect only the
softer rays of light. They give a soft

5 “GLARE-PROOF" SHADES
POND'S, Dept. 3-PT, Clinton,

Pond’s “Glare-Proof”

of each for a thorough 3-day test.
(This offer expires July 1, 1938.)

Neme =
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Conn.
Please rush, frec, 5 different shades of
Powder, enough

Strevt

City.

reﬂects only
the softer
rays of light—
looks soft

and fresh in
brightest light

“...Pond's Rose
Cream is just the
grandest powder!
It gives my skin a
sofl, bright look
—andnever shows
up ciialky!”

MISS SARA CLUCAS
New York Debutante

vour face in the

lovely look to
brightest light. And do not show up
“powdery.” In an inquiry among

1,097 girls, Pond’s got the biggest
vote for “never sh(n\ing pmulvry,"

Use Pond’s daytime and under
evening lights. True skin tones. uni-
formly blended. Special ingredients
keep Pond’s soft and clinging for
hours. Decorated screw-top jars, 33¢,

70¢. Big boxes, 10¢, 20¢,

Copyright. 1938, Pond’e Fxtract Comoany

CHART FOR A
NAMELESS NURSE

[Beginning on poge 12]

of Dewart. except that he died toc
soon. , . ."

She whispered on a shaip intake
of breath. “How did you know?"

“A great many people gave An-
thony Dewart the benefit of the
doubt.”

“Only a few.” she said bitterly.

He went on. “And there was a son
too. a brilliant high-strung boy in his
last year at college. He had wor-
shiped his father. been his father’s
constant companion—~

She interrupted him. “It wasn't
only that. Therc was a girl. She
broke off her cngagement to Tony
hecause of the scandal. He went hay-
wire—his nerves were shot to picces,
He—he wasn't really responsible. . .."

“You mean. the gun going off like
that might have been an accident?”

“I don’t know. No onc will ever
know.” =aid Julie dully.

“And the girl, Julie Dewart.
about herz”

“You seem to know it all. You
tell me.” she said.

“The girl ran away.” Dr. Reall
paused. “I think that was probably
lhc best thing she could have done.
She put a new life in place of the
old. substituted hard work for fu-
tile. exhausting play, made hersell
into a woman. . . .”

“Thanks,” said Julic faintly. “I
could add something to it. The girl
never gave anyone a chance to jilt
her. . . . She resigned first.”

“Oh.” That seemed to be the onc
thing Dr. Reall hadn’t known.

What

O BREAK the tension. Julie

opened the doors of the compact
little kitchenette and ran some water
in the bottom of the coifec pot.

“This is somethinz I do rather
well” she boasted. “\Wait and sce.”

Presently they were sitting side by
side on the old sofa. taking their cof-
fee from deep cups. Dr. Reall gave
a long sigh of satisfaction.

“With coffec like this every day.”
he said positively. “I could vie with
the .\Iayo brothers.™

“You're not such a bad doctor your-
self.” said Julie lightly.

“Ah, you've noticed my skill in
timing pains before the ladies’ private
physicians arri\e! T was afraid it was
going unsung.’

She thought she caught the hint of
bitterness in his foolery. Certainly
there was little beyond routine work
for the Resident on duty; but at those
rare times of emergency when a cool
head and superhuman hands were
nceded. she had the fecling Dr. Chris
Reall was very much there.

“Ever thought of private practicc?”
she asked him suddenly.

“Sometimes.” he admitted. “I'm
waiting till T know a lot more than I
know now.”

He was young. not more than thirty
she thought, perhaps twenty-eight.
He was doing well to be one of the
two obstetrical Residents at a hospi-
tal with the high standards of East
River. She felt a sudden rush of
gratitude toward him. In some way or
other, he had managed to save her
from a bad hour alone.

She gave him her hand as he rosc.

“You're not angry with me now?”’
he asked smiling.

Her lips moved in an answering
smile. “No.”

For two days she scarched the cor-
ridors for the glimpse of Forrest that
she was dreading. But either he had
come in while she was in the nurses’
dining room, or he was to come just
after she went off duty. She did not
see him till Saturday; she had time,
a precious forty-cight hours of it. to
accustom hersclf to the knowledge
that he was another woman’s hus-
band. and father of the tiny dark-
haired creature marked “Baby Boy
Wendell,” in the nursery. . . .

UT at last the inevitable moment
came. She had come into the
rather charming little visitors’ waiting-
room to tell a group of girls that Mrs.
Willets was ready to see them now—
when, stepping aside to let them pass,
she saw a man over near the window.
He had his back to her. he was look-
ing out over the Yorkville roof tops.
There was still time to leave the
room as noisclessly as she had come
e But in the moment when it
rcemed she had lost all power to
move. Forrest turned sharply around,
conscious of eyes on his back.

His throat made a curious little
cxclamation, as if hc were stifling
both surprise and emotion.

It was Julie who spoke first.

“It's so strange to meet here,” she
said gently.

He was looking at her with a hun-
gry scrutiny. “You havent changed
... Even in your white cap. I can
sec yeu as you were that last time.”

“Don’t look back.” she warned him.
“Neither of us must ever look back.”

“How are we to help it?”

He didn't say any of the things she
had imagined he would. “Julic, where
did you go? How did you managc to
<lip away so suddenly and so quietly.
leaving no trace®’ Yet it was like
Forrest to skip all the non-cssentials
and comc direct to the disturbing
heart of the thing.

“1 never stopped caring for you,
Julie.”

“Don’t—you have no right to say
that and 1 have no right to listen—~

“Karen knows.”

Pity for Karen swept her hcart.
A small. blonde girl in room 1040,
very young. very alone. . .. Probably
she was now having her face and
hands washed and her long  hair
brushed to be rcady for Forrest.

“Yes, she knows.” said Julie slow-
ly. “She told me.”

His dark eyebrows lifted. “You've
scen her? You know each other?”

*T went in to takc a box of flowers.
I didn’t know who she was.” said
Julie cuickly. “She recognized me.”

*She didn’t tc!l me you werc here.”

“Why should she have? We can't
blame her for that.”

They both stood silent a moment,
humble at the tangle they'd made of
their lives. Then Julie said with
bright falsc courage, "Have you seen
your son this afternoon®> I could
take you down if you like.”

He shook his head wordlessly.

She tried once more. “Oh, For-
rest. I have to go now. T'll try never
to sec you again—I'll get myself trans-
ferred to another floor or something.
Couldn't you smile at me, once, as
you used to smile?”

But it wasn't there. he couldn’t
bring it back again—the quick radi-
ance she remcmbered in his dark.
thin face. This was a lifcless widen-
ing of the lips.

“Goodbye. Forrest—"

Their hands touched briefly and
she turned away. Ten-forty’s day
Special was just outside.

“Mrs. Wendell is ready now. You
may come in. Mr. Wendell.”

Julic went blindly back to the
chartroom.  From a few dowurs you

[Continucd on page 9+4)
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CHART FOR A
NAMELESS NURSE

[Continved from poge 92]

could catch the staccato reporting of
today’s football games. She thought,
“Football games—it's so gueer to hear
them. Forrest used to take me. . ..”

While she was still standing there,
half dazed with bewilderment and
strange insistent pain. 1040's light
flashed on. The Special had gone to
the nurses’ sitting room, certain that
she was free for an hour or two.
Julie walked slowly toward the door.

Forrest opened it and stood outside,
looking for someone.

“Julie,” he called. “Come here.
Where's Karen's nurse?”

“Is something wrong?”

“She—she’s sick. Get a doctor,
Julie. Get someone.”

Obviously he could not yet believe
Julie was a trained registered nurse.
She smiled faintly and went in the
door to look at Karen. Then her face
smoothed into instant seriousness,
she went out and put in calls for both
the Super and the Resident.

“Who's her own doctor?” she asked
TForrest.

“Dr. Striker. He's away this week-
cnd. He—he thought she was all
right, and he wasn't expecting any
arrivals, so—"

“I see.” said Julic quickly. “Well,
we have Dr. Reall. He's a good man.”

Forrest was sent back to the wait-
ing-room. Julie steeled herself against
the frantic impulse to take his white,
tormented face in her arms.

“Dr. Reall.” she said. standing at
his elbow by 1040’s bed. “we’ve tried
to reach Dr. Striker. but he’s in Mon-
treal and wouldn’t be able to get back
till tomorrow.”

“That isn’t soon enough,” said
Chris Reall under his breath.

“No—" agreed Julie instantly.

“Get ready for surgery, Julia, Il
want you.”

Karen’s eyes opened. They looked
strikingly blue in her bloodless face.

“So—tired. Julie.”

“Of course. dear. But we’ll have
vou feeling marvelous soon.”

“She knows vou.” commented Dr.
Reall.

“Yes. we're old friends. Chris. you
«an do it. can’t you? Oh. Chris. you
will?" She was scarcely aware of
speaking his name.

“Where's the husband?”

“Down the hall. Be careful what
you tell him. He—he's the high-
strung type. . . ."”

*Know him too?" Chris’s gray cyes
bored into her.

“He's Forrest Wendell. We were
engaged. I—don't let anything hap-
pen to Karen, Chris!™

HEY'D had one other case of post-

partum complications during the
time Julie had been there—a case al-
most exactly like this. The girl had
seemed to recover, had scarcely re-
membered she’d had a baby the week
before—then this hemorrhage business
and in a few hours the life had been
snuffed out like a candle. . .. A pretty
girl, too, not more than twenty-two,
tremendously in love with the baby,
hisfather,andwithlife. Julie had gone
into her room, seen the maid pack-
ing up her bed jackets. her powder
kit. her silly little hair bows; she had
walked over te the window where the
maid couldn’t see her face and had
wept some bitter, difficult tears for
the new injustice dealt by death, the

implacable enemy. . . . And she had
scarcely known that girl. Now it was
Karen—Karen whom she remem-
bered with long fair plaits and braces
on her front teeth.

“You can't fail. Chris,” she. whis-
pered to him at the door of surgery.
“It’s your chance to be great, to jus-
tify all those years you worked as or-
derly at night so you could study in
the daytime—those years you strug-
gled and saved and went without
food. . . .” Oh, she’d heard things
about Dr, Chris Reall. That girl
who'd died during the summer—she
hadn’t had Chris. She'd had her own
doctor, a grave, important old man
with a cautious face. . . . Chris was
voung, he was quick and strong. Look-
ing at him. she was reminded of the
huge blond archangels she had scen
in a picture as a child.

“A chance for both of us, Julia,”
he said, putting his arms into the
sterile gown.

She couldn’t think what he meant.
Then she didn't try. There was no
room for thought in the indefinite
stretches of time that followed. She
caught glimpses of Chris’s hands,
moving with inhuman precision. She
watched with a queer fascination Kar-
en’s smooth regular breathing under
the anesthetic. each breath meaning
that Karen—for that moment at least
—was alive. . .. She did not know till
afterward how long they were in the
operating-room. It might have been
an hour or the rest of the afternoon
and night; she could not gauge it.
She went on handing things to Chris
like an automaton; she went on star-
ing at his hands. thinking them the
most beautiful instruments she had
ever seen.

Through a haze she heard him say
at last. “That has it.” There were
beads of perspiration on his forehead.

“Nice work,” said Dr. Wells who
was standing by. “No one could have
done it better.”

“Thanks. She’s a strong girl.” said
Chris. And to Julie. “Go in and speak
to her husband, will you®”

ULIE slipped out of her gown in

the anteroom and walked uncertain-
ly down the hall. The door of 1040 was
half open and she could see Forrest
sitting there. his head bent over. As
she came in. he looked up. His eyes
were dull coals in his drawn face.

“Julie.” he whispered incoherently.
“Everything I said to you . . it
wasn't true. Forget I ever said it.
She's all that matters . . . Kuren,
Karen. Do you hear? Karen.”

“Yes,” said Julie quietly. “Of
course. Pull yourself together, For-
rest. She’s going to be all right.”

He began to sob into his thin fin-
gers. Paying no attention to him,
Julie started to freshen the bed for
Karen'’s return. When that was done.
she moved briskly around, straighten-
ing objects on the bureau, putting the
lid on a candy box, turning up the
radiator.

“Her Special is with her.” she com-
mented finally. “Soon they’ll be bring-
ing her back here. Go put some cold
water on your face. Forrest.”

He stumbled obediently to his feet
and into Karen's bath. She heard the
rush of water in the basin, When he
came out, his face looked firmer and
he’d gained control over his voice.

“That's better, isn't it>" she said
with the brightness of the nurse.
*Shan't I ring for a waiter and order
vou some hot tea’”

“No. thanks.”

She filled the carafe and set it near
him. She realized. with a vague won-
der at herself, that she was doing
all these things, making all the ges-
tures of a nurse, so that Forrest
might always remember a kindly pres-



ence in a white uniform—calm, effi-
cient, impersonal—blotting out any
more treacherous memory, . . .

She said one more thing: I wouldn't
stay too long after she comes buck.
She’ll need a long sleep.” Then she
left the room, closing the door be-
hind her. That was their ultimate
goodbye, emphasized by the small
click of the knob. The trouble was,
thought Julie with a strange anger at
herself. that they hadn’t said it four
years ago. Forrest had not really
wanted to marry the daughter of An-
thony Dewart. the sister of reckless
Tony Dewart, or he would have
stopped mooning over her and gone
o look for her. .. .

“We've kidded ourselves—a not
very funny joke that lasted too long
and might have lasted much longer,”
she admitted, fairly to her own ac-
rusations.

N EXTRA floor nurse had been
called while Julie was helping in
the operating-room. She seemed to
have everything under control, and
Julie had only to answer two calls
and was then idle, watching the river
from the window in the chartroom.
¢ Julia—"

Dr. Chris Reall had changed from
the coat and cap he wore in surgery
and was dressed for the street. He
might have been any young business
man, well groomed, assured, success-
ful. . .. Like one of the fathers of
the new babies down in the nursery. . ..

“Why aren’t you married®” asked
Julie abruptly. surprised that she had
never thought of that before.

He laughed shortly.

“I was—once. Haven't you ever
heard of the lovely and glamorous and
exciting Toby Reall? She was rather
well-known at the haunts in the East
Tifties once. . . .”

“Yes, but she's—" began Julie in
amazement.

“She’s married again, to a million-
aire cattleman from the Argentine,”
said Chris without bitterness. “And
I wish her luck and happiness. She
wasn’t cut out for a doctor’s wife.
Very few girls are.”

Julie remembered Toby quite well.
one of those people you see around
and speak to and never get to know
bevond that. She could not think of
anyone more foreign to Chris’s forth-
right and hard reality—Toby wha
dreamed of leading café society to
new heights of hilarity. Chris to whom
money was nothing but necessary pay-

MOVIES

[Beginning on page 4]

battle of the Alamo; kill off Davy
Crockett; and then send Sum Hous-
ton to the rescue with 5500 more
extras.

But, seriously, we deserve a little
more back-slapping about ourselves
than we get from the motion picture
industry. There are at least two ter-
rific melodramas among the Ameri-
can historical romances by John
Buchan that would make just as
profitable motion pictures as his
390 Steps Lecame, and even though
Mr. Buchan is now Lord Tweedsmuir,
Governor-general of Canada. he prob-
ably could be persuaded to sell some
of his works to a neighbor.

It may be that audiences, after all
these years of Westerns. wouldn’t be-
lieve their own history il they saw it
on the screen. just as the impresario
who invested a fortune in an Uncle

ment for a three-room apartment and
foed to cat.

“I didn't have this job then.” he
explained. "It was tough going. Toby
hated it. Finally she hated me. That
finished it."”

“So you've been hurt too.” said
Julie. “It’s funny; somehow when
we're licking our own wounds. we
don't see what's under our noses.”

He cut in. “Dr. Raymond is re-
lieving me in a few minutes. 1f you'll
give me your key, I'll go around and
stock up your kitchenette. and by the
time you're off, dinner will be sizzling
away on the stove. How's that 7

“It's very nice.”

He looked around and seeing no
one, caught her wrist.

“You've a high pulse, my girl”
He touched her cheek gently with his
broad strong hand. “Maybe a touch
of fever too. Shall I prescribe®”

“Yes,” she whispered.

A slow red mounted up his cheek-
bones, colored his temples. “He's
afraid of me,” she thought wonder-
ingly, “of me!”

He took a chart blank from the
desk, scribbled on it with the silver
pencil from his coat pocket.

“For Julia Mary Dewart,” she read
silently over his shoulder, “a more
rounded life is prescribed, under the
personal supervision of Dr. Reall—"

“Is that all, Doctor®” she asked.

“No—"

They met each other’s eyes. a long
intent look—a look more committing
than a kiss.

“Later,” said Julie Dreathlessly,
tearing her hand from his. There was
1031's  light flashing again.  She
skimmed down the corridor.  She
seemed not to have shoes at all, but
little wings at her heels like the god
Mercury.

“It's six,” said Mrs. Willets very
resentiully, “Why don’t they bring
my habyz"

“T'll get him,” promised Julic at
once.

“You're the only human nurse they
have around here. Wauit just a min-
ute. How did you ever happen ta
take up nursing®™

ULIE was able to put away once

and for all the old terrors, the old
bitternesses. She felt released into
sun and sky. into an atmosphere where
one might say anything or do any-
thing. She smiled at rs. Willets.

“The usual reason. Tomeet a dov-
tor, and 1 did.”

Tom’s Cabin show discovered people
didn’t believe his thoroughbred blood-
hounds were bloodhounds at all, be-
cause for years they'd seen mastifis
and Great Danes chasing Eliza across
the ice.

But there were some other fellows
in the Revolutionary War other than
George  \Washington and  Benedict
Arnold; there were two or three
people involved in the Civil War be-
sides Lincoln, Grant and Lee. and the
country west of the Mississippi wasn't
all settled by two men on horseback.

ECENTLY Will Hays has an-

nounced an intense program of
educational motion picture work on
the part of his office. Some time ago
I intimated we might be able to find
a man a little better equipped to teach
the school children other than Warren
G. Harding’s ex-postmaster general,
but if Mr. Hays will employ Marquis
James, and Henry Pringle, and Willa
Cather, and Charles Beard to write
his educational pictures, I'd be willing
to gamble on him; not because of the
school children, but because the pro-
ducers—and Mr. Hays—might lcarn
something new about the country.
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with a
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water treatment with Woodbury’s Facial
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Your skin feels so refreshed after a
reviving ““facial” with Woodbury's, This
soap now contains skin-stimulating Vita-
min D. Vitamin D, you knuw, is ereated
in your own skin by certain rays of sun.
shine, It plays an important part in the
skin’s vitality. In tests made by a great
university, Vitamin D has been proved to
stimulate the breathing process of the skin.

When the skin is alive and vital, it
breathes swiftly. Vitamin D accelerates
the skin’s youthful breathing. That’s
why a simple cleansing treatment with

CONTAINING VITAMIN D
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BUT A WARM WATER TREATMENT
WITH WOODBURY’S FACIAL SOAP

Douse your face with a lather of
Woodbury’s Facial Soap, now
containing skin-stimulating Vita.
min D. Tt quickly revives yourskin.

Woodbury’s Facial Soap so quickly revives
tired skin, gives your skin a lift.

Take a Beauty Cocktail with Woodbury’s
whenever your beauty is low. Let it wake
wp your sleepy skin in the morning. 10
give you the right start for the day!
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TRY
THIS SURE WAY
TO PROTECT

WHEN YOUR
UNDERARM 1S
DRY, YOUR
DRESS WILL
NEVER SMELL. ..

TONIGHT MAKE THE

Armbole Odor Test”

EMEMBER that wonderful man

vou met? The way he danced—
divinely? And the telephone number
he asked for but never used!

If you have ever been badly disap-
pointed—make this simple test tonight.
When you take off your dress, smell the
fabric under the armhole. You may be hor-
rified at its stale “armhole odor™. . . but it
will be clear to you at last why so many
women of taste and refirement insist npon
a deodorant that checks perspiration and
keeps the underarm dry, as well as sweet.

If you always keep your underarm dry,
there can be no stale perspiration to collect
on your dress and become more offensive
each time you wear the dress.

One way to be sure

There is one way you can be sure of not
offending. Liquid Odorono safeguards both
you and your dress by keeping your under-
arm always dry. It merely diverts perspira-
tion to other parts of yonr body where it
can evaporate freely. With Liquid @derono
you can't be guilty of unpleasant “armhole
eder.” And @dorono is greaseless and odor-
less, too.

Start today to protect your charm and
friendships. Liquid Odorono comes in two
strengths—Regular and Tnstant. At all
toilet-goods ceunters.

WISH YOU WERE
HERE

[Beginning on page 23]

“Mildred Oldwald. . . I hope I'm
not taking up too much space for
my things.” -

Marge’s keen eyes took in the few
things at a glance. “Oh, no—there’s
plenty of room for my clothes.”

She set about unpacking quickly.
“I saw you get on the boat. \Was that
vour boy-friend who Dbrought you
down?"

Mildred nodded. somehow pleased.

“My father brought me down. I
had a fight with my boy-iriend a
month ago.”

“Oh,” Mildred said.

“I should care!"™ shrugging thin
shoulders. “There’s a lot more fish in
the sea, I always say. ... Ever been
on one of these trips before?”

“No, I haven't.

“I haven’t, either, but I know a girl
who used to comc every year. She
met her husband on the boat.”

“There don't seem to be many men
to meet, do there?”

Marge looked at her. “No, not
many. But competition’s keen every-
where. Last year. I went to The Dells.
Talk about girls! Still,” philosophi-
cally, “I met my boy-friend there.”

Mildred, thinking of the money she
was spending on this trip-—over
cighty dollars (**Gosh.” Joe had said
when she told him. "I could buy a
car for that!”)—said weakly. "I sup-
pose a lot of girls make trips like this
just to try to meet men.”

“Oh, sure! Lot of good it does
most of ‘em. though.”

“I,” Mildred said. justifying her-
self, “wanted to see something—
Niagara Falls, Mackinac Island. Can-
ada. . .. I've never been anywhere.”

“Haven't you?”’ complacently. “I've
traveled a lot. Last year I went to
The Dells. And I've been to St. Louis
and Kansas City and Louisville and
Minneapolis and Pittsburgh.”

“QOh!” Mildred said. impressed.

“Maybe I'd be better off staying at
home, though.” JMlarge analyzed.
hanging up the last of her dresses
with a nervous jerk. "I have a girl-
friend who used to spend all her
money going places. like I do. but she
never met anybody at all. And finally
she got disgusted and said. ‘Oh. what's
the use!” and she stayed home and
went to the beach instead. And then
she met a good-looking life-guard who
was a college man and everything. and
in a year they were married!”

“Gee!” Mildred said.

“Of course,” Marge added on sec-
ond thought, “she looked very good
in a bathing suit.”

HAT accounted for it. Mildred

thought, cleaning the high-heeled
white sandals she intended to keep on
wearing through the evening with her
summer formal. No one had ever
said of her that she looked very good
in a bathing suit. She had a good
enough figure, but nothing extra.
That’s all that could be said about
her, she supposed: good enough, but
nothing extra.

She got into her summer formal,
even though the man at the cruise
agency had said that it wasn’t neces-
sary to dress for dinner on a lake
steamer. But wearing the long dress-
es she never had a chance to wear
when she went to a show or for a
walk with Joe, was going to be half
the fun. Maybe all the fun.

UNSIGHTLY HAIR
SPOILS YOUR CHARM

Rinse It Off This
Quick, Easy Way!

This season’s shorter skirts . . . sheer
stockings . . . and modern bathing suits
... keep women’s legs in the spotlight.
See that yours are always smooth and
feminine. Avoid unsightly hair!
Simplyspread NEET (like a cold eream)
on unwanted hair. Then rinse off with
water. That’s afl you do. NEET gently,
safely removes hair invisibly close to the
skin surface. Tt leaves your armsand legs
babyv-soft and satin-smooth. NEET—
used by millions of women—is easier and
safer than shaving.

Avoid Bristly
Razor Stubble

With NEET there is
no re-growth of sharp-
edged bristles such
as follews shaving—
no rough stubble that
leoksuntidy,andmay
snag stockings and
cause runs. NEET
ends danger of cuts
—prevents razor-
roughened skin.

—

NEET leaves your
legs like velvet

Newstyles,summer beauty and feminine
daintiness demand smoother, hair-free
skin.Forlovely legs andarms—with no un-
sightly hair—get NEET to-
day! Atyourdrugordepart-
ment store. Generous trial
size at all ten-cent stores.

NEH il:ssggtit?;eﬂgif:

Marge dressed in a summer formal.
too, and they went down to the din-
ing room together, their dresses swish-
ing as they walked. Mildred was a
little shy about ordering. because she
and Joe didn’t eat in restaurants often.
She was glad when Marge took charge.

While Marge was ordering for both
of them, Mildred looked covertly
about the high-ceilinged room. Not
only were there just a handful of men
but most of them were with their
wives. And even those who were
alone weren’t so very much, she ad-
mitted reluctantly.

Then, just as the steward was put-
ting a cup of thin brownish soup be-
fore her, she saw him enter the room
as if he owned it. He was tall and
broad-shouldered and had blond wavy
hair and the most regular features
she had ever seen. in or out of the
movies. Mildred noticed that his viv-
idly blue eyes swept from one end of
the dining salon to the other in sharp
jabs. When his eyes jabbed hers sud-
denly. she tflushed and bent her head.

“Whew!" Marge whistled under her
breath. “Some class!”

“He is good looking. isn't he?™

“Yeah.” measuring her wisely. “but
vou better not go for him. he’s out
of our class. and meeting that kind
of a fellow when you're on a vacation
don’'t mean anything. hecause they
never keep in touch with vou after
vou get back. And in the second place,
that must be his mother with him,
and you can bet she's not going to
let him out of her sight!”

Mildred stole a glance toward his
table. His mother was smartly-dressed
and youthful. she didn’t look as if she
kept him under her thumb. They were
talking and laughing as if they en-
joyed being together. But Marge was
right—he was out of their class; she'd
be lucky if she could get to know any
of the other men.

FTER dinner. there was dancing in
the ballroom. Mildred and Marge
went up, along with all the other girls
in their new long dresses. to sit there
in pretended indifference. while the
orchestra played to an empty floor.

Presently a man or two strolled in
to make his choice of the prettiest
girl in the lot. A few others straggled
in. There were a half dozen couples
on the floor, while Marge nervously
drummed time with her foot. when
one of the men asked Mildred to
dance. He was quite old—he must
be pretty close to forty, she thought
—and he was just about as tall as
she was. Of course, this was better
than being a wall-flower, but she
wasn't good at making up to people.
so she didn’t talk to him in the ani-
mated way girls usually talk when
they're trying to make a good im-
pression. Marge didn’t seem to be so
particular; when he danced with her.
she came to life miraculously—nher
face and eyes sharpened in their alert-
ness, and her quick nervous laugh
carried all the way across the deck.
So he danced with Marge again, and
then she came back for her purse
and whispered in triumphant excite-
ment, “He’s taking me to the bar!”
and Mildred was left alone.

She wasn’t really alone, for a lot
of the other girls were also sitting in
corners. She watched the door close-
ly. but the one she was watching for
didn’t come in. Maybe what Marge
had said was true, that his mother
wouldn’t give him a chance to get out
of her sight; then, she decided, it was
more likely that he didn't want to
come and seeing the garish dance-floor
through his eyes, hearing the blatant
orchestra through his ears, she felt
that she didn’t want to stay. So she
went down to her stateroom and un-
dressed, and lay in her bunk listening
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to the laughter and loud talk that
drifted down the corridor from the
rooms where passengers were holding
parties. She listencd to the water
slapping against the sides of the boat
and felt its even rocking. and pres-
ently she fell asleep and dreamed of
Joe Burnett. But it was a very fun-
ny dream. because his hair was blond
and not red. and he was much taller
and better dressed—like the man, so
different from the rest. who was on
the boat with his mother.

OR a cruise that was to have been

packed full of thrills, the first day
was long and dull. Mildred spent
most of the day alone. walking aim-
lessly around the three decks or read-
ing magazines in her deck-chair. That
night. wearing the pink lace brides-
maid's dress. she went up to the ball-
room for the second tme: several
men asked her to dance. but not the
one for whom she was watching. o0
she went to her stateroom early once
more. -

Then the next morning. when she
lcast expected it. he talked to her.
She was leaning over the rail watch-
ing the grayvish-blue water when some-
ene who cast a long shadow propped
his elbows on the rail next (o her. said
easily: “Looks cold. doesn't it?

“Yes. it does.” Mildred said. barely
looking at him. wondering if he could
hear her heart pounding.

“Where's vour friend?” he asked.
So he had been noticing her, then!

“She’s . . . shes somewhere
around.” Then. impelled by an in-
stinct that told her he didn’t quite
approve of Marge. “She’s not my
iriend, really. \We just have the
same stateroom.”

He looked at her curiously. “You're
taking the cruise alone:™

Mildred nodded. Again she felt
impelled to make an explanation: I
didn’t want to. but the girl who was
supposed to come along with me
changed her mind at the last minute.
And I hated to give up the idea, so
I came alone.”

“Naturally.” Then he smiled sud-
denly. the smile that made him look
vounger and friendlier. and he of-
fered: “Look herc. since both of us
are more or less alone, I think we
ought to get acquainted. My name’s
Allan Mabbett.”

“How do you do*" she said formal-
ly. “My name is Mildred Oldwald.”

His smile widened into a grin:
“Now, how about some deck tennis?”

Mildred wished desperately that
she had acquired more facility in
sports as she tried to miss as few
volleys as possible and to avoid the
envious eyves of the gallery of girls
who whispered to each other—a whis-
per she imagined must be something
like. “What does he sec in ker?” or
“How did she manage to pick him
up?”  When the set was over. he
smiled down at her and suggested,
“Warm, isn't it> Let's try the pool.”

She was so excited that she could
hardly get into her bathing suit; it
was last year’s, but still good—a nice
dark blue, short and backless, but not
too short and backless. Again she
wished she had acquired more facil-
ity, for Allan Mabbott was an even
better swimmer than a tennis player,
and all she could do was paddle
around a bit. Still. he didn’t seem to
mind: when he had had his swim, he
stretched himself out beside her for
a sunning. and talked.

He talked with so little effort that
Mildred found she could relax and
talk freely. too. She had never before
felt so at ease with anyonc, even Joe.
Things to say popped into her head
one after another. and the only rea-
son that she didn’t talk a lot instead
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of only when there was a pause in
the conversation was that she was so
interested in everything he was say-
ing. She felt a vicarious thrill as she
heard about his trip to England for
the coronation, in a much bigger boat
than the lake steamer, and about the
deep-sea fishing he had done in Flor-
ida, in a much smaller boat than
theirs. And when she confessed.
“This is the only boat I've ever becn
on—except rowboats, and the excur-
sion boats that go from the Navy Pier
to Jackson and Lincoln Parks,” he
said, “I have my own boat, at our
summer place. I can hardly wait un-
til we makec port tomorrow to get
back into it again.”

Mildred had drawn a breath, about
to ask him what kind of a boat he
had, when the import of his sccond
sentence registered. The breath ex-
haled into nothingness. Finally she
asked, quietly, “Arc you . . . getting
off when we make port tomorrow?”

“Why, ves!” surprised that he
hadn’t told her. “Mother wanted to
go up by boat this time—she sleeps
so well on the water.” He went on to
talk, enthusiastically, about the re-
sort where they had their summer
home. Mildred listened without con-
centrating, her whole being absorbed
by two words: only foday!

But one day was better than noth-
ing, she told herself in the stateroom
as she was dressing Tor dinner. Mavbe
they'd spend the cvening together,
and that would give them an cven
better chance to get acquainted. His
vacation wouldn’t last forever. maybe
he'd ask her to write to him while he
was away, and he'd surely want to
see her again when he came back! By
that time. she planned, she'd have
again been able to save a little money
out of her pay. and she could get one
of those good-looking black dresses
they were always showing in August.

Marge, who had greeted her with
a surly, “Well, some folks have all
the luck!” had dressed hurriedly and
gone off instcad of waiting for her as
she usually did at mealtime. \When
Mildred came into the dining room
she found that she'd be alone at din-
ner, too, because Marge had gone
over to crowd a small table where
two men she had met were seated.
Her face flushed in embarrassment
because she felt so conspicuous, being
the only one alone at a table.

HEN a familiar voice out of the

immensity of space that had heen
surrounding  her  suggested casily:
“Eating alonc? Why don't vou join
us*" and she looked up gratefully in-
to Allan Mabbott's handsome face.
Even though all cyves followed her to
his table she was no longer embar-
rassecl. not \{ith him right hehind her.

“Hello!" Mrs. Mabbott grected hcr
warmly. “So nice of you to join us!”
And, as the steward again thrust the
menu in front of her. “The lamb
chops arc good tonight.”

“I think I'll try them. then.™ Mil-
dred decided, instantly as much at
case with Mrs. Mabbott as she had
grown to be with Allan. Never be-
fore had an hour passed so swiftly:
she dawdled as much as she could over
the last bit of ice cream but finally
it melted and there was nothing left
to cat. so she had to say ves.she was
ready when Allan suggested leaving.
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As they walked out of the dining
room together, Mrs. Mabbott said.
“I have a good book to read, so I
should like to turn in early ... Why
don’t you children hunt up something
more exciting? It seems I heard an
orchestra playing last night.”

“There is an orchestra,” Mildred
interposed hastily. “*A good one.”

“Well,” Allan grinned. “let’s try it.”

If the girls had watched her in sul-
len envy during the day. they watched
her in silent fury now as she stepped
inte the baliroom on Allan’s arm. She
didn’t notice the ugly pillars or the
bare benches lining the walls. She
was sceing the lovely gold and crystal
ballroom into which she'd step with
Allan just like this, maybe. when he
came back to Chicago after his vaca-
tion. Perhaps he'd take her home to
have dinner with his mother once in a
while. because Mrs. Mabbott scemed
to like her. too. and maybe . . . she
cut short her daydreaming. there were
all kinds of things they might do to-
gether. and all kinds of possibilities!

LLAXN danced as well as he did

everything clse. Mildred would
have loved to have stayed in the ball-
room dancing with him until the or-
chestra stopped playving: she hadn't
realized how desperately she had
wanted to dance with him. or perhaps
merely to be close to him like this,
until he put his arm around her and
only that part of her that his arm
was touching attained solidity. The
rest of her—her hcad. her feet. her
hands—scemed to trail after her in
a nebulous haze like bits of cloud
tagging after the moon. But aiter
two dances the ballroom seemed stuf-
fv. so he suggested that they walk
around deck. or have a drink.

They had a drink in the barroom
first. He ordered an Orange Blossom
for her when she told him that she
didn't drink verv often, and liked
something sort of sweet when she did.
Playving with her glass, Mildred said
shyly: “Youre really being awfully
nice to me. . .

He erinned nt her, little wrinkles
cathering at the corners of his hlue
vyes: “That's because I like vou.™”

There! he had said so himself. she
thought. a liquid flame swceping all
the way from the V" neckline of her
summer formal to the peak of brown
hair in the center of her forchead.
Aiter another sip of her drink she
managed to say. without coyness: T
can’t imagine how vou could have no-
ticed me. Not with so many prettier
girls on the boat.”

“f don’t think they're prettier,” he
disagreed. “They all look alike: pe-
roxided hair. too much make-up.
cheap. And all of them scem to be
out to get a man!”

The llqund ﬂame ~\\ept over her
again. “Don’t 1.” quietly, “look as if
I'm out to get a man2”

He laughed outright at that: “You
look fresh and unspoiled and sweet.”

Fresh and unspoiled and swect.
Like an apple. she thought. That was
why men usually didn’t pay much at-
tention to her, she supposed: there
wasn't anything exciting about an
apple. But she didn’t care what
other men thought ahout her. Not
any more.

Qut on deck. a stiff wind was blow-
ing. and Mildred was grateful for the
warmth of her polo ceat and was glad
she had brought it along with her.
cven though it had seemed silly when
it was so hot in Chicago. Her hair was
blowing in all directions at once she
supposed, but she didn't care. Her
heart had ccased to thump. as it had
thumped carlicr in the day when he
had first talked to her: now it was
singing lustily. and she was so happy
that she could hardly kcep her feet



confined to the slow steps of their
promenade. He liked her! He had
told her so and she knew he wasn't
the type to say things he didn’t mean.

It would be a long time before they
could spend another evening together
like this, she knew, and she would
have liked to have stretched it out
until morning, just talking. But she
didn’t want Allan or his mother to
get the wrong impression of her, so
when it was twelve o'clock she said
cxactly what she always said to Joe,
*T think I'd better go in now.”

But at her door she couldnt quite
tcar herseli away. Suppose, she
thought in sudden panic, they missed
cach other in the morning and she
didn’t have a chance to talk to him
before he got off the boat! She could
visualize him calling at the cruisc
agency on his return and demanding
her address—hut all the same, it was
better to bhe sure. So she asked shyly,
“Where do you live in Chicago?” and
he answered, “I rcally don't live in
Chicago at all; T live in Evanston.”
Then he asked her—and Mildred was
sure she hadn't coaxed the question
out of him—*“Where do you live?”
and she told him. He rcpeated it aft-
er her. and then he said. “Oh. ves—
1 know where that is!” and because
he had repeated it, she knew (hat he
had memorized it, which was why he
wasn’t writing it down.

Still she hesitated about going in.
“Maybe.” she ventured again, -
won't see you in the morning.”

“Oh. I'll see you. all right! In case
vou don’t get up in time. though—"
(as if there were any such possibil-
itv!)—"let me tell you how much
I've enjoyed meeting you.”

“I've enjoyed meeting vou. tou.”
That was only a fragment of what
che’d like to say to him. but she had
to be as careful as he was.

“Well—" again his friendly grin,
“good night.”

Only good night? Mildred thought,
her heart thudding. Her face crimson
and her voice a whisper of shame.
she asked: “Don’t you . . . don't you
want to kiss me goodbye?”

He hesitated only for a second.
Then. as she waited with closed cyes.
his lips came down against hers, soft
and languid. not hard and quick. He
kissed her the way she had always
wanted to he kissed. as if it was
somcthing to be proud of. Then he
said. “See you in the morning!”

She got out of her clothes with the
unhurried precision of a somnambu-
list, climbed into her bunk. lay there
staring at the ceiling. lost in the won-
der of this ecstasy that had wrapped
itself around her. She could never
marry Joe Burnett now, she told her-
self. Even if Allan Mabhott never
asked her to marry him, she knew
now that she could marry only some-
body like him: somcone who typificd
so perfectly her idea of romance.

N SPITE of very little sleep. her

face was like a freshlv-opened flow-
er the next morning when she greeted
Allan and his mother at breakiast.
When the hoat was ready to dock. Al-
lan said casually, “You'll come ashore
with us. won't you? You'd he lost
alone, if you've never been here be-
fore.”

He had been impatient at break-
fast, and his impaticnce increased as
the boat was pulling into port. He
stood at the rail. his clean-cut protile
etched against the bright blue sky.
his keen eyes sweeping the dock for
the faces of the iriends he expcected
would be there to mect them.

“Look. Mother!™ he cried. “There's
Chuck and Andrew. And there’s Mary
and Edwin.”

“There's Lois Emory.” Mrs. Mab-
bott waved.

“But where's—" Allan began, and
interrupted himself with a warm, “Oh,
there she is!”™ He held out his hat in
a salute.

Mildred felt a little strange, tag-
ging along after them. meeting the
people they seemed to know so well.
The Chuck and Andrew and Mary
and Edwin and Lois they had waved
to were identified. but Allan kept
looking around until he found a cool-
looking brunette in a plain white dress.
When they met. they threw their arms
around each other and kissed even
though there were so many people
about. It was only his sister. or his
cousin. Mildred tried to assure her
sick heart, but Allan was already
making the introduction:

“This is Mildred Oldwald. darling
..... And this is Constance Houslon,
my {lancée.”

1S fiuncée! The word stung deep-
ly into her brain. like a hot holt
No. she insisted sickly. it couldn’t he!

Allan’s voice came to her on a wave
of nausea: “Mildred's traveling alone.
darling: she’s with the cruise, 1
thought it would he nice if we could
show her the town.”

“Yes. of course.” the girl said at
once. “Do join us. Miss Oldwald!™

But Mildred was still hearing what
he had said: it would be nice. That
was the only reason he had spent <o
much time with her. she supposed.
Just to bhe nice. Shame swept over
her. mercitully obliterating what she
had hoped and what she had dreamed.

They seemed to he waiting for her
to sav something, \Vith an effort, she
found the words to reply.

“Thank you,” she said with a quict
dignity. “Thank vou very much—but
T've made some other plans.”

Somehow, she said goodbye to the
whole chattering crowd. even to Al-
lan. Somehow, she found herself walk-
ing away from the dock.  Wave
after wave of nausea swept over her.
and she thought: I must stop and
rest a little, or Il jaint. She turned
into the first store she came to: it
was a souvenir shop.

Automatically. she selected three
postal cards. Automatically she wrote
brief messages to Rita and to Dor-
othey Mueller. She stared at the third
card for some time. not knowing quite
what to do. She had no one to sead
it to except Joe Burnett. and she had
decided before she left not to send
him any. She thought that if he
didn't hear from her. he’d know she
was trying to break things off.

New she wasn't so sure. Now she
wasn’t thinking of Allan Mabbott's
profile. or that he had kissed her
last night the way she had always
wanted to be kissed. She was think-
ing how lonely her evenings had been
hefore she had started to go out with
Joc Burnett, and how much lonelier
thev would be if she never saw him
acain: and she was thinking that even
though his kiss was quick and hard.
he kissed her because he really loved
her. not hecause he was only trying
10 he nice.

So she addressed the card to Joe,
and she wrote across it. “Tlaving a
fine time.” Then she paused for a
second, trying 10 think of something
clse to say, something that she really
meani. Then she said it. writing care-
fully and with decision: “Wish you
werce here.” She meant 