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this Gold Seal Rug'... Brilliant, Spirited, Smart

N
OMES are becoming brighter,
gayer today and this is espe-
cially true in kitchens.

Ideal for a modern kitchen is this
spirited new Congoleum Gold Seal
Rug—with its light, clear tones and
touches of brilliant red and black. It
combines attractively with almost
any gay color in walls or cabinets.

This is just one of the many new
Gold Seal Rugs, styled for present
day interiors. For every one of these
inexpensive, labor-saving rugs gives
you a design quality you would expect
to find only in rugs costing many
times more. And every one offers you
the rugged durability—and the sani-
tary, easy-to-clean surface—that has
made millions of friends for genuine
Gongoleum, all over America!

See them at your dealer’s, these

Gold Seal Rugs which, at today’s
prices, are the biggest value in years!

f"THERE'S NO MONEY WASTED

IN MY HOUSE, IF I CAN HELP IT.

SO, OF COURSE, | INSIST ON

) SEEING THE GOLD SEAL GUAR-
~ ANTEE ON THE RUGS | BUY!"

70.472, atile design in the modern manner, featuring thatfashionable color scheme—red, black and gray.

"UM GOLD SEAL RUGS

ngoleum By-the-Yard

ey Also manufacturers ofthefamous Adhesive Sealex Linoleum and Sealex Il all-Covering. in Canada: congoleum Canada, Itd., Montreal



She evades

ow OFTEN a girl has thrilled
H to a passing glance-to an
admiring look that says, "If only
there were someone to introduce us now.”

Lucky for her if she has a youthful smile—a smile
that reveals sparkling white teeth and healthy gums.
But how pitiful the smile that shocks the expectant eye.
How sad the smile that betrays dull teeth and dingy
gums—tragic evidence of unforgivable neglect.

NEVER NEGLECT "PINK TOOTH BRUSH"

That first warning tinge of "pink” on your tooth brush
—how harmless it appears and yet how serious it can

close-ups ...

prove. For trivial, trifling as it may seem—ignored, it
can exact a heavy penalty.

When you see it—see your dentist. Tou may not be
in for serious trouble but your dentist is the only com-
petent judge. Usually, however, he will tell you that
yours is a case of gums that have grown soft and sen-
sitive under our modern soft-food menus—gums that
need more resistance and work—and as so many dentists
advise—gums that will respond to the healthful stimu-
lation of Ipana Tooth Paste and massage.

Dingy teeth and tender gums destroy
.. She ignored the warning of "Pink Tooth Brush"

For Ipana is a modern tooth paste
—not only designed to keep your
teeth clean and sparkling—but, with
massage, to assist the health of your gums. Rub a little
extra Ipana on the surface of your gums every single
time you brush your teeth. Circulation increases. Lazy
tissues waken. Gums grow firmer and stronger.

Play safe! Adopt this common sense dental health
routine in your own home. Change to Ipana and mas-
sage today—help safeguard yourself against gum trou-
bles. You’'ll have a better chance for whiter, brighter
teeth and sounder, healthier gums—a better chance for
a smile of enchanting loveliness!



A WORD ABOUT THE COVER

Part of America's fame rests in its great women —women who
have won distinction through achievement. Each month a por-
trait of one of this notable company —drawn by Neysa
McMe/n — will adorn the cover of McCall s. Anne Lindbergh
has been chosen as the first subject in this shining gallery.

ALAN LeMAY: That he has ambition will not surprise you.
But that it climaxes in his wish to retire to a tire tube, anchor
about two miles off a tropic beach and float around for years,
undoubtedly will. Obviously this is a picture in reverse. There
has never been a day when the author of “Empire For A Lady"
has not been furiously busy. At seventeen, he worked as an
axman in northern Wisconsin; before twenty-one as an oil
geologist in Colombia, and as a legman on a paper. He was
a first lieutenant during the World War and is a graduate of
the University of Chicago. He suffers violently from wanderlust
but he always comes back to Santee, California. After working
long, hard hours, he plays polo. He also breeds Great Danes.

I. A. R.WYLI E: About the time Princeton University closes its
classic doors, she will close her home near its campus. Her
small white yacht will be riding in a Norfolk slip awaiting her
coming on board. After cruising through the romantic Virginia
waterways, she will go over to London. Quaint Ebury Street
will be in something of a flutter then, for when Miss Wylie
goes into residence the literary world rolls up to her Eliza-
bethan door. She has been writing since, at twenty, she sold
her first story. She is Australian-born, and the product of
schools in Belgium, Germany and England. The theme of her
“Revolt in Heaven" parallels her own revolt from the conven-
tions when, as an unchaperoned fourteen-year-old, she toured
the fiords of Norway.They are bright parallels in success, too.

PAUL DERESCO AUGSBURG: On the day he was born, drum
beats echoed through the streets. Crowds marched and cheer-
ed. A city held carnival. That was in 1897 when Salt Lake
City celebrated its fiftieth anniversary. And because his birth-
day and that of his native town were coincidental, his grand-
mother thought "Jubilee" an appropriate name for him. His
escape was narrow. But if she did not give him his name, she
endowed him with her lively imagination. He has reported for
newspapers in San Francisco, Chicago and New Orleans. Dur-
ing a two-year stay in New York, he got himself married and
had a book published. He is the founder of the Let's-Take-A-
Ride-On-A-Tug-Boat-Society. "Midnight Sailing" is a gay re-
flection of what he may have observed while on official duty.

"ENNETH GILBERT: He remembers the time when lumbermen
<« still kings along the Wisconsin rivers. He remembers,
the Chinese Rebellion and our Navy's patrol of Asiatic

He wore a blue uniform, then, and presided over a
-ackling telegraphic keyboard. But he is of the. land,

.he sea. His choice of a home in the Cascade foothills

s story,"Flambeau Trail," offer proof of his preference.
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to Nature's Healing Process

Feel chilly? . . . Uneasy? . .. With just a hint
of rawness and tickle in the throat?

Do something about it, quick! before there
is actual pain in swallowing. Prompt action
may prevent much needless suffering. Or
hasten the healing process. Thus ending the
cold or sore throat sooner.

Don’t Treat Symptoms
Get At the Cause

The irritated throat-surface is usually the re-
sult of infection by germs. Help the system in
its fight to repel these germs by gargling with
Listerine Antiseptic.

Every one of these surface germs which it
reaches is almost instantly killed by full-
strength Listerine. It destroys not only one
type of germ, or two; but any and all kinds
which are associated with the Common Cold
and Simple Sore Throat. And there are liter-
ally millions of such germs in the mouth.

The effect of Listerine is definitely anti-
septic—NOT anesthetic. It doesn’t lull you
into a feeling of false security by merely dull-
ing the irritation in the throat. Listerine acts
to check the infection, and so gives Nature a
helping hand.

Additional precautions? Certainly. The
Common Cold calls for common sense hygiene;
plenty of fresh air, rest, and sleep; and regular
elimination.

But gargle frequently with Listerine Anti-
septic, several times a day at least. Many
users report best results with gargling every
hour. If the inflammation still persists, it is
advisable to consult your doctor.

Fewer, Less Severe Colds
Proved in Clinical Tests

Four years of carefully supervised medical
tests established the clear-cut finding that
those who gargled regularly with Listerine
Antiseptic had fewer colds . . . and got rid of
them faster . . . than non-garglers.

This winter, why not make a test of your
own case? Get a bottle of Listerine, the safe
antiseptic with the pleasant taste. Keep
it handy in the medicine cabinet. Use it regu-
larly.

Then see if your experience doesn’t check
with that of millions who never accept any-
thing but Listerine when they buy an anti-
septic mouth-wash.

Lambert Pharmacal Co., st Louis, m 0.

Now a finer Cough Drop
by LISTERINE

Wisely Medicated I_'IQU

USTF.KIM"'

«T,OQUIS.HO .U *»

Even in the throats ofhealthy persons,
disease-producing germs are found at
all times. X-rayphotographs ofgarglers
indicate how Listerine Antiseptic, used
as agargle, reaches the germs on throat-
surfaces.

Good Housekeeping,
* Bureau



® The enclosed are not manuscripts in any sense of
the word but | thought that Sarah Addington, the au-
thor of Mary England in the August McCall’s, would
be interested in reading these papers.

The senior conversation class here in our school de-
sired a modern short story as part of their English
study. | had read and thoroughly enjoyed Mary Eng-
land during the summer, and found in it much that I
thought would be helpful and pleasing to these young
women who are gradually emerging out of the chrysalis
which has confined Japanese womanhood for so many
generations past. You may be sure that | had anothei
somewhat international motive too. and being American
myself could say all that | desired.

The papers speak the results of our study. | felt that
to correct them in any way would spoil some of their
value, but | would like to say for any English teacher
whose eyes may rest upon them that there are many
things about these papers | do not usually accept.

It is seldom that we find a story that can be used as
this one has been, the general theme of the short story
being on subjects unknown to the social life of this land
—at least in the way we do it.

Margaret Archibald, Golden Castle Women’s College.

Nagoya, Japan.

Editor's note: A selection of the students’ papers fol-
lows:

The Letter From Marda to Xoel
By Keiko Kikuchi

(This is the letter of Marda, at twenty years old)
Dear Noel,

When we look back upon our childhood we can al-
ways draw out some sweet, innocent things.

This morning, my mother showed me a valuable
thing. Can you guess what it was? It was the full rec-
ords about our going to England twelve years ago which
was written by mother. In this writting. she wrote the
speakings and actions of her children and others in very
detail. Even though she did not see or hear everything
she could record it, because we. her children, were
obliged to tell it to her, as we loved mother deeply.

Noel! My dear mother was interested in our pretty
romance at that time. You can see that reason by her
sentences following:

“The Dunlap’s children and the Leith’s children were
playing peacefully. When | went to their room there
were not Noel and Marda there. | asked the children
where they were. ‘By Lilly Pond, may be.” Chris an-
swered. | stepped there to see them and | found them
talking to each other calmly, sitting by the old pond
which white, large lillies were floating silently. | left
there without addressing to them, and | hoped that
their affectionate friendship would be a sweet memory.

Of course, | did not know what they were talking
but it was a very pleasant picture for me that they were
sitting together innocently like two angels, in the quite
still and fair place!”

Mother has wrote thus for some of her children who
wants to be writer, in spite of her busy house-keeping.
When | see this writting | can see many tempers of her
children and others. (That's very useful for me.) And
these characters are still living in them. Chris married
last year and is going to have a baby coming December.
And John is no different since that time. He poured his
gentle attachment on all animals and plants. He wants
to be a naturalist and now devotes himself in studying
the natural science. Next. | send my short story to
Mr. Thomas Wolf about one month ago and the day
before yesterday | received the letter from him stim-
ulating me to effort earnestly, because | had the literary
talent.

Please tell me about you.

Yours sincerely,
Marda Leith

“Mary England”
By Sumiko lwamoto

I have never read the story as much interesting as
this. | could read it over pleasantly, of course by help of
the teacher. There are many interesting points but the
most interesting for me is the children. 1 didn’t know
about the life of American exactly and | always wanted
to know it and | could peep it through this story a little.
The American home which | knew through this story
is very light and friendly as | have imagined it. |
have no experience that | had a party with my friends
in my childhood like these, therefore | think how happy
I was if | had it.

I have most interest to Marda. | have almost for-
gotten my childhood and when | read this story | tried
to recall it but I could not recall the time when | had
the psychology just like Marda. 1 think her love to her
sweetheart is very simple and lovely like that of the
prince and the princess in fairy tales. They are so inno-
cent and pure like an angel. | can't understand exactly
their world but I can imagine.

Some Things Which Have Particularly Interested Me
In Mary England
By Midori Morimoto

The children who were thinking nobody else is as
good as Americans began to be conscious of other coun-
tries and at the end of the story they became, I might
say, cosmopolitan. The very process | was much inter-
ested in. There are not only children but many grown-
up people who think being patriotic means being super-
cilious in the world. In a sense we should have pride

about our own country. But it is more necessary to
realize what the country really is and the national rela-
tion. To our great pleasure Rodny was very discreet
about this and paid much attention to improve the
children’s narrow-mindness about the world.

It is said that the child is father of the man. Why
should | say that the sweet memories in the childhood
did not do much to lead the world peaceful? And I
think it is ideal to let children see foreign countries and
form friendship with foreigners if possible.

®Of the many magazines | read, | choose McCall’s
first—partly because | feel at home when |I’'m reading
it, as it has become habitual, but also because | like
it best.

My sincere congratulations to you for the novel way
of modernizing (keeping in step) and for the increas-
ing fund of interesting material.

I always peruse the Ax You Like It commentations
and enjoy them immensely. But personally, | deem the
criticism in regard to the moral theme of stories gross-
ly unjust. When one is of an age to read comprehen-
sively and enjoy McCall’s stories for their worth, one
should then endeavor to think and to judge construc-
tively and to segregate wisely.

However, you should be grateful for all criticism, as
the good overbalances the bad—and through both Mc-
Call’s is gaining prestige—and rightfully so.

Thanks and best wishes for the future.

Marjorie E. Cook, Youngstown, Ohio.

e First of all, let me express my sincere appreciation
and admiration of McCall’s. Though other magazines
are trying to copy McCall’s exclusive three-in-one mag-
azine feature, they are only a poor imitation and will
have to exert great effort before they can offer any
competition!
Long live McCall’s!
Lydia D. Van Drasek, Cicero, Illinois.

* I 've always felt that McCall’s was a swell magazine
and have read it for years, but at home | must confess
| took it pretty much as a matter of course.

However, since |ve become an expatriate it’s been
an oasis in the desert. Mine is one of the few subscrip-
tions in the American colony here and it travels from
house to house until it’s pretty well dog-eared.

When the rich, delicious Polish cooking becomes too
much for our simple American stomachs, McCall’s
recipes step into the picture and set us right; when a
new dress has to be made, the excellent Polish dress-
makers fashion them from McCall’s styles, etc., etc.,
ad infinitum. More power to your elbow!

Etoile Bemecry Johnston, Warsaw, Poland.



TThe loveliest cradle of all is the ten-
der curve of mother’s arms. Baby’s in
the care of his bestfriend.

That motherly care includes his royal
bath with pure lvory, and the satin satis-
faction of his baby skin tells mother—
“lvory is the gentlest guardian foryour
complexion, t00.”

Mother knows best—but doyou? Do
you know that science has proved that
the pure baby soap is a real beauty soap

for grown-up skin? Recently scientists
tested 6 popular beauty soaps. Hun-
dreds of women volunteered for these
tests—offering every skin type—normal
—dry—oily—extra-sensitive.

What happened? Tests conclusively
proved that Ivory Soap (pure, white, no
dyes, noperfumes) agrees best with more
types of skins, including problem types.

Try Ivory—see why so many lovely
faces find it a true beautyfriend.

If you want a
baby-clear, baby-smooth
skin, nse the baby’s
beauty treatment
IVORY SOAP
99 47i00 % pure
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works like a charm for my complexion’

t’s glorious to have—it’s grand just to see
I —such exhilarating good looks as are
Dorothy Dorey Sullivan’s. Bewitching hazel
eyes, a smile like the quick sunshine, a mar-
velous fresh-as-morning complexion are hers.
And yours is the good luck to get a behind-the-
scenes beauty tip from this lovely bride.

“What every girl should know,” says she,
“is how Camay can help one’s complexion.”
Are you, too, as wise—as Camay-wise—as this
young bride? Complexions are so important-
ask any man! They are what it takes to make
plain women pretty-pretty women beautiful.

CAMAY

And anyone, with just the simplest Camay-care,
can have a skin that’s fresh, smooth, radiant!
That’s how modern girls do it—with Camay!
Just try this bland beauty soap that, first of all,
cleanses so thoroughly, ridding the face of dust,
of grime, of all the things that can happen to it

in a day! Then watch for the soft glow, the
“alive” look that Camay, with its rich, creamy
lather, brings to0 your face. That’s proof your
skin is getting the gentle, stimulating care it
needs for fresh good looks.

And Camay’s so mild—as. mild as nature in
her gentlest mood! Tested for mildness against
all other leading beauty soaps, Camay wins. It
is definitely, provably milder.

Begin today with Camay-care of your com-
plexion. Buy six cakes—even your petty-cash
purse won’t miss the small price of it!

Camay is called Calay in Canada.
Copr. 1937, Procter & Gamble Co.

THE SOAP OF BEAUTIFUL WOMEN



WHO IS THIS MAN?

you know him, this man who “can
keep his head when all about him are losing
theirs,” who welcomed his destiny not as a
dark and heavy fate but as a bountiful op-
portunity; who found a nation ridden with
fear and brought it through to new confidence;

-It/AtO  summons courage equal to the hour,
either to close the banks or to cross good
souls by offering beer to thirsty White House
guests; who lashes out at his enemies with
hard scorn yet whose heart melts when he sees
a lonely young girl at her first East Room
party and tells her, by his order, to command
the most handsome young man on the adjoin-
ing terrace to waltz with her;

~td/tO speaks before throngs with such seem-
ing assurance yet whose hand, we see, trem-
bles while he waits out the long applause;
who stands with dignity before the world, yet
who as a kindly host draws a familiar, crum-
pled pack of cigarettes from his pocket and,
with apologies, offers them to the lady on his
left, even as you and I;

-it/Ao lives with human warmth in a thou-
sand flashing moments, on and off the national
stage, as scenes come tumbling into memory
. .. visiting, on the eve of his first inaugura-
tion, an obscure shop in New York to ask an
old negro to come with him to Hyde Park and
pack his beloved ship prints for the journey
to Washington . . . winding through crowds
which press about his slowly moving automo-
bile with their echoing murmur, “l almost
touched him” . . . back from a Pacific cruise,
leaning, tanned and smiling, on the bridge of
the Cruiser Houston as it warps to dock at
Portland, Oregon, sighting on shore a Har-
vard classmate of thirty years ago and calling
out as one old grad to another, “Hello, Curtis.
Class of 1904” . . . pausing during a speech
from the rear platform of his train to explain,
“I’ll have to wait a minute; there’s a grand
kid fight going on down here” . . . reluctantly
revealing his election guesses in which he
grossly underestimates his own popularity . . .
laughingly arguing with his staff that he could
make a better campaign against himself than
his opponent does, because he knows his own
weaknesses . . . driving for hours in an open
automobile under a drenching rain and dis-
missing it as a trifle with the remark, “I don’t
mind having my shoes full of water, but |
don’t like to sit in a bathtub with my clothes
on” . .. solicitous over the poor, careworn fel-
low on the curb in Philadelphia who, in a
gesture of gratitude, tosses his watch into the
automobile; imploring the police to find the
man and return it . . . moving, day after day,
in the East and in the West, in the North and
in the South, always through seas of count-
less, unknown thousands, a living symbol of
democracy;

-it/Aoi born in luxury, linked by family to
ten presidents, has made himself the champion
of forgotten men and women, using his tal-
ents as was said of Benjamin Franklin, in an
attempt to subdue the ugly facts of society
to some more rational scheme of things; at
peace with himself and at ease in his job;
fixed in purpose, flexible in method; concerned
not so much that the rich shall sleep peace-
fully in their beds but that everyone shall
have a bed in which to sleep;

-a/AtO, afflicted so that he is unable to move
a step without support, is yet a man of action,
who has traveled more, been seen and heard
by more, been voted for by more free men
and women than anyone else before him;

wants to bring about in his time a
world which shall venture some few paces
on into the vistas of hope which science and
man’s ingenuity have opened to us, to write
in the pages of time his small message, as a
friend who is with us for a few bright hours
before he travels on.

-RAYMOND CLAPPER



IN HEAVEN
BY 1. A. R WYLIE

Theirs was a strange goodbye. He
said, 'Tli be asking Jane, 'How's
that nice little friend of yours?™™
She added, "And I'll be asking
her, 'How's your nice boss?'"
We ask, how do you like this
story written for wives at large?

ILLUSTRATED BY RITCHIE COOPER

T'S heaven to be home!"” Pauline had
cried out. Her voice had sounded gay
and eager, like a girl's. She had held
her arms wide open to the house, bathed
in mellow autumn sunshine, to the serv-
ants, to her family, gathering, as it were,
her whole life to her heart. . . .

Peter turned over in bed. Conscience
admonished him. "You've got to wake
up, my man. The sooner the better.”
Instinct told him that he desperately
didn't want to wake up. Which was
queer. Because he was home. And Paul-
ine had said it was heaven— He heard
her moving about the room. He felt her
pause. And suddenly he was wide awake,
lying very still, his nerves tense, like an
alarmed watchdog.

“Darling, you've left your shoes again
—and the toothpaste—"

He pretended to go on sleeping. It
was true. He had left his shoes in the
bathroom. He didn't seem able to help
himself. He pretended.to forget them.
But really he liked running round in
his bare feet. It horrified Pauline. She
said you might catch something—cold
or Athlete’s Foot or a nail. He never
had. And that seemed to irritate Pauline
even more. As to the toothpaste, he had
a slinking conviction that it was wasted
effort to screw on a cap last thing at
night that you would have to unscrew
first thing in the morning. But Pauline
said it was a bad habit. He could feel
her looking at him now, her pretty brows
contracted in an expression half vexed,
half puzzled, as though she had inadvert-
ently married a rather messy schoolboy.

In a few minutes Pauline would have
gone downstairs and then he could have
the bathroom to himself, and lock the
door. It was wonderful to lock a door.
And the bathroom door was the only
door you could lock without creating a

scandal. No wonder people were wanting
more and better bathrooms. Even though
you couldn’t leave your shoes in them.

He sighed surreptitiously. He felt
tired. It was the vacation. Maybe it
would have been better, as Pauline had
suggested, if his mother had gone on a
visit, and Uncle Fred, as Peter had sug-
gested. almost anywhere. The twins,
Jerry and Ann. might have been happier
if they had joined the Eliots. But Peter
had found such a grand place in the
mountains. Everyone wanted to go too.
His mother, it seemed, loved the moun-
tains. Her feelings would have been hurt.
And Uncle Fred had promised to teach
the children fly-casting. He was, he had
said that night at supper, an expert fish-
erman. He was, in fact, an expert at al-
most everything except keeping a job.

“lI remember a catch I made once in
the Adirondacks,” he had begun. It was
a long story which they had heard before.
Peter’s mother had listened with her
precise mouth tightening.

“I really think you are exaggerating,
Fred. The last time it was five pounds.
And | understand that the largest trout
ever caught—”" (Mother had been a
teacher.)

ETER, the sweat breaking out all over

him, had felt the hostile forces mar-
shaling themselves. And suddenly he
hadn’t cared any more about the moun-
tains. The little burst of eager antici-
pation had died down. He had felt old
and tired and bored.

Afterward Pauline had said gently:
"l don't think your mother should talk
to Fred like that. She doesnt know
quite everything, does she? And after
all, Fred is a grown man—"

And then they had gone into the old
question of finding a little home for



Mother—quite near, of course, so that
she could drop in whenever she felt like
it. Peter had explained that he couldn't
afford another home, they had the big
lovely house. Wasn* it big enough for
all of them? He knew that Pauline didn't
believe him about the expense. It was
just a funny little mean streak in him
—like his refusal to buy Fred that mar-
velous partnership in a publisher's busi-
ness—and because he was so completely
under his mother's thumb.

He couldn’t tell her that Fred was
already a sufficiently heavy liability. She
loved her brother. Ever since he had
published, in his teens, a novel dealing
with the emotions of a Sophomore, she
had believed everything he said about
himself. Which was a lot. And then,
of course, she would have pointed out
that Peter’s mother had thrown her sav-
ings down a worthless gold mine! In the
teeth of advice. Which was true. Peter's
mother had taught arithmetic. So she
knew all about finance. And didn't like
to be told anything.

Peter sighed again. But this time he
got up. It was a gracious, charming
room. And catching sight of himself in
the glass opposite, he was surprised to
see how young he looked and, in spite
of early morning creases and tousled
hair, actually handsome. He admitted
the fact reluctantly because he felt old
and hideous.

A faint aroma of breakfast drifted up
to him. A good smell. Sausages and
waffles. His favorite Sunday breakfast.
They’d come home on Saturday so that
he should have Sunday to rest up be-
fore going to the office. He needed a rest.
Fred and his mother had supervised the
return journey.

Pauline had said. “If only your mother
wasnt always so sure she’s right—"

And his mother had said privately,
“l don’t want to complain, Peter, but
really Pauline's manner to me—"

Fred had lost the tickets and there
had been a row with the conductor. . . .

ETER went into the bathroom and

locked the door. It was amazing what
a bath and a shave did to one’s morale.
When he came out he could hardly re-
member why he had been so reluctant
to wake up. He stood at the head of the
fine staircase like a strong swimmer pre-
paring to take the plunge.

Through the big window opposite he
could see the garden. It wasn't a big
garden but he loved it. He had an al-
most paternal feeling toward the warm
gay autumn flowers which he had planted
with his own hands. Of course he was
glad to be home. The vacation had been
a bit of an ordeal,, what with Pauline
wanting to go off in the car and his moth-
er wanting him to stay around (“How
restless you are, dear. Really at your
age—") and his own secret desire to go
for a long hike with Dick Fletcher, an
old schoolmate whom Pauline treated
with a faint disparagement. But that
was all over, thank heaven. Life began
again. And of course he was glad to be
alive. He had everything. In spite of
the seventeen-year-old twins and the
hard times, he was at the top of his pow-
ers—ready for the good times, for laugh-
ter, and all the little pleasures that he
and Pauline had planned together. No
one should stop them. He would go
downstairs and fall in love with her all
over again. And make her fall in love

#with him. They’d go to town tomorrow
“Tor dinner and dance afterward.

Gosh! There was$hat darned fence.
The last thing Pauline had said to him
was, “Do remember to tell Jim to mend

"PETER, WHY CAN'T YOU BE PUNCTUAL? EVERYTHING'S COLD-"

"SORRY, DARLING. BUT

| LOVE COLD SAUSAGE-" HE BENT OVER AND KISSED HER. IT WAS A SUDDEN IMPULSE

that fence. If you don’t Adolf will get
through and some wretched dog will set
on him—"

Adolf was Fred's German police dog.
Peter had always wanted a dog of his
own. But you couldn't have another dog
with Adolf around. He was the complete
dictator who obeyed nothing but his own
heaven-sent inspiration. The neighbors
complained. One of them didnt speak
to them any more.

Well, he'd forgotten the fence. He’d
laugh about it and apologize. And Paul-
ine would laugh too and forgive him. . . .

They were all at breakfast—even
Jerry and Ann, who on week days
couldn't be blown out of bed with dy-
namite. Every time Peter went into
the dining room he wished the side-
board was against the wall instead of
across the French windows. He'd said
so once. But Pauline had pointed out
that if you could go in and out of the
windows, you would go in and out and
bring in a lot of mud. So that was that.

“Peter, why cant you be punctual?
Everything’s cold—"

“Sorry, darling, but | love cold sau-
sage—"

He bent over her and kissed her. It
was a sudden impulse. She looked so
pretty, in spite of her fortyishness. The
sunlight set fire to the unfaded gold of
her hair. In the old days he had al-
ways kissed her at breakfast—ijust as
though he hadn’t kissed her before. She
glanced up at him. smiling, and gave
his tie a tweak, the smile turning into
a faint grimace.

“Darling, that dreadful thing—"

“Can’t | wear it—just on Sundays?”

“You will if you want to,” she retort-
ed. “You always do what you want.”

They all talked like that. As though
he were a pampered, rather inconsiderate

child. It puzzled him because actually
there were so many things he didn’t do.
Only they didnt know about them. He
didn't tell them because they would have
said, “Of course, if you really want to.”
But they’d sound surprised or disap-
proving or hurt or something. And he
wouldn’t want to do whatever it was.
It wouldn't be worth while.

He kissed his mother too. But he
knew by the way she gave him her cheek
that she was upset again. If he was
going to kiss anyone, he should have
kissed her first. She was his mother.
She had borne him. She had nursed him
through all his childish illnesses. No
one—not even his wife—could love him
as she did.

Well, he didn’t have to kiss Jerry and
Ann. They would have been shocked to
death.

JERRY yawned and stretched himself.
He was good-looking, like his twin,
with thick fair hair and blue eyes that
could be merry but which were more
often sullen. When he laughed Peter
thought it was with a hint of anger, as
though someone had played a dirty trick
on him which he couldn't help finding
rather funny.

“Sunday. Oh, gosh. Let’s get the old
bus out and give her a tear. It’ll cool
us off.”

The old bus was a motorcycle which
Jerry and Ann had wheedled out of their
mother—instead of the car Peter had
refused to give them. It was queer that
Pauline, who adored her children, should
have put such an engine of destruction
in their hands.

Peter stared down at his plate.

“Better not. Jerry. The traffic’ll be
awful. You know what these lunatic
Sunday drivers are.” [Turn to page AS]
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EMPIRE FOR A LADY

HERE IS DRAMA-POINTED, STIRRING, MAGNIFICENTLY
DARING-THE COMPELLING STORY OF A LOVELY LADY
WHO GAINED A WORLD BUT DID NOT LOSE HER SOUL

HENEVER | looked away from her, it was
impossible to believe that she was there.
Beyond the motionless bowsprit of the little

James Clyde, my uncle, showed his bewilderment.
For years he had known this vessel. But as | had
gathered from his occasional frivolous references to

ship lay the flat, blazing salt water of the Bayitofin all that time Clyde had regarded it simply as

Balingong; beyond that, the jungle hemming the
broad mouth of the Siderong River. And from all
through the foothills and the jungle and the river was
coming the tireless, dissonant beat of Dyak agongs,
singing war *and hate and blood hunger. Nothing
about the land or the sea would let you forget for a
moment that you were in the deep tropics of Asiatic
waters—halfway between Borneo and Australia, in
that maze of ten thousand dark-skinned islands some
of whose waters still lie uncharted.

Incredible that an English girl of twenty should be
there, sitting in a folding officer-chair under the yawl’s
afterdeck awning. Every time | heard her low voice
it was with a repeated sense of bafflement, of disbelief.

Yet she was there, and we were all acutely aware
of her—more conscious of her than of the agongs, or
the brassy sea, or of our own ship, the Linkang,
which lay at anchor six chains away. And she was
real—very real.

In the fantastic dream which is my memory of
Balingong, Christine Forrester stands out as more
actual than any other thing. Plainly | can hear the
weird battle cry of the Malays— “La ilaha il-la’l lahu/”
—and smell the burning nipa thatch, and watch the
silky nerve-edging smile of the Rajah Mantusen
offering lies more deadly than his kris. But those
things, and not the English girl, are what seem unreal.

As she sat that day under the awning of the after-
deck, the picture of her is very clear. 1 see the little
pulse in her throat, and the grave steadiness of her
eyes, and her slim straight fingers. She remains as
real'as the tarred deck seams, or the scent of ginger
blossoms from over the flat salt water.

At first, though, her presence was bewildering. Two
years in Asiatic waters had accustomed me to many
things. When you are new out there it is very hard
to realize that so much of the world can-remain so
little known. To a.Londoner or a Gloucesterman,
that part of the Pacific is a full ten thousand miles
from home, and you are shocked to find that you can
trade tinfoil to a Dyak because he wants to use it in
decorating a human skull.

But presently you begin to see reasons. The Pa-
cific is a big place, with more than thirty thousand
islands in one great belt which swings a good three
thousand miles across the South Seas. And the simple
fact is that we have known nothing of this vast maze
because we have not realized until lately that there
was anything there to steal. | got used to the idea
that there are whole groups of islands where it is
unsafe for any vessel to go; and even those islands
lost their strangeness when they became the fabric
of my daily life.

But now the presence of an English girl, drinking
tea in the Bay of Balingong, brought all that first
strangeness back. Here were two exactly opposite
worlds set side by side, and it did not seem possible
that both of them could be.

A NEW NOVEL

the hobby of an uncompanionable Englishman with
a glassy-eyed curiosity about strange peoples. Now
the Avon had changed in ways that did not explain
themselves, and bafflement was plainly readable in
my uncle’s face.

James Clyde was only ten years older than | was
—in his middle thirties—but those ten years had been
spent in Asiatic waters, so that his lean features had
a carved, leathery polish. Usually he looked lively
and vital, his wide-set, natively pleasant eyes very
much aware of everyone around him; but now he
seemed to have forgotten altogether that others were
watching him, too. Every time | glanced at him his
blank expression forced a chuckle out of me—he
seemed so disarmed, so unaccustomediy at a loss.

He paid no attention to me. His eyes would shift
from Christine Forrester to her brother Robert, a
slim sun-red young man with a high-bridged nose and
blond hair smoothly combed. Robert Forrester had
much too controlled a face for James Clyde to ap-
praise immediately. Whenever my uncle tried that,
his glance would sheer off from young Forrester after
a moment or two, as from a closed door that refuses
to budge although its knob turns smoothly.

Then my uncle would look at the squat, heat-puffed
figure of the Avon's sailing master, Marvin Stocker.
Old Captain Stocker’s eyes were bright and bulgy
with fever; and finding him hopelessly sick and stolid,
Clyde would be forced back to Robert Forrester again.

“l can’t understand,” James Clyde said slowly,
“why | can’t seem to explain this to you. | am try-
ing to tell you that you’ve anchored in a much more
dangerous place than you realize.”

Robert Forrester would have had a right to resent
that. To “come” to a dangerous place may imply pur-
pose and courage, but merely to “anchor” in one
plainly suggests fat-headedness.

Young Forrester, however, showed no irritation.
But | could sense a slowly thickening British stub-
bornness behind his manner of faintly resentful
politeness.

He said now, “I should imagine we will be quite
all right.”

“That’s exactly what you shouldnt imagine,” Clyde
told him.

ET IT was easy enough to see, in a way, what.per-

suaded Robert Forrester to this sense of security.
He and his sister were sitting on their own ship’s
deck with their own things around them, the civilized,
intimate comforts of their own people. For, remem-
ber, the Avon was no tropic trading schooner such
as is used for picking up copra and trepang. The
afterdeck awning, covering the whole semicircular
sweep of the poop, was permanent, of wood. It
played the devil with her after-rigging, and more than
once the baguios had blown it away. But the owner
always doggedly put it back.

BY ALAN LE MAY

ILLUSTRATED BY JOHN FALTER

It was a luxury, all right. Coarse screens of finely
split bamboo were made fast around the rail, reefed
on the shade side but let down to kill the glare on
the sun side. With canvas chairs and some little
teakwood tables set out there, it was nothing like
the poop of a ship at all, but more like the veranda
of some club, overhanging the water.

ND now tea things were set out on the little tables.
i There were thin China cups and a long-spouted
silver teapot and pitcher steeply canted on their bases
as they are made by the silver workers of India. When
I looked at those things | didn’t believe in Dyaks
myself, though | *ve probably seen a hundred thousand.

“But | am trying to tell you,” Clyde was insisting,
“that you are absolutely not all right. I°ve been in
these islands for ten years, and |ve never heard so
many drums and gongs together in one place. There’s
smoke hanging over the jungle along a shoreline of
eight miles. You’re anchored hard against a big boil-
up of Dyak tribes on the wild loose, at war. If you
have eyes and ears at all you should know that. You
should have known it the moment you opened the
narrows.”

Robert Forrester said with reserve, “I hardly think
they're out after us.”

“And I'm trying to explain to you that that makes
no difference,” Clyde kept on, grave and patient.
“When a Dyak war party turns loose, they'll raid
and loot and pirate anything that they can handle-—
and there are enough of them across the bay to
tackle a first-class corvette. My vessel is easily three
or four times stronger than yours; yet | tell you that
I wouldnt rest here five minutes if | didn’t have
definite business that forces me to.”

Robert Forrester turned and looked across the
water at Clyde’s three-master, the Linkang. She was
a converted whaler, bluff and high in the counters.
She carried as heavy an armament as her crew could
man; two three-pounders each at stern and bow—
not heavy guns, but big enough to knock a prau out
of the water—and a long six-pound swivel mounted
amidships, where the tryworks had been. She was
by no means safe in Balingong Bay, but she repre-
sented all the precautions we could reasonably take.
Robert Forrester, though, did not seem to like the
comparison. | thought he was about to dispute the
matter with my uncle, but he did not.

Instead, he spoke with an unmistakable air of sum-
ming up the situation before dismissing us. “I’ve
already told you, Captain Clyde, that we also have
important business here. As | mentioned before, it’s
our intention to trade for pearls. We came here for
that purpose, and we expect to remain here until it
is carried out.”

Plainly, my uncle wanted to swear at him, but he
held himself back. “Think what is likely to happen
to you,” he urged. “It’s a wonder to me that they
havent swarmed over you already. Fortunately, the
Dyaks think very slowly.”

“They are scarcely alone in that,” said the blond
young man suavely. [Turn to page 1QS]



"BUT | AM TRYING TO TELL YOU," CLYDE WAS INSIST-
ING, "THAT YOU ARE ABSOLUTELY NOT ALL RIGHT.
YOU'VE ANCHORED HARD AGAINST A BIG BOIL-UP
OF DYAK TRIBES ON THE WILD LOOSE, AT WAR. IF
YOU HAVE EYES AND EARS AT ALL YOU SHOULD
KNOW THAT." ROBERT FORRESTER SAID WITH RE-
SERVE, "I HARDLY THINK THEY'RE OUT AFTER US"






PORTRAIT OF A LADY

A friend of many years has asked if he may draw

my picture in words.

To him, knowing his picture

will be truly drawn, | have been happy to say "Yes/!

BY NEWBOLD NOYES

Millions of words have been written
about Wallis Warfield Simpson. Words
of approval or foolish blame, descriptions
purporting to be accurate by persons who
never saw the lady, reminiscences con-
cerning her by those she never knew. All
there is to be told of her can be told
briefly. Her true picture must be drawn
with historic accuracy, against a back-
ground of events which altered the
course of British Empire.

| saw the lady in that setting. | met
and dined with her and King Edward on
the eve of his climactic decision to
abandon the throne. As her second cousin
by marriage | offered Wallis my advice
in her relations with the public in
America. Here is my recollection of her
at Edward’s side: the simple, unadorned
portrait of a lady who brought, for an
evening, the grace of a charming hostess
to the home life of an unhappy King.

IT WAS a raw London evening—the evening
of December 1, 1936. At precisely six o’clock
| had stepped from the brightly lighted Ritz
into a Canadian Buick that had called for me,
and sat down beside a gentle, distinguished,
white-haired lady of seventy-three. t once
the car slipped away through busy London streets
and bleak suburbs, until, leaving behind the
confused jumble of shops and traffic, elect-ric
signs and ubiquitous crowds, it settled into a
quiet hum of speed on the highway.

My companion was Mrs. Merryman, whom
I had known as “Cousin Bessie” for years.
When | had last seen her she was closing her
house in Washington in order to go abroad and
be with her niece, Wallis Simpson. She is
“Aunt Bessie” to Wallis, and is undoubtedly
closer to her than any other relative in the
world.

The night before | had dined with her at 16
Cumberland Terrace, Mrs. Simpson’s resi-
dence. Wallis was not there. “She is in the
country,” was all Cousin Bessie had been willing
to say of her. Today she had phoned me, invit-
ing me to have dinner “in the country, with
Wallis and a friend.” Without explanation, |
had known that the place was Fort Belvedere,
that my host would be the King.

We talked little. | felt a strange heighten-
ing of my emotions on that hour's drive.
Cousin Bessie’s face seemed tired and a little
strained. Something of her anxiety, a sense of
the grave drama in which she and | were play-
ing only a very minor part, communicated itself
to my mind. | fell to wondering about the
Wallis Simpson | had known: the girl and
young woman who had been so vital a part of

our social group when she had been in the
nation’s capital. Back across the years | could
recall her, riding, swimming, dancing—always
exquisitely lovely and chic, always gay and
graceful, always seeing to it that others around
her were having a wonderful time. | had been
no exception in feeling that she had natural
charm. Perhaps | had been right, too, in sur-
mising she had never really been in love. Was
she in love now? | could not help wondering
about it as we drove through the English night.

Our car suddenly slackened its pace, and we
approached a great illuminated iron-grill gate
on the right of the roadway. The chauffeur
gave two blasts on his horn.

Without our halting, the gates swung open
and we turned into a driveway that must have
been half a mile long. As we drove through the
dark Mrs. Merryman pointed once and said:
“The King’s swimming pool is down there.
There are rhododendrons on the lawn. It’s a
lovely place.”

The automobile came to a stop at the door
of the Fort, and we went into a flagged, vaulted
corridor. A servant in red livery took my coat.
I looked at my wrist watch and it was seven
o’clock. | was ushered toward the living room.
Mrs. Simpson had been standing beside the
fireplace. She came to the doorway quickly,
nervously, to greet me. Both her hands were
extended in gracious welcome.

She said, “Newbold! It was good of you to
come. It is more than good to see you!”

She was the same Wallis | had always known,
yet different, |1 thought. Amazingly youthful
still.  She was thirty-nine, I knew, yet | should
have guessed not more than thirty-four. But a
new depth of feeling had crept into her face and
eyes, for all she did not show any signs of the
great strain she had undoubtedly been under.
During the evening | noticed she smiled often,
laughed but rarely. An occasional far-away
look hinted that she was deeply aware of her
unprecedented responsibility.

We stood now beside the fireplace with Mrs.
Merryman, speaking hurriedly and a little self-
consciously, as people do when they have not
seen each other for several years. My mind
was registering the picture that Wallis made.
She wore a sleeveless, black brocaded gown,
cut quite high and square in the neck. As al-
ways, her jewelry was scant. She wore ear-
rings, rubies in long, old-fashioned settings.
There was a bracelet of diamonds and rubies
on one wrist. Her hair, which is not black but
dark brown with golden lights, was drawn
straight back, but softly. It glinted as she
stood near the friendly wood fire on the hearth.
She lifted a hand and touched the low, loose
knot at the back of her head. Her hands, |
noticed, were bare of rings. Hands that are
not beautiful, but strong. A friend once said
of Wallis Simpson that her “structure” was
perfect. It is such a perfection | was con-
scious of: the splendid way her head set on her

shoulders, the whole alert dignity of her pose.
The character and generosity denoted by her
full mouth, whose quick smile reveals perfect
teeth. There is a vitality about her and an
awareness, that is pride without arrogance, dig-
nity without haughtiness.

Mrs. Merryman interrupted our brief chat
about mutual friends. “l must go upstairs and
dress for dinner, Wallis,” she said. “Il leave
you two alone for a little while.”

Mrs. Simpson asked me if | cared for a
cocktail and | thanked her and said yes. She
went over to a low table beside the tall French
windows. There was a cut-glass bowl heaped
with ice on the table and a brace of bottles.
She prepared an old-fashioned, expertly mixing
it as | had seen her mix the same drink in Wash-
ington—no fruit, only a few drops of bitters on
a lump of sugar, several large pieces of ice, and
a jigger of whiskey.

“I’'m using rye because there is no bourbon
in the house,” she said, handing me the cock-
tail.

E did not have one. The story that she

never drinks at all is quite untrue, but she
does drink frugally. She sat in a chintz-covered
chair, and | remained standing beside the pleas-
ant hearth. The fireplace at Belvedere is not
one of those baronial ones in which one can
stand erect, but more intimate and cheerful.
The room was big and pleasantly furnished.
A grand piano stood against a wall, and be-
side it was a combination radio and phono-
graph. Most of the chairs were overstuffed and
chintz-covered, but a few were decorative
Queen Anne armchairs. A sofa faced the fire-
place. Behind it was a long table with a lamp,
flowers, a few books and some old, colorful
snuffboxes. | had heard that the King col-
lected snuffboxes, and later studied them with
interest. Many of them were inset with ex-
quisite miniatures.

We talked for a little while about relatives in
the United States, and | remember that she
asked me if | expected to see Robin, a cousin
of hers, who is attending a private school near
Oxford. Then, abruptly, she changed the
subject.

“The King will be here in an hour,” she
said. “He is coming from town.”

Then she told me that friends in the United
States had been sending her clippings con-
stantly, and | gathered that she was sick at
heart over the way the newspapers were treat-
ing her. | remembered stories | had seen,
tawdry stories built on slippery rumors, stories
purporting to tell the “facts behind the romance
of Wally and Davey,” stories which said she
called him “Boysy” and “the little man.”

“Why do they write such things?” she asked,
leaning forward intently in her chair. “With as
little knowledge of the real situation as they
possess, it seems unfair for them to have drawn
the picture they have ...” [Turn to page 4(5]
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HE Olmsteads were an ordinary American pair.
There was nothing remarkable about them in
any way; they had no particular place in the

social scheme, only moderate riches and no especial

taste. Mr. Olmstead manufactured windshield
wipers. That is a legitimate and useful occupation
and is bound to have its monetary reward in a land
where even those on the disguised dole run a car.
but it is not an artistic occupation. Xo, it is not.
even though some smart young advertising man
manages to idealize windshield wipers by some
poppycock reference to “windows of the soul.”

Mr. Olmstead was proud of his business and more
than a little proud of the stone house he had built
for himself and family on a street branching off the
one where lived an enormously rich banker named,
appropriately enough. Bond. He should not have
been proud of this house for it was all wrong archi-
tecturally. and had bathrooms of purple and yellow
tile. But perhaps it was no more wrong than the
perfect Italian palace of his reasonably near neigh-
bor, the banker. Bond.

Mrs. Olmstead was proud of the house, too. It
was fairly large and could almost stand the ugly,
massive pieces of pseudo-mahogany she admired.
It could not stand the many small conflicting knick-
knacks—iron tables with tile tops, red glass balls in
the windows, glass flowers in the dining room.
American-oriental rugs. In it she could very com-
fortably seat seven or eight tables of bridge and
this she often did. Indeed, bridge and the movies
were almost her sole diversions. She did play a
little golf for her figure’s sake and she subscribed
to a scheme by which her reading matter was chosen
for her monthly. By this method she actually did
manage to read a number of very good books. In
this sponsored literary dosage lies the keyto this story.

It was after Mr. Olmstead had sold enough wind-
shield wipers to assure his wife a mink coat and a
trip to Bermuda that Mrs. Olmstead found herself
with child. This was a surprise to them both, as
they had accustomed themselves to the idea that
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they never would have any children. It was almost
an annoyance; they were settled in their habits
now But they both made something of a joke of
it to their friends.

JUST before the baby was born. Mrs. Olmstead
received her usual literature-by-the-month dose.
This time it was a really very fine book by a Scan-
dinavian woman novelist. Everyone was talking
of it so Mrs. Olmstead read it, though it was
lengthier than she liked and she was a long time
sorting out all the unfamiliar names. After a num-
ber of chapters the poetry of the tale began to take
possession of her and she began to say:

“George, you ought to read it! You really ought
to! It’s beautiful!”

George didn’t read it; George didn’t go in for
books much, or bookish people, though he was as
willing to have his womenfolk waste their time that
way as any other.

The Olmsteads had never expected they wouldn’t
have a son. George Olmstead was a square-built,
lusty-looking man who seemed born to father sons
and Mrs. Olmstead was a buxom woman with red
hair and a hearty laugh. So, when the child was
born and it was a frail, dark little girl, it was some-
thing of a shock to them both. They had chosen
the name Robert, a sensible name, surely, and suita-
ble. Now this little six-pound girl with tiny, puny
hands and solemn dark face had to be called some-
thing. Mrs. Olmstead was named Lobelia, which
suited her perfectly but seemed utterly inappropri-
ate for the child.

“George,” Mrs. Olmstead said one day as George
Olmstead sat uncomfortably in the hygienic gray
and white hospital room, “I know what to call her!”

“What?” George had mentioned Laura, his moth-
er’s name.

“Kristin.”

“Kristin? Now what in the devil kind of a name
is that. Lobelia?”

“You know—from that book I told you about.”

"What book?” Which seemed to indicate that
George didn't always listen.

“Why. you know ... | was reading it just be-
fore | came to the hospital! There was a girl in it
called Kristin. It sounds different, don’t you think?”

“Yeah, it sounds different all right! Sounds out-
landish to me.” ¢

It needed just that touch of scorn to make up
Mrs. Olmstead's mind.

“Well, that’s what I’'m going to name her,” she
said firmly.

“Kind of tough on the kid.” George said.

So the baby was christened Kristin.

Nowadays this business of baby-raising isnt the
matter of rockers and colic that it used to be.
There’s a matter of schedules which is being applied
and seems to work out very well. The babies are
healthier and the mothers go about their business
of bridge luncheons and theater parties, knowing
that the feedings wait in the ice box and that Jennie
can warm and present them as well as any mother.

However, Kristin didnt seem quite the modern,
scheduled baby. No formula seemed to agree with
her, which certainly was a nuisance. She didn't
gain in weight, though she wasn’t really sick. She’d
take a little from her bottle, then push it away and
lie solemnly staring at the ceiling or the frills of the
bassinet, as if food were quite unimportant. But
she must have received a little nourishment for she
didn’t die. Her diet gave Mrs. Olmstead a subject
for conversation over quite a long period.

Mrs. Olmstead’s friends all exclaimed over the
name; most of them were familiar with the original
Kristin, for it was quite the custom to increase
your library by Mrs. Olmstead’s method, and now
they said: “But how charming, Lobelia!” and “How
quaint!” Mrs. Olmstead grew very proud of her
choice.

They never had any trouble with Kristin, except
in the matter of eating. She would lie by the hour,
wide awake but curiously contented, solemnly com-
muning with herself. George Olmstead would toss

her up and down as if hoping to jar her into his
own bluff and hearty brand of laughter, but though
Kristin sometimes gave a shy smile she rarely
laughed aloud.

“Do you know. George,” Mrs. Olmstead said
once, “l suppose it’s all nonsense, but sometimes |
have the feeling that I marked Kristin by reading
that book when | did!”

“Marked her?” George Olmstead shouted. He
was more versed in science than that! “Don’t be a
fool. Lobelia! You cant mark a child the week
before it’s born!”

“Well, all the same,” Mrs. Olmstead insisted, “it’s
queer. She’s certainly not like either of us!” There
was no contradicting that.

They couldn’t have much fun with Kristin. No
romping of any account, no robust teasing. But
they had to be proud of her in some way or other,
for they were people who felt the necessity of being
proud of their belongings.

They decided, or at any rate Mrs. Olmstead de-
cided, to make her difference a matter of pride.
They began, of course, by talking of her difference,
by making a joke of it.

“No, she’s certainly no Olmstead!” George would
say. “l think they must have switched babies on
us in the hospital.”

Once he said, “She looks a little like my mother.
She was a little thing, just came up to my father's
shoulder—dark, too!”

His mother had died when he was a boy, and he
remembered his hearty father as his sole parent.

AFTER that period Mrs. Olmstead began to dress
, Kristin to fill her role. When Kristin was four
or five they bought her odd. expensive little velvet
dresses with bright embroidery or adorned by a
gold chain. She was not pretty. She was too thin
and dark for that. She wore her hair cut with
bangs and rather long in the neck. Except for the
ends, which curled under, it lay very smooth and
lifeless. She was very tall at [Turn to page 29]

FOR HER, THEY GAVE HER. WHAT SHE WANTED FOR HERSELF, SHE TOOK
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tain purchases at the grocery store, and went out

to taste a new way of life which has blossomed
suddenly in our land. Since then, my home has been
that altogether remarkable affair, an automobile trailer
—a Covered Wagon. Herewith, | submit my report up-
on the adventure, citing among my qualifications a
full-fledged membership in the Tin Can Tourists' As-
sociation of the World.

It will appear, perhaps, that | begin the account a
trifle too casually, but that is merely to avoid an un-
seemly excitement, i believe that automobile trailers
are going to have an effect upon American life hardly
less amazing than that produced by the automobile it-
self. Thousands and thousands of them already are
coursing the roads. Hundreds more are coming out of
the factories every week. About a million people are
spending all or most of their lives in rolling homes.

Of course there are countless designs, but ours is a
popular make, the nearest thing to a standard model
yet on the market. From the outside it is a rather
clumsy-looking box—a little more than eighteen feet

S:)ME little while ago | packed a suitcase, made cer-

long, seven feet high, eight feet wide. It is mounted on
two wheels set aft of the center. It is made of laminat-
ed wood, covered on the outside with imitation leather,
and a somewhat complicated but very sturdy hitch fas-
tens it to the framework of our car.

The total weight is about 2,100 pounds, but most of
this rests on the trailer axle, and on level ground the
car sustains something less than 200 pounds of extra
weight. It is necessary to have an airbrake on the
trailer, partly because such a thing is really essential
for quick stops on a down grade and partly because
many of the states require it. The brake power comes
from a hook-up to the car engine, and it is applied
simultaneously with the car’s own brakes by pushing
on the usual pedal.

A rather narrow door gives access to the interior.
Once inside, the first impression is that there is the
cabin of a well-fitted power cruiser, for the cunning
use of limited space is at once apparent. The walls and
all the cabinets are mahogany veneer and the floor is
covered with linoleum. There are eight windows: two
on each side, two in the rear, and two in front.

UEEN-WORTH A KING'S

to give my wife a fur coat, 1 strolled into a fur-
rier’s on Fifth Avenue, New York. And. having
heard my wife express her preference in furs, | told
the doorman: “I wish to look at a chinchilla coat."

“Yes, sir.”

He bowed and disappeared, but looked at me so odd-
ly | thought there must be something wrong with my
appearance. Checking up furtively in a mirror. | found
my apparel in order, and then reflected that after all |
probably wasn't this store's type. But when a suave-
salesman heard my brief announcement, and gave me
the same odd stare, | began to wonder what this was
about, anyway.

“Well,” he said, catching himself quickly, "we don't
have a chinchilla coat in stock at the moment: you see
there’s some little difficulty about getting the skins.
But | could show you a chinchilla cape?”

"l had thought about a coat.”

"Ah—would you step back?I the salesman in-
quired. "I could show you the cape, and then perhaps
I could find out what could be done about a coat."

jAST winter, being momentarily 11 funds and wishing

A LL over Europe I've met them—the women who
don't want to fight in Europe's next great war.
/ 'V There was that blonde Hungarian girl, for in-
stance—the one we met on the K. estate near Budapest
where she had a pleasant and lucrative job as secretary
to the old Countess. She was engaged to a young Bu-
dapest banker who adored her. We used to see them
often. Then we came again and she had run away
with a young Dutchman, whom she married in Amster-
dam. Her friends told us about it. She didn't really
love the young Dutchman, they insisted. But he of-
fered her the security of a traditionally neutral na-
tionality. She was exchanging the battlegrounds of
the Danube for peace along the North Sea. Her chil-
dren, when she had them, weren’t going to grow up as
cannon-fodder and nothing else.

There was that handsome young American girl who
married into an excellent French family and for years
lived in the gray bulwark of the Faubourg St. Germain.
She’s back in America now. And one of the reasons
was that she didn’t want her ten-year-old son to fight
in the French army if it happened, as it might so well

So we stepped back, and took seats in an alcove, and
presently a model appeared, wearing the cape. | sup-
pose you know what chinchilla looks like: the luminous,
pearl-gray of the center of the skin; the rich, warm
white of the edge, breaking into gray at each move-
ment of the wearer; its depth, beauty and overwhelm-
ing voluptuousness. | knew as soon as | set eyes on
it that | was looking at one of the great furs of the
world. But | no sooner knew this than a certain dis-
comfort began to creep in on me.

For one thing, | began to recall more clearly my
wife’s remarks on this subject, and the reverence of her
words did not exactly harmonize with the sum | had
in my pocket. Then it popped into my head about an
aunt of mine, an opera singer, and the chinchilla piece
she had had, and the commotion this had caused. Then
there was that remark of the salesman’s, about the
difficulty of getting skins. Most of all, there was the
expression of the model. For all her disarming pretti-
ness, there was a certain coldness in her eye, a look of
appraisal when she faced me, that would hardly be
called forth by something usual, like mink. In other

| RAISE MY BOY TO BE A

happen, that he came to maturity in wartime. In any
case, born in France with a French father, he would
certainly have been subject to French military service.
And she felt that three thousand broad miles of blue
Atlantic was comforting security against this drastic
inconvenience.

And there was our concierge in the old Vienna days;
Frau Resi, who at sixty-two put all her spirit in the
superlative palatschinken (strawberry pancakes) she
made for us. She didn't have spirit left for other
things. No wonder. Her two sons had been killed.
One was gassed to death on the Galician front, one
died of wounds and typhus in Siberia. Her husband
(we saw him once) was a frail broomstick of a man,
with a silver plate in his upper arm and a habit of
quivering when spoken to sharply. Shell-shock is an
unhappy accident. Even after nineteen years. . . .
Frau Resi would tell us in no uncertain terms what she
thought of war. Gladly she would have shot herself
rather than assist in another in any way.

And there was the British lady of great station who,
her beautiful brittle fingers trembling, sobbed at our



FUTURE

In the stern is a Pullman seat, which is the dining
room at meal time, for a collapsible table seating four
may be put up there in an instant. At night, the cush-
ions are pulled down in familiar Pullman style to make
a double bed. Another double bed—a sofa in the day-
time—is in the fonvard end.

Amidships is the galley: On one side a two-burner
gasoline stove with cabinet space for groceries and
utensils beneath, and on the other side a porcelain sink
which draws its water from a thirty-gallon tank. A row
of deep cabinets with glass doors is built above the
sink. Below it, there is an ice box with forty pounds
capacity, and a chest of drawers.

Bedclothes are stowed beneath the beds in the day-
time. There is a full-length wardrobe closet forward,
with a mirror for its door. There is a wide, deep shoe-
box. There is a charcoal stove. And there is a minia-
ture dressing room with chemical toilet, lavatory, run-
ning water and shaving mirror. [Turn to page 36\

For vagabonding America in modern caravans, the open road
leads to Sarasota, Florida, when winter comes to the north

RANSOM

words, | had a dreadful feeling that when I stuck my
foot down | wouldn't touch bottom: that | was away
out beyond my depth. However, there was nothing
for it but the foot. | turned to the salesman. “And
how much is the cape?”

“Twelve thousand dollars.”

| drop a time curtain here, to denote the lapse of a
painful ten seconds, and pick up at the point where we
were all laughing merrily, ha-ha-ha. and | was saying
no wonder my wife liked chinchilla, and the salesman
was saying as a matter of fact it suited them just as
well to keep the cape in stock right now. and the model
was saying perhaps there was something else 1 would
like to look at. Oh, we were very gay. Even the mod-
el was gay. She could afford to be. She knew she had
my number, all along.

So then we talked about chinchilla in general, and
| asked the price of a chinchilla coat, assuming it were
possible to get the skins. [Turn to page 67]

A rabbit with a squirrel's tail? A squirrel with a rabbit's
head? You've guessed wrong —this is a precious chinchilla

SOLDIER?"

lunch table in London one day. “All the waste. . . .
all the suffering!” she exclaimed. “The war killed
everything, destroyed everything. . . . And now there's
going to be another!"

And in Spain a few months ago, just before the tragic
and terrible outbreak of civil strife, we met a compe-
tent muscular German refugee woman who was trying
to earn a living as a masseuse and gymnasium instruc-
tor. Her husband helped her. He was a magnificently
muscled creature. But on some days he couldn’t work
at their joint lessons. A dozen or so little steel balls
were hidden in his body, and no doctor had ever been
able to get the last of them. They wandered around
under his skin, souvenirs two decades after of his con-
tribution to the 1914 massacre. When one of the little
balls lodged stubbornly in a muscle near the armpit,
say, only local pain was caused. . . . When one of them
happened to travel upward to his skull, lying there
throbbing between the brain and [Turn to page 62]

Even the boom of distant guns does not strike terror to a
mother's heart like an army grimly marching on to war



YOU would never say that pretty Sue Ham-
ilton was a “career woman.” Yet in her
twenty-five brief years she had had almost as
many jobs. Everything from directing a cruise
to walking dogs by the hour along Park Avenue.
It was an exciting life. Perilous, too. But she
was old enough to evaluate its dangers, young
enough to laugh at them. Only occasionally
was she lonely, a little afraid.

“I wish,” she said one night to Jimmy Bates,
as they lingered over coffee in a small, unim-
portant restaurant, “that | had something
permanent.” Jimmy laughed. “Darling,” he
countered, “you’d hate it. You were meant
to be a bird on the wing . . .” But Sue knew
Jimmy’s gayety clothed his anxiety for her,
for himself. New York, for neither of them,
had proved to be the bonanza of fiction; it was
a city, they had soon discovered, that promised
no glittering rewards to untrained youth.

“Dan Hardy says,” Sue went on, “that |
ought to have a purpose—” *“Sue,” Jimmy
firmly interrupted her, “you have Dan-Har-
dyed me until 1 am fed to the teeth. |'m tired
of hearing about the noble young engineer. |
wish you had never landed that cruise job.
Meeting Hardy aboard that boat unsettled you
completely. . .

Later that same evening, after she had bade
Jimmy good night on the doorstep of Mrs.
Larsen’s boarding house, Sue realized how
right Jimmy had been about Dan Hardy’s in-
fluence upon her. Dan had telephoned her, had
asked to drop by. And in Mrs. Larsen’s stuffy
parlor, they had talked rather solemnly of their
lives, their opportunities. At first Sue had de-
fended her right to float with the precarious
tide of insecure jobs; then she had begun to
see the validity of Dan’s argument. He was so
deadly in earnest! She knew that one day Dan
would go back to Central America—and suc-
ceed. His objective was clear cut. He would
build his life around his job. Even marry a
girl who would fit into its pattern. . . .

When Dan had gone, and Sue was alone in
her tiny, forlorn room she wondered if Dan
had thought she might be the girl when he
had asked: “Have you ever been in a con-
struction camp?” And then had added, “You’d
hate it probably.”

It was the next day good fortune bowed to
Sue. Before nightfall—on the recommendation
of distinguished old Mrs. Carolyn Emory—Sue
had been engaged by wealthy, aristocratic
Charles Dennis to act as companion to Mary
and Sally Dennis, his orphaned granddaugh-
ters. Her heart sang! For not only was the
salary most generous, but the idea of being a
member of Charles Dennis’ household in New
York, on Long Island enchanted her. Sue had,

in fact, fallen irrevocably in love with silver-
haired Charles Dennis the moment his secre-
tary, H. Chester Arden, had completed his
stilted introduction.

As their pleasant interview was ending, Mr.
Dennis’ niece, Elsie Henshaw, came into the
charming room. “Elsie,” Charles Dennis said
as she entered, “this is Sue Hamilton who is
coming to us in a week or so.” Elsie held out
a long slim hand, said languidly, “How nice.”
And Sue knew that as far as Elsie was con-
cerned it wasn’t nice at all.

Part 2

ROVIDENTIALLY Mrs. Emory was at
Pnome. If she hadn’t been Sue would have

exploded, disintegrated, blown up, burst,
vanished into thin air. She debated, on the
way to the bus which would take her up River-
side Drive, “What shall | do if she isn’t in?
I haven’t any idea where Jimmy is and |
haven’t heard from Dan ... If only Helen
were in town. If | dont talk to someone . . .
if someone doesn’t pinch me. . . .”

Helen Elliot was Sue’s closest friend, a
sprightly brunette of Sue’s age. They had held
three brief jobs together. Sue had met Helen
when they were both clerking in a department
store bookshop during the Christmas rush.
Helen’s positions had been as colorful and as
varied as Sue’s. All winter Helen had been a
hostess in a tourist camp in Florida, but the
season would soon close and Helen would once
more be on the branch.

In the bus Sue could no longer contain her-
self. She took Mr. Dennis’ envelope from her
handbag, opened it, slipped the check out just
far enough to read the figures and, gasping,
exclaimed, “Holy Moses!” to the amusement
of her fellow passengers.

The salary, thought Sue, was absurd. The
check was absolutely ridiculous. She returned
it to the envelope with trembling hands, tucked
the envelope into her handbag and leaned back
against the seat. She closed her eyes and saw
white linen suits, buckskin shoes, smart little
hats, dashing blouses; she saw lawns and chif-
fons and dimities, cotton evening frocks, lace
frocks, lingerie, bathing suits, play suits. . . .
It was characteristic of her that she did not
see a savings account. She did harbor a fleet-
ing notion that it might be well to lay some-
thing aside for a less sunny day, but on the
other hand Mr. Dennis expected her to spend
his check on the sartorial fagade which was,
he had assured her, a legitimate business item.

She was so busy planning her wardrobe that
of course she passed her street, came to her-
self with a start, rang the bell with fury and
alighted, followed by sundry speculative glances.

HIGH
BY FAITH

WHERE DOES IT LEAD? TO
WHERE ELSE, INDEED, WHEN IT

SUE FELT LIKE AN ANIMAL BEING PUT THROUGH



ROAD
BALDWIN

ADVENTURE? TO ROMANCE?
IS YOUTHS" PATH TO GLORY?

ITS PACES, UNDER ALL THOSE WATCHING EYES

"PRETTY BAD, ISN'T IT?" "I THINK IT'S GRAND!"

Mrs. Emory lived in a severe and narrow
house in the Seventies, off the Drive. Inside it
was cheerful in the extreme, brimming over
with canaries, parrots, fat and docile cats,
beaming servants. Waterford glass, Sheraton
pieces, modern chintz and photographs of most
of the people Mrs. Emory had known and
loved during her seventy-four years of life.

Sue was received first by Frederick, the ro-
tund butler, and then by Miss Reynolds, the
splinter-like companion for whom Sue had
once substituted. Miss Reynolds exhibited a
rare smile, offered Sue a bony hand and ush-
ered her upstairs to Mrs. Emory's sitting
room.

This room was large, clean and untidy. It
contained three canaries, two cats, the senior
parrot who squawked. “Hello, what's the big
idea of coming so late?” as Sue entered. The
walls were hidden by photographs. The chairs
were deep, there was a sewing table, at least
fifty magazines, a radio, bookshelves and a
collection of Copenhagen porcelain.

Mrs. Emory sat in a large chair and knitted.
Reluctantly she frowned and counted aloud.
She looked up as Miss Reynolds and Sue en-
tered and said, “Oh, come in. Sue my dear.
Wait a minute, sit down. That will be all for
now, Reynolds.”

Swishing a taffeta petticoat, Reynolds de-
parted. closing the door behind her.

“Purl two,” groaned Mrs. Emory. She flung
down the knitting, sighed, took off horn-
rimmed spectacles and looked at Sue. She
was a very small woman, quite plump, with
snapping black eyes and white hair which .she
kept faintly blue.

“Well, what happened?” she demanded.

UE had cast her hat and coat aside. She had
treated them with utmost disrespect. It
didn't matter now. She could afford to ignore
their past importance. She replied, “1 got the
job. Oh. Mrs. Emory, Mr. Dennis is the most
marvelous person. 1'm crazy about him.”
“Charles Dennis,” commented Mrs. Emory
reflectively, “has had sex appeal since he was
six years old. He’ll have it when he’s eighty.”
Sue said, “Look ... | don’t understand.
He offered me two hundred a month and,” she
dropped her voice, as though the photographs
on the walls had sentient ears, “he gave me
five hundred to buy clothes and things. |
don’t understand at all.” She then inquired in
a startled voice, “lIs—is he a little mad?”
“Yes,” answered Mrs. Emory comfortably,
“he is. He’s always been mad in a perfectly
nice way. Not mad enough, however. |e
known him all his life, practically. He's a
year or so younger than | am. At one time

we were engaged to be married. But | had
romantic notions ... | had known Charlie so
long and so well . . . and our families were so
smug about it, as if they had arranged it
from our cradles. Anyway, | eloped with Mr.
Emory. There was quite a scandal at the
time,” she went on complacently, “as Mr.
Emory was many years my senior and had
been married before. At all events we lived
in Europe for a number of years. When we
returned to the States. Charles had married.
A silly woman. Sarah Dennis, curls, bangs,
giggles . . . brainless little creature, but very
pretty. Mr. Emory died when | was thirty-
eight. Before he died | had fallen in love with
Charles Dennis. Absurd of me, but | was
lonely and | had no children to steady me and
Charles was a very attractive man, my dear.
| think,” concluded Mrs. Emory smiling, “that
he fell in love with me, too. He swore he'd
never been out of love with me.”

YOU think, thought Sue; you know darned
well he did, you cute old hypocrite!

Mrs. Emory laughed. She said, “Well, there
were meetings and heartburnings, a few in-
discreet letters and a lot of talk. Nothing
came of it, how could it? The Dennises didn’t
run around getting divorces, and besides there
was a son by Charles’ marriage to Sarah. |
am telling you all this, partly out of vanity,
which is permissible at my age, and partly to
warn you that if you ever do anything to cause
Charles Dennis one instant’s pain 1’ll—I"ll cut
your throat,” she ended belligerently.

Sue exclaimed, “You’re still in love with
him! Then why. . ..”

Mrs. Emory shook her head. She said,
“Sarah’s been dead only a matter of ten years
or so. Disagreeable old woman she turned out
to be, pains in her joints, always running to
spas or taking up some newfangled cult or
other. No, I—I’ll admit | gave the matter
some thought, but it wouldn’t do at all. I am
too settled in my ways and far too selfish. |
wouldn’t fit in. Besides. 1°'ve never had chil-
dren and a step-grandmotherly relationship to
Charles’ girls would have appalled me.”

Sue said, “He was marvelous to me. Oh, |
hope he’ll like me and that Il get on with
the girls.”

Mrs. Emory said, “Of course, you’re being
overpaid. That’s Charles’ one weakness. He’s
not an extravagant man. He gives his young-
sters everything; of course, takes care of that
sly little niece. But when it comes to paying
people for sendees rendered, he simply lets
himself go. | have a theory that he’s so
ashamed to be in a position where he can pay.
hire, employ, that he can’t [Turn to page 76]

SHE LAUGHED ALL OVER HER LITTLE FACE



"MIDNIGHT SAILING

MR. HEMPLE WAS A FIRST-RATE PILOT. HE COULD TAKE A
SHIP OUT OF THE HARBOR-OR A GIRL OUT OF THE SEA

T WAS eleven o'clock, and the liner would leave her
pier at midnight, and in Club Granada, eight blocks
across town, Rico was going into his dance. In her

mind's eye Karen could see him now—slender and

graceful, dark, exciting. His eyes were smoke and
glowing fire. He was glamour, forbidden romance.

Rico flattered Karen by an attentiveness which made
her feel important. Which was what she had never felt
during the time of her engagement to Hudson Keeble.
Hudson wore wealth and social position like an old
tweed suit—and he'd taken Karen for granted too.
until she'd stunned him by the announcement that their
plans were entirely off. She'd been wise. She would
never fit into his picture of a life of usefulness.

Hudson had placed his medical studies ahead of her.
and she had been lonely and bored. Rico never would
prove a bore. But of course her mother could not be
made to accept anyone like Rico. Her one impulse was
to spirit Karen out of his reach, even marry her off if
possible to someone safely of her own set.

Karen felt like one condemned because she must
cross the sea to England. Three thousand restless
miles of water separating her from Rico—and he a
man whom countless women yearned to possess!

She glanced at her mother with glum resentment, at
Tommy Atkins with high disfavor. Then her eyes
brightened, a smile appeared, and her hand made a
quick little eager gesture.

“Hi, Mr. Stowaway!” she cried and ran to greet a
graying man who had just stepped into the foyer.

He was as different from Rico, the dancer, as the
bridge of a liner from Club Granada. His hair was
gray and his suit was plain. Wrinkles had etched them-
selves in his face from the strain of guiding mammoth
ships past hidden shoals and lurking rocks, through
shrouding fogs and swirling tides in the deep-sea chan-
nels of New York harbor.

Karen caught his hand and he beamed at her.

"Are you going to steer us out of this? . .. Mother,
you've never met a pilot. This is Mr—Mr.—"

“Hemple."”

“Mr. Hemple." Karen repeated. “Mr. Hemple’s one
of my beaux! Remember the storm when we sailed
last winter? It was so rough he had to stay on and
ride clear over to Cherbourg and back.”

Her mother nodded coldly enough. She was a grande
dame, proud and aloof. As plainly as if she had put it
in words, her look conveyed smug disapproval of
Karen's democratic ways.

"This is Tommy Atkins. You've heard of him. Kip-
ling used to write him poems."”

Atkins smirked as he also nodded. His name was
Garfield Atkins I11. and that was a name to conjure
with. You might conjure millions with the name if you
could sign it as Tommy did. He was just as homely as
his pictures, soft and heavy, with eyes which bulged.
Hemple cast a glance at his hand, but the young man
did not offer it to him.

“Stay on again. I'm going to be lonesome.” .

The pilot grinned. Not a chance this time—not with
the weather so calm and windless. He saw her mother
exchange a glance with Tommy Atkins. They seemed

amused. He wished the girl a pleasant voyage, awk-
wardly bowed and took his leave, glad to retreat from
such lofty folk to the austere calm of the liner's bridge.

Here sounds of shouts and laughter were faint, and
they were blended with other sounds: with winches
chattering on the foredeck, lowering crates and bales
in the hold, with the rumble and clank of a belt con-
\eyor trundling trunks through a port in the side.

Hemple was thinking of Karen Lord as one might
think of a royal princess. Wondcringlv. She had
wealth and name. She could cross the ocean with no
more thought than his wife would give a trip to Jersey.
She-was spoiled and willful, likable, friendly.

Not proud like her mother. Hemple went "Humph!"
as he recalled Mrs. Lord's expression. Then he grinned
at a mental glimpse of Norah, the cheerfully smiling
opposite of her. They were looking forward, he and
Norah. to his retirement in three more months—to the
years together when he would no longer have to leave
her for days on end, with always the little anxious fear
that something might happen off Sandy Hook.

The giant whistle blasted the night with its final
warning. All lights on the deck in front of the bridge
had been extinguished. In the wheelhouse only a few
lamps glowed, discreetly shielded, on instrument boards.

The master appeared. He shook Hemple's hand.
Together they walked to a wing of the bridge and
looked overside at the scene below. Faces were staring
up from the dock. There were flags and waving hands
end kerchiefs, heavy rope hawsers going slack and
crawling snakelike onto the decks ... a red light, far
at the end of the pier, changing to white to inform the
bridge that all was clear now on the river.

Four stout tugs were standing by to hold the vessel
from swinging too soon. Hemple assured himself they
were there before he turned to address an officer wait-
ing behind him: "Both full astern.”

HE latter, repeating his words with an accent,

moved the engine-room telegraph handle. The liner
began to tremble slightly. There was the distant sound
of water being churned by the huge propellers. The
whistle blasted a long hoarse note as slowly the ship
backed into the stream.

Hemple s eyes narrowed, watching astern. Here
were long moments of anxious-suspense. A fifth of a
mile in length, this
boat, and only eight
feet of muddvwater
between her keel
and the river bed. It was as if he were thrusting a
dam athwart the course of the tide at flood!

But she went out straight as the four tugs labored
beam to beam to hold her steady. The bridge slid past
the end of the pier and Hemple glanced across at the
Jersey shore.

"Hard a-starboard.

"Hard a-starboard, sir."” the officer said and then re-
peated the ortler in French. The quartermaster, a
shadowy form behind the wheel, gave it back to him.

"Port engine full speed forward,” spoke Hemple.
“Starboard engine full speed astern.”

"
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Slowly the monster swung in the river, her cruiser
prow pointing down the stream. There were four pro-
pellers under her hull, but only two could be run in
reverse. The others were for the speedy dash along
the lanes of the North Atlantic. Here in the harbor
... too much power: their suction would pull the ship
down lower: the wash from the liner, moving too fast,
would swamp squat scows and damage moorings.

HEMPLE'S eyes watched the river traffic—ate ferry
boats shuttling over to Jersey, tugs towing barges,
two other liners. His nerves grew taut as he guided
the giant down a stream which, a mile in width, seemed
to have shrunk between its banks.

But now they were coming into the bay. The Statue
of Liberty reared to starboard.

"One ninety-two.” Hemple gave the bearing for the
gyrocompass under its lamp.

"One ninety-two, sir. Cent quatre-vingt-douzc.”

“Cent quatre-vingt-donze,” came the wheelman's
voice, as the spokes slid quietly off to the left.

Half an hour later they passed through the Narrows.
Then, as they moved into Ambrose Channel, an officer
touched the pilot's arm.

"This is for you. sir.”

"Huh?” exclaimed Hemple.

The envelope bore his name, all right. Puzzled, he
pried open the flap and moved to a place beside the
wheel. In the light of the binnacle lamp he read:

My dear friend:
1've got to get off this ship at once. I'll explain
why later. It’s very important. Please take me
with you in the boat. It means so terribly much.
Mr. Hemple. If you say no, | don't know what

I'll do. Please.
Karen Lord.

Hemple blinked at the water ahead. He was seeing
more than a broad smooth bay within the protecting
arm of the Hook. He was “seeing” the floor of that
bay. its shoals and ledges, its deep-dredged channel.

As he held the nose of the ship to her course, he
pondered this strange request from Karen. "I'll ex-
plain why later. It’s very important.” But if her reason
were really important, not just some whim of a pam-
pered girl, she
would have
strengthened  her
plea by giving it.

"Is somebody waiting to take an answer?"

"A steward, sir.”

The pilot wrote on the back of the letter: "Sorry |
can't oblige you. young lady. It’s against regulations
to take off passengers.” Strictly speaking, this wasn't
true. Once in a long time it did happen, when some
emergency rose after sailing. But such was not the
case, he felt sure. He handed his answer to the officer.

A cluster of lamps, hung over the side, illuminated a
circle of water on which a yawl! kept rising and falling,
first on the crest and then in the trough of long, smooth
swells riding over the ocean. By fTurn lo page 93]
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"BE THERE IN A MINUTE,"

CALLED THE VOICE. HE

KNEW WHOSE IT WAS AND

THE KNOWLEDGE SHOCKED

HIM. SHE WAS SWIMMING

RAPIDLY. HEMPLE HALF

GRUDGINGLY ADMIRED HER

NERVE-A GIRL IN THE SEA

TEN MILES FROM SHORE

ILLUSTRATED BY SWIMMING UNPERTURBED
FROM A SHIP NOW HALF

SAUL TEPPER
A MILE TO EASTWARD



Miss Garbo is delighted by Rex
Mmr. aylor meets tne beauty, O'Malley's sprightly comments

Robert Taylor pauses briefly to Greta Garbo, and is charmed

admire beauty in an opera

Immortal is the word for "Camille" and superlative the word for luminous Greta Garbo who magnificently interprets the role on the screen



THE MOVIE GUIDE

BANJO ON MY KNEE

An intimate and amusing river story, in which
Barbara Stanwyck makes an unsympathetic
heroine, but in which Walter Brennan, as a
shantv-boat man. in particular, and Joel
McCrea and Buddy Ebsen, in general, have
a good time with Xunnally Johnson’s dialogue.

COLLEGE HOLIDAY

A wild-eyed farce about a college for body
beautiful nuts, in which Burns and Allen have
a hilarious chariot race and in which Jack
Benny wanders around doing nothing at all,
accompanied by a chorus and Mary Boland.

SING ME A LOVE SONG

Excellent music and James Melton, a tenor
who can sing; two good comedians, Walter
Catlett and Hugh Herbert; and Zasu Pitts, all
thrown into a department store story and con-
tributing to one of this season’s best musicals.

THREE SMART GIRLS

A well-produced little comedy of errors, in
which three attractive youngsters, by very
diverting means, prevent Binnie Barnes and
Alice Brady from hooking their divorced father,
Charles Winninger, into a mercenary marriage.

Neighborhood Notes

STOWAWAY

A good story and a good cast for a change,
making this the best Shirley Temple picture of
the year, in which the queen of the movies
turns on a Chinese act that is amusing and in
which Arthur Treacher, Alice Faye, Robert
Young, Helen Westley and Eugene Pallette
have enough to do with the plot to prevent you
from becoming bored with the youthful star.

THAT GIRL FROM PARIS

In which Lily Pons runs away from the opera
and hides with a broken-down jazz band, and
in which the actors, including Gene Raymond,
Jack Oakie and Mischa Auer, are a great deal
more satisfactory than the musical numbers.

Recommended:
Winterset; Rembrandt; Born to Dance;
Romeo and Juliet; and The Gay Desperado.

meAre there two Ts'
me glamorous lady greets

Ulan and Russell Hard.e

in

apol-

ogy'?" Garbo asks Jessie Ralph

EL COWARD can do almost anything but read
the daily papers. His talent is great, but he has
averted his eyes from the world in which he
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and Mr. Shaw as men who molded their work out of
the news of the day.
Indeed the name of Shaw brings to mind one par-

ives. According to report Mr. Coward does much ofticular play by Noel Coward which illustrates both his

his writing on tramp steamers plying to obscure ports.
It is perhaps too lonely a life. A luxury liner might be
better. But there would not be much for Noel to learn
in the smoking room. It is a trip down among the
stokers and the oilers which seems to be indicated as
useful exploration.

I am not going off on the dogmatic tangent which
prevails in some reviewing circles and which would
compel each and every one who sets pen to paper to
write a proletarian play or novel. All I have in mind
is that Noel Coward has come to town with nine one
act dramas and not one of them even remotely touches
a problem of current interest. Perhaps this is a shade
unfair, for the distinguished English author does touch
upon the theme of love. | can hardly deny that this
is current. Indeed it has even swept into the headlines
of late. Still love was not the thing | had in mind. Out
of a set of nine exercises one might suppose that Noel
would be moved to declare himself on some subject
which engrosses the attention of the masses of the
world at this very moment. And if this is called op-
portunism rather than art, I can cite both Shakespeare

MOVIES

CANNOT think of an exact word to describe it, but

occasionally in the theater you find a play which,

besides being popular and successful, arouses a loyal-
ty and sympathy from audiences and critics alike; a
play which may even be full of dramatic weaknesses
but which you embrace as completely and understand-
ing” as that first sweetheart, who, although bow-legged
and slightly pop-eyed, seemed all the more attractive
for having such peculiarities.

While there have been a dozen as popular and suc-
cessful shows on Broadway as The Play’s The Thing,
Chariot’s Revue, What Price Glory, The Plough and
The Stars, Strange Interlude or Saturday’s Children,
I should never wish to see any of them again, and |
remember them mostly as merely evenings in the
theater.

As few people ever write or make pictures with any
deep regard for their work, it is even rarer to find a
warm, gay and charming movie than it is to discover
plays of that nature; there is so much money, so much
exaggerated excitement, so many little heroes con-
nected with motion picture production, it is more often
by accident than by design that you run across a
spontaneous bit of writing or acting in a movie.

The Thin Man was that rare exception, a spontane-.
ous movie made by design, and the producers were

Bereft of all hope, yet valiant-
Garbo plays this scene superbly

will send your son dock .

she vbws 1< Lionel Barrymore

skill and his weakness. It is called Fumed Oak, and it is
one of the most amusing comedies of insult which | have
ever seen. Briefly, a clerk who has been married many
years to a stuffy wife turns suddenly upon her, his home
and all his relatives. He tells them off. With malicious
ingenuity he puts his finger on the sore spots of each
ego. It is his farewell. He will have no more of the
humdrum life for he is off to Australia in the morning.

But as | watched, and laughed, and listened, | was
suddenly struck with the speculation as to what George
Bernard Shaw would have done with a similar situa-
tion. Obviously there was something lacking. There
is a kind of laughter which still leaves you hungry.
Suddenly | knew what was wrong. Noel Coward had
created only one character in the play. The other folk
were no more than clay pigeons to be shattered by a
man with a pretty talent for sharpshooting.

Strangely enough, my memory went to quite a dif-
ferent drama in the Shavian cycle. Mrs. Warren’s
Profession is not to my mind among Shaw’s best, but
it contains a notable scene which ought to be made an
obligatory lesson for all the young [Turn to page 117]

By Pare Lorentz

taking a chance when they attempted to make a sequel
and to endow it with the same insouciant air that
made the original such a delight.

Thus | am happy to report that, while it will not
be as fresh to you as the original Dashiell Hammett
production, After The Thin Man is a very successful
sequel.

The picture opens very slowly and more or less
seeks to introduce again the idyllic married life of Mr.
and Mrs. Nick Charles and their wire-hair, Asta. As
a matter of fact, for the first ten or fifteen minutes |
was a bit frightened for fear the whole story would
turn into a dog picture. However, the sets, the photog-
raphy and the staging in these first few scenes are
superb, if overdone. Then one of Mr. Hammett’s
charming characters, a blackmailing ne’er-do-well, is
murdered, and Mr. Powell and Miss Loy are off to
the races again.

As is true of practically everything Mr. Hammett
writes, the plot is perfectly cockeyed; as is true also,
it doesnt make any difference because his characters
are so brilliantly and gayly drawn.

Joseph Calleia as a night club proprietor, James
Stewart as a rich young San Franciscan. Dorothy Mc-
Nulty (a newcomer), as a healthy night club singer,
and Sam Levine as a patient, [Turn to page 137]

Robert Taylor does
words of warning;



FTER Doctor David Newcome was hanged for
the murder of his wife, Jessica, and Leni Kraft.
who was charged with him, was sentenced to death,
the Calderbury townsfolk, in discussing the case,
tried to make their story into the conventional
triangle. But no one could recall anything unusual
about the little doctor’s treatment of the strangely
silent girl who had been a member of the Newcome
household for such a short time. No one had even
overheard an endearing term pass between them.
Their devotion, which they, themselves, failed to
recognize for many months, was merely a kind of
wordless understanding, a warm, deep friendliness.
At the first meeting when David had attended
Leni, who had broken her wrist following her spe-
cialty dance in a fifth-rate variety show, each had
taken the measure of the other. Then again, after
a half year's interlude, when Leni, ill, lonely, dis-
pirited. had tried to take her own life and David
had restored her. each had been aware of this deli-
cate, rare appreciation.

It was not this force, however, which drew Leni
to Calderbury. Leni's coming was at Jessica's own
bidding. Gerald, the Newcomes’ nervous, over-
imaginative young son was in need of a governess
and Jessica, hearing of Leni as a doctor’s wife is
likely to hear of any one of his patients, engaged
her. But the arrangement was not long-lived.
Leni's “past” was revealed to Jessica and the little
doctor’s righteous wife indignantly dismissed the
dancer—allowing her a fortnight’s grace—and sent
Gerald, protesting, away on a visit.

David and Leni were helpless. There was noth-
ing left for them, save to try to get work for Leni.
And for a few days they lived in hope. For Leni
had learned that a German teacher was wanted by
a private school in nearby Manchester, and had
made application. Nothing came of it, however.
Jessica saw to that. . . .

But Jessica could not stop David's going up to
Burrowsford where he investigated the possibilities
of Leni’s studying the piano. He was obliged to go
there to attend a medical conference. And from

Burrowsford he wrote to Leni: "l have looked up
the matter we were discussing yesterday. . . . All
details when | return. Not a word to J. . .. De-
stroy this as soon as you have read it . . .” He

sealed and posted the letter and almost hoped Jes-
sica would intercept his message to Leni.

Part 4

IENI did not destroy David s letter. It was the
| first she had ever received from him—the first
I time she had ever seen the words “Dear Leni"
in his handwriting; and she kept it.

Three days later David reached Calderbury dur-
ing the afternoon and walked from the station.
There had been heavy rain and the Close was full
of moisture scents, pebbles and bars of sand washed
out of the gravel, pavements still steaming in the
after-sun. And suddenly, as he walked past the
Cathedral, the thought invaded him. as never be-
fore, of Leni. She would be there when he reached
the house in Shawgate. but after that day and the
next she would never be there again. He did not.
because he could not somehow, think of a future
without her, but all the sad urgency of the moment

"YOU ARE SO KIND,"
LENI SAID. "KIND?
WHY DO YOU AL-
WAYS SAY THAT?"
"BECAUSE YOU AL-
WAYS SAY THINGS
LIKE THAT AND YOU
SAY THEM JUST
BECAUSE YOU ARE
KIND, THAT IS ALL..."



flowed back into the past, forcing him to remember
the times they had met and talked, and how many
more there could have been had he but known how
soon they were all to end. | have grown fond of
that girl, he admitted to himself; and then, with
a flash of self-blame: Good heavens, four days at
that confounded Conference and now there’s only
one other day before she goes. . . .

When he reached the house the interior seemed
dark after the bright sunshine. It was Susan’s
half day off; Leni met him and said that Jessica
was out also. “Would you like some tea?”

“That’s just what | should like more than any-
thing, Leni.”

“Will you have it in the office?”

“That would be nice, too.”

“All right. You look pale. Have you been very
busy?” she asked.

“No. not busy—just bored. What have you been
up to?”

“Up to? What does that mean?”

“What have you been doing?”

“Packing.”

“Oh, yes, of course.”

And then, facing him again, was the imminence
of her departure. He pondered on it as he sat
alone and listened to the clatter of cups in the
kitchen. Presently she reentered, carrying a tray.

“Seen the papers these last few days?” he asked.

She nodded.

“Looks bad, but I dont think it’ll come to any-
thing over here.”

“Come to anything?”

“Anything bad, | mean. But it's bad enough for
those who are in it. Good thing you’re not in your
own country, perhaps. By the way, did you get

my letter?”
“Yes, it was so good of you to write.”
“Well, | thought you’d be relieved to know.

About the music. | mean. It’s a good idea . . .
which reminds me. we can try over something this
afternoon if you like—there’s no one in—"

“But Mrs. Newcome said—"

“She’ll never know.”

“The people in the street will hear. Somebody
will tell her.”

“Then we’ll close all the windows!” He added,
boyishly: “Are you afraid?”

“Only for you. David.”

“For me? Why, God bless my soul, what harm
can come to me?”

She answered, in German: “You have to stay
here after |1 have gone.”

“I know. I’'m trying to realize it. It’s curious—
I can’t quite grasp the fact that you really are
going and that this is your last day here. . . . Il
miss you. And really, | don't see why Jessica should
forbid such a harmless thing.”

AFTER the tea they went into the drawing-

room and David stood on the window seat to
close the windows. But one of them was stiff, and as
he reached upwards to push, he lost balance and had
to clutch a picture to save himself from falling.
The picture came down on his head, showering him
with dust; and of course he began to laugh, be-
cause he had a very simple and artless sense of

“They call it love. Icall it love. But we do not mean
the same thing—" And this is why they did
not judge those who sat in judgment on them

WE ARE NOT ALONE

humor. Then she went to the piano and he took out
his violin and they began to play Mozart.

The music streamed into the room, enclosing a
world in which they were free as air, shutting out
hatreds and jealousies and despondencies, giving
their eyes a look of union with something rare and
distant. David did not play very well—indeed, a
good deal of the Mozart was much too difficult for
him; but there was a simplicity that gave calmness
to his effort, absorbing rather than interpreting the
music. And he thought, as he played, that it was a
strange thing, at forty-six, to know the sweetness
and terror of existence as if one had never known
it before, to look back mystically on the incredible
chance of human contact, to feel some finger of
destiny marking the streets of Calderbury where he
had walked and talked with a girl.

HEN the last chord had been struck he began

mumbling something about her playing being
full of promise, and that she really ought to join
some academy or conservatoire.

“You are so kind,” she said.

“Kind? Why do you always say that?”

“Because you always say things like that, and
you just say them because you are kind, that is all.”

"But | mean them.”

“l know. But you dont mean them to mean any-
thing.” she said.

“Now you’ve puzzled me!” He smiled.

“Dear, | know why it is. You can't help it. And
love you—1 cant help that.”

But he was already bustling about saying: “Now
must put up that picture before anybody comes."
“You didnt hear me?”

“I’'m sorry . . . what was it?”

She said, smiling: “l know. There is just one
thing more. | will dance for you.”

“Dance for me? Here? Now?”

“Yes. You know the prelude of Chopin that
goes like this—” she hummed a few bars of it
“You play that on your violin—I will dance to it."

“But—"

“Yes? You are afraid if anyone should see through
the window? Pull over the curtains. Take up the
rugs. . . . Please do that until I come back. . . .”

She ran out of the
room and was away a few
minutes. During this in-
terval David waited in-
decisively at first, then,
with a sudden clinching
of intention, did as she
had asked. First the cur-
tains, then the rugs. The
room filled with a warm
twilight; he did not switch
on any lights because the sunshine out of doors
came through the fabric of the curtains in a lumi-
nous glow. Then he took his violin and tried over,
very softly, the prelude she had mentioned.

Presently she came into the room, dressed in a
ballet costume that bore, if he had noticed it, the
creases of repeated packings and unpackings. Had
he noticed, too, he would have seen that it was a
little shabby, and had never been anything remark-
able even when new. But in the twilight he saw
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nothing but a strange vision of the mind, some-
thing he had never expected to see in this life, an
embodiment of light and air, on tiptoe with a
dream. He took up his violin and began to play,
watching her all the time. She was magic to him.
There was something between them pouring always
in invisible streams, the awareness of beauty in
peril.

So on an August afternoon, behind drawn cur-
tains in a Calderbury drawing-room, a girl danced
for the little doctor. The room filled with the
emptiness of all the world except themselves, and
this emptiness soared in their hearts until, just on
the edge of flight, the spell was broken by the ring-
ing of the telephone.

David put down his violin. Leni stopped still.
"A call for me probably,” he said, beginning to walk
away. Leni more slowly followed. A moment later
he was finding his bag and hat in the office.

“That boy, you know—the pneumonia case—I
have to go at once.”

“And I must change and finish packing. 11l tidy
the room up too.”

“Thanks. Maybe I’ll be back soon.” And he
added, gently: “It was very beautiful.”

T EN minutes later he was in the familiar strange-
ness of rooms and stairs. There could be no
doubt about the case this time.

He sat by the bedside, taking a small hand in
his own, and the boy, half-conscious as he fought
for breath, looked up and smiled. Suddenly—almost
immediately—death came. Weeks afterwards the
boy's father, in the four-ale bar of the “Grey-
hound.” described the incident. “He killed our
Johnny, too. Pewmonia, Johnny had, double pew-
monia, and Newcome had bin to see him several
times but never done the boy no good. And it was
that night—that night, mind you. Maybe he was
thinkin’ about it all the time he was with our
Johnny. Because what dyou think he did when he
got to the boy? Why, nothing. Just sat there and
let the poor kid die without so much as raising a
finger! The dirty swine!”

We do not know what tonight, much less to-
night’s newspaper, will bring. Some secret inter-

section of seconds and

inches may mean an end

E S to us, our age, the world.

In Calderbury on that

evening of August fourth,

the train brought in later

editions from Marsland,

catching the sunset on its

windows so that a flash

of crimson streaked the

water meadows. In the

streets of the town the newspapers were scrambled

for, and one of them by the little doctor, who stood
reading it as he held his bicycle at the curb.

“Looks bad, doctor,” someone said.

“Yes, indeed. Good God, | never thought they’d
actually come to it!”

“Soon over, you bet. Wait till the Navy—"

Half listening, he read paragraphs about mobiliza-
tions, troops rushed to frontiers, bombardments
opened on fortifications, [Turn to page 1181
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ment has contributed each month some comment

on the new books as they poured from the insati-
able presses of America and England. Always he was
cabin’d, cribb’d and confined between the tidings of
the latest movies and, let us say, some high-toned non-
sense about the newest music. Now, for the first time,
he escapes to a page of his own, which will be repeated
each month through an experimental year unless, haply,
he is shot by some sensitive author or some hypercrit-
ical subscriber. As the faintly medicinal headline would
indicate, all that appears or will appear in this monthly
bulletin carries with it an implied recommendation.

If an illustration is reproduced or a poem laboriously
copied out, that very fact will be meant as a suggestion
that at your first opportunity you look further into the
book from which it was taken. If a passage is quoted,
it will be somewhat in the mood and manner of a dot-
ing uncle who looks up from the book he is enjoying
and—to the obvious annoyance of Aunt Matilda at be-
ing distracted when deep in “The Christian Science
Monitor’—calls out, “Say, this is good. Listen to
this,” and firmly reads aloud some tickling paragraph.
Some such paragraph, for example, as the fond back-
ward glance at her bucolic childhood which you will
find in that story of Willa Cather’s called Two Friends.

FOR some years past the editor of this new depart-

The road, just in front of the sidewalk where | sat and
played jacks, would be ankle-deep in dust, and seemed
to drink up the moonlight like folds of velvet. It drank
up sound, too; muffled the wagon-wheels and hoof-
beats; lay soft and meek like the last residuum of ma-
terial things—the soft bottom resting-place. Noth-
ing in the world, not snow mountains or blue seas,
is so beautiful in moonlight as the soft, dry summer
roads in a farming country, roads where the white dust
falls back from the slow wagon-wheel.

THE LITTLE OLD LADY
IN LAVENDER SILK

(From the golden treasury of Mrs. Parker's verse called
"Not So Deep As A Well")

I was seventy-seven, come August,
| shall shortly be losing my bloom;
I've experienced zephyr and raw gust
And (symbolical! flood and simoom.

When you come to this time of abatement,
To this passing from Summer to Fall,

It is manners to issue a statement
As to what you got out of it all.

So I'll say, though reflection unnerves me
And pronouncements | dodge as | can,
That | think (if my memory serves me)
There was nothing more fun than a man!

In my youth, when the crescent was too wan
To embarrass with beams from above,

By the aid of some local Don Juan
| fell into the habit of love.

And | learned how to kiss and be merry— an
Education left better unsung.

My neglect of the waters Pierian
Was a scandal, when Grandma was young

Though the shabby unbalanced the splendid,
And the bitter outmeasured the sweet,

| should certainly do as | then did,
Were | given the chance to repeat.

For contrition is hollow and wraithful,
And regret is no part of my plan,
And 1 think (if my memory’s faithfull
There was nothing more fun than a man|

-DOROTHY PARKER

Although one could not
hope to come often upon
its like, I once more repro-
duce it here as a perfect
example of the kind of ap-
petizing morsel any First
Reader would like to re-
trieve for you.

(Once, by the way, this
very passage stirred again
my old perplexity as to the
difference, if any, between
prose and poetry. | won-
dered if my elders or bet-
ters—or both—could be
more articulate about the
elusive distinction.
“What.” | asked Thorn-
ton Wilder, “is the differ-
ence between prose and
poetry?” Professor Wilder
twitched twice, went into
a trance, and has not spok-
en since. “What,” | asked
Gertrude Stein, “is the dif-
ference between poetry
and prose?” Miss Stein’s
gaze left my face in favor,
apparently, of some far,
invisible mountain peak.
“Poetry,” she said, “is ad-
dressed to the noun."
Which left me where |
was. Or perhaps even a
little further back.)

But | was speaking of
recommendations. What has always depressed me
more than a little has been my painful consciousness
of the fact that no American activity is so chronically
and so fatuously blighted by overproduction as the
business of publishing. New books are cast onto the
market without any reference at all to the public ap-
petite for more or to the capacity of the harried book-
sellers to get rid of them. Always | have wanted to say
(and often said) that these new works were all well
enough but that that reader would do better who
ignored them in favor of forgotten masterpieces gath-
ering dust in the libraries or in the second-hand stores.
I have airily and irresponsibly said this of many a book
which, in cold truth, was either out of print or avail-
able at all only in some type wickedly calculated to
profit no one except possibly the nearest oculist. In
particular this has been true of two masterpieces of
mystery which now at long last will be made available
all over this country within a fortnight after this issue
of McCall’s has reached its readers. | refer to The
Chink in the Armour by Mrs. Belloc Lowndes and to
The Moonstone by Wilkie Collins.

The former is an old wives’ tale in which the cumu-
lative suspense is so unnerving that as you read you
can fairly hear the footfalls of doom. Maddened by
the absurdity of so capital a story’s being so little
known in America and virtually unobtainable here. 1
have joined with Ernest Hemingway and Edmund
Pearson in a petition for its re-publication and soon we
shall be able to get it when we crave it and can give
it to those of our friends still so benighted as to be
unfamiliar with it. You might have thought to find the
second-hand stores of Charing Cross Road in London
and Astor Place in New York an inexhaustible reposi-
tory of a book which had enjoyed such a success as was
the portion of The Chink in the Armour when it was
new in England twenty years ago. If there are none to
be had there, it is because this story had its first hey-
day at a time when all English people were shipping
their books across the channel as reading matter for
the dugouts and the hospitals. Almost the entire first
edition of Mrs. Lowndes’ great story went up in smoke
or was ground into the mud of Flanders.

Then, at long last. 1 have badgered the Modern Li-
brary into issuing an edition of The Moonstone in such
print as can be read with comfort. Seventy years ago
this coming June, this incomparable tale by Wilkie
Collins was submitted to the weekly journal called
“All the Year Round,” of which the editor reported
thus to a colleague:

TN a T A L I A YOU KNOW THESE THREE ARE THINK-
Vy |r\ YJ?|/"\ ING OF THE BOYS THEY USED TO BE

(by LARRY JUNE from " U.S. Camera —1936/' a hardy annual of the besf American photography)

I have read the first three numbers of Wilkie’s story
this morning and have gone minutely through the plot
of the rest, to the last line. It gives a series of “narra-
tives,” but it is a very curious story, wild and yet do-
mestic, with excellent character in it, and great mys-
tery. It is prepared with extraordinary care, and has
every chance of being a hit.

That editor, by the way, was no mean story teller
himself. His name was Charles Dickens. And The
Moonstone was even better than he knew. It was the
first full-length detective story ever written in any
language and it is still the best. If a full realization of
this is limited to Dorothy Sayers and A. A. Milne and
Edmund Pearson and a few other old fogies like my-
self, it is because The Moonstone was always too long
for publication in the conventional-size volume without
being crowded into maddeningly small type. That is
why a distinguished publishing house yielded, a few
years ago, to the not too bright idea of issuing it in
abridged form. It was explained that in this frenetic
age people lacked the patience to read long books. That
would account for the sad neglect which has been the
portion of Anthony Adverse and Gone With The Wind.

BY A E HOUSMAN

(Being one of the 48 poems found in his desk ofter the

greatest of modern English poets had died)

Fie looked at me with eyes | thought
| was not like to find;

The voice he begged for pence with brought
Another man to mind.

Oh, no, lad, never touch your cap;
It is not my half-crown:

You have it from a better chap
That long ago lay down.

Turn east and over Thames to Kent
And come to the sea's brim,

And find his everlasting tent
And touch your cap to him.



THESE FINE CAMPBELLS SOUPS
ARE WMBETIRTtW MR/

“M " AVORITE Campbell’s Soups
I J youhave enjoyed for years will
M thrill you now with brand new
B eating pleasure. Campbell’s

have made them better than ever!

All the skill and progress that come
withyears of practice make these soups
the finest yet. Campbell’s crack chefs
have dedicated their lives to fine soup-
making—just that. Inevitably, better
methods and improved recipes have

evolved, until today Campbell’s Soups
have grown so incredibly delicious that
good home cooks and famous chefs
agree they "cannot do better than
Campbell’s”. Try them now! Taste
how good Campbell’s have made them!

CAMPBELL'S CREAM OF MUSHROOM

More specially cultivated
mushrooms, more double-
thick cream, and a garnish of
melt-in-the-mouth mushroom slices for

the final triumph. Serve it for a
thrilling party treat.

CAMPBELL'S CONSOMME er
Down, down to its
very essence the fine
beef broth has been simmered.
Then, skillfully, the delicate
flavors of carrots, parsley
and celery have been blended
in. Serve it piping hot—delight-
ful pick-up on a winter s day. Serve it
cola —a palate-pleasing surprise. (It
jells in the can in your refrigerator.)

CAMPBELL'S PEA SOUP
You will surely say
"the best pea soup you
ever had”! Plump, sweet garden peas,
fine table butterand delicate seasonings

are combined in a new recipe that isa
chef’s triumph. Try it and see!

YET THE CAMPBELL PRICE STAYS DOWN!
There is more reason than ever

why you should serve and enjoy soup

often now. Campbell’s Soups are bet-

ter than ever, yet in the face ofthe gen-

eral rise in food costs the Campbell

price stays down. (Incidentally,

Campbell’s Soups being

condensed, this price

is most reasonable.)

A real surprise is
in store for you when
you serve any one of
these soups!

L ook for the

Red-and-W hite Label

Soups



IT'S TRUE!

NOW GET “JUNE DAY" WASHES

IN WINTER-THIS AMAZING WAY

White Clothes 4 to 5 Shades Whiter . . .
Yet This Amazing Soap is SAFE AS CAN BE For Colors, Hands!

¢ Yes—seethat “winter gray” look disappear from
clothes as if by magic! And get washes that smell
as fresh and sweet as a day in June!

This amazing soap, Oxydol, now makes this
possible.

Developed by the makers of gentle lvory soap,
Oxydol granulated soap works on an utterly new
principle—combining speed and safety in a way no
single soap has ever done before.

Oxydol is the result of a patented process to make
soap far faster acting ... an amazing new formula
that makes mild, gentle soap two to three times whiter
washing—yet keeps it safe.

In washing machines, Oxydol cuts the time it takes
to do your wash 25% to 40%. You save wear and

tear on clothes. No dirty spots to scrub out by
hand, either—Oxydol soaks them out for you!

In tab washing, Oxydol saves the back-breaking
scrubbing and boiling. You soak clothes just 15
minutes to the tubful, and white clothes wash so
white you’ll be amazed! Even “tough” spots come
snowy with a gentle rub.

Yet OXYDOL is so safe that every washable color
comes out brilliant, fresh. Even sheer cotton prints
washed 100 consecutive times in OXYDOL suds,
showed no perceptible sign of fading. OXYDOL is
economical, too. Tests show that one package will
go >B to Vi again as far as other modern laundry
soaps on the market. Order OXYDOL from your
dealer today. Procter & Gamble.

“My Hands Are Softer and
Whiter Than Ever”

| started using oxy-

dor1, and it doesevery-

thlnqdyou promised it

would do. | have a

number of very dirty

pieces of washing, and

when | say dirty

mean dirty.” It uséd to

be a casé of boiling,

rubbing, and rubbin

to get them clean. Bu . .
now | soak them only 15 minutes in
oxydo1_suds, and they wash white as
snow with practically no effort at all.

But the remarkable part about oxydo1,
to me, isthat in spite of how fast it works
it’s. so safe. My hands are softer an
whiter than ever, and | have been usin
oxydo1 for weeks. And all of my colore
things wash so fresh and bright, it’s really
amazing. Mrs.j c Langley

317 S. Clark, Hollywood, Calif.

TESTED AND APPROVED BY GOOD HOUSEKEEPING INSTITUTE



A DAUGHTER
CALLED KRISTIN

[Beginning on page 14]

five and looked older. It must be
admitted that her unsuitable clothes
became her and gave her exactly the
effect Mrs. Olmstead sought—that of
a child born with a book for a father.
Her silent little ways, her slow, un-
willing smile, added to the effect.

She really was queer. For instance:
we have already mentioned the red
glass ball that Mrs. Olmstead stood
on the sill to catch the light. Be-
tween this ball and Kristin there was
a strange affinity. She would hold it
in her small thin hands for long peri-
ods of time, her eyes intent upon it,
as if she saw in its ruby depths some
secret world about which others knew
nothing. Mrs. Olmstead humored her
in this fancy for, though perhaps
Mrs. Olmstead herself did not realize
it, she was pleased to have Kristin
fulfill her role to that extent.

HEN Kiristin went to kinder-
garten the teacher asked Mrs.
Olmstead if they were Danish or Nor-
wegian and that pleased Mrs. Olm-
stead enormously. She told that every-
where. “Indeed, no!” she told the
teacher in her hearty way. “We’re
one hundred per cent Americans!”
Kristin, standing apart and aloof in
her unsuitable but beautiful little vel-
vet dress, made silent denial of that.
Kristin didn’t get on very well in
kindergarten. She was not a con-
formist in any sense of the term. If
the rest were dramatizing the prac-
tical life of, for instance, the baker,
Kristin would walk unconcernedly
away from the group, climb onto the
low box seats that encircled the room
and press her face to the window,
watching the snow. She wasn’t rude
or naughtily stubborn; she merely
withdrew herself quietly but definitely.
“She doesnt respond,” the teacher
said in despair.

“Well, I'll tell you,” Mrs. Olm-
stead said, “Kristin’s different. She
really is, Miss Knowles. It wont do
any good to scold her—she just
doesnt hear you. She’ll probably be
an artist or something!”

Miss Knowles gave a sigh and did
not continue that discussion.

“You know, George,” Mrs. Olm-
stead said one night, “l don’t think
public school is the place for Kristin.”

“Good heavens, Lobelia, we’re
plain people and the public schools
are good enough for us. We don’t
want to turn the kid into a snob.”

“No, | don’t want her to be a snob,”
(though, really, there was nothing
she would have liked better) “but
there’s the Rank School. . . You
know, they’re one of these free-ex-
pression places. Kristin simply wont
do as the rest do and | ve been think-
ing—maybe she ought not to be made
to. You know, yourself, she’s always
been a funny youngster. It wouldn't
surprise me a bit to have her turn out
to be a writer or a painter.”

“She’d get to thinking she was too
good for us!” George said. “Ive
seen these over-educated young peo-
ple. They come in after jobs and
they’re no earthly good!”

“She’s not very happy where she
is;” Mrs. Olmstead said.

“Aren’t the kids nice to her?”

“Oh, | guess so. But she’s differ-
ent, George.”

When Kristin was eight she was
entered in the Rank School. This

How embarrassing for others—how
cruelly disappointing to you—when the
mouth wash you trust fails miserably!

Zonite isnt just a temporary “cover-
up” for mouth odors, like “ordinary
mouth washes. Zonite actually destroys
scientificall?/ (oxidizes) the odor-caus-
ing materials, whether from odorous oils
or from fermenting food particles.

Simply rinse the mouth and gargle
thoroughly with a teaspoonful of Zonite
in a half tumbler of water to kill onion
breath and other strong mouth odors
FOR GOOD!

Zonite TASTES like the real antisep-
tic it is. Not made to please the palate
but to get results. Yet you’ll get to like
its refreshing after-effect (the taste and
odor vanish In a few minutes). Zonite is
harmless to tissues. Geta bottle today and
prove these remarkable results yourself.

At all U. S. and Canadian druggists.

The TASTE tells you Zonite gets real results

J BE SMARTABOUT
SORE THROAT

FASTER RELIEF with Zonite because 5
times more germicidal than any other
popular, non-poisonous antiseptic.
Zonite Products Corp., New York City.

Which Ink Would You
Rather Spill onYour Rug?

Make up your mind right now that ink will
be spilled on your rug sooner or later. It hap-
pens In every home. So unless you pour your
old ink down the drain and get Washable
Quink, your rugs are in constant danger of
being ruined.

The Parker Pen Company spent $68,000 to
develop this revolutionary new ink that washes
from hands, clothes and rugs without trace
when soap and water are promptly used. Not
only is Quink the safest ink for home and school,
but also it does what no other ink can do: It
cleans a pen as it writes—a Parker Pen or any
other—because it contains a secret harmless
ingredient that dissolves sediment left by pen-
clogging inks. Also, Quink dries 31% faster On
Paper, yet will not dry in a pen. It dries by
penetration, not by evaporation. Always rich,
brilliant—never watery.

Parker Quink is made two ways—Washable
and Permanent. The Permanent is for ever-
lasting records—will not fade or wash out. But
for home and school, get Washable Quink
today at any store selling ink. 15c, 25¢c and up.

Made by The Parker Pen Co., Janesville, Wis.

school went in heavily for the de-
velopment of the artistic nature.
They never discovered, though, what
Kristin was good for; they thought
they had in her early days there for
she wrote them one poem. It was a
good poem, too, sober and unchild-
like, about November. The teachers
gasped with delight. Here was some-
thing for them to work on! They
bent their energies to the nurturing
of Kiristin’s poetic genius. Kristin
never wrote another poem while she
was in the Rank School—at least she
never exhibited one. Her marks
were good enough, or they were when
she cared to make them so. She did
not have many friends.

Mrs. Olmstead said to Kristin:
“Why don’t you have a little party-
some Saturday, Kristin, and ask
some of the children from school?”

“l dont like parties,” Kristin said.

Mrs. Olmstead told her friends:
“Really, | don't know what to do
with that child—she’s absolutely anti-
social!  She just wont go any-
where nor ask children in or any-
thing!  Completely anti-social, she
is.”  She had to capitalize that in
Kristin, because it was all she could
find to capitalize.

It was to build up this picture of
Kristin into attractiveness that Mrs.
Olmstead bought a dog, a great black
police dog with a haughty, fierce face.
She had seen a picture in one of the
expensive fashion magazines of some
social creature strolling on a leaf-
blown avenue clutching at the leash
of a great hound. Kristin was never
overly enthusiastic over presents, but
she liked this dog.

They lived quite near a large park
and Kristin walked in this park with
her dog whenever she had any free
time and the weather allowed.

“Seems as if she's kind of young to
be wandering around the park that
way,” George Olmstead said.

“Oh, Nikill look after her!”

When Kristin was eleven she came
upon the book that had been the
source of her nomenclature.  She
didn’t mention it to anyone, but took
the book to her room and began to
read it. She came down to dinner,
not seeing anyone, with a wondering
look in her dark gray eyes.

THE next day her mother, looking
for something in Kristin’s room,
found the book. She walked into the
living room where George sat.

“Good heavens, George, look what
Kristin’s been reading!”

“Well, what about it?”

“Why, everything’s mentioned in
here—simply everything. Of course
I expected her to read it when she
was older, but she’s only a baby!”

She spoke to Kristin about it.

“Look here, Kristin, | found this
in your room. Were you reading it?”

“Yes.” Kristin’s answers were al-
ways direct enough, but they were so
brief they seemed like evasions.

“Well, you’d better wait a while,
honey. You were named after the
girl in here, but you wouldnt under-
stand the story yet. You wait till
you're sixteen or so!”

Kristin waited until the next day
when her mother was out. She then
carried the book to her room, read
until she heard the car come into the
drive. She flew down the stairs then
and put the book on its shelf.

Soon after that Kristin rebelled
against the velvet dresses, the pic-
turesque costumes of her girlhood.
She wanted only the plainest of
sport’s things, blue serge suits and
little round felt hats. Mrs. Olmstead
succumbed with the greatest reluc-
tance, but after a few months she was
forced to admit to herself that the

\Continued on page 32]
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» Don’t tell me about old-fashioned lax-
atives ! While | wasted time on them, my
constipation got worse. My breath was
offensive. Nightmares ruined my sleep.
Even the sight of food made me sick. My
complexion? Well, let’s not go into that!
Then | did myself a big favor by taking
my druggist’stip. "Try FEEN-A-MINT,”
he said, "it’s different!"

* When FEEN-A-MINT frees accumu-
lated wastes, life is brighter at once. Con-
stipation’s bilious headaches go. Natural
appetite returns. Acleared intestine helps
bring back the natural joy of youth, the
normal sleep of childhood. Why not put
yourselfinthisthrilling picture? FEEN-A-
MINT tastes so good, acts so differently!

One of the big dif-

ferences of deli-

cious, mint-flavored

FEEN-A-MINT is in the

3 minutes of chewing. Scientists agree

this helps make FEEN-A-MINT so de-

pendable —so satisfactory. Its benefits

work g-r-a-d-u-a-l-1-y in the lower bowel

—not in the stomach. No griping or nau-

sea. No break in sleep. FEEN-A-MINT

is the favorite laxative of 16 million

users at all ages. Economical, too! Write

for free sample to Dept. P-6, FEEN-
A-MINT, Newark,

New Jersey.

Slightly higher in Canada.



ILLUSTRATED BY
FRANK HOFFMAN

"l SAID," HE TOLD HER,
AND HIS EYES WERE AS
HARD AS AGATES, "IF YOU
PULL THAT TRIGGER, I'LL
PUT MY MARK ON YOU
BEFORE | DIE. [I'LL LIVE
LONG ENOUGH FOR THAT!"
DOUBT CLOUDED HER FACE

an*¥l

BY KENNETH GILBERT

full, bringing down more and more of the brown-barked logs

HERE was wind in the pines and the hurrying river ran bank
| which had been cut the previous winter and yarded along

shore until the spring freshets came. As they reached slack water

created by a weir-dam that stretched two-thirds the width of the
river, they piled crazily in an upended mass forty or fifty feet
in height, a hopeless tangle which grew magically. Although the
stream was now free of ice, patches of snow could still be found
in the sunless thickets; yet the air had the invigorating smell of
new-furrowed soil where millions of tiny grass shoots were push-
ing through moist ground, and there were hillside scatterings of
delicately pale flowers whose rootlets had somehow survived the
killing bitterness of Wisconsin blizzards.

Old Charley Prince sat in the wanigan boat, his battered derby
pulled down to his ears so that he gave the appearance of a bull-
frog squatting on a cedar chip, and allowed there’d be tunket to
pay. “You can’t hold up Greer timber with a fool dam.” he
warned. “God made the Flambeau so we could drive logs, else
how'd we get ’'em out? This is lumberjack land.” He squinted
at the gaunt Ranse Fortune and the girl Lina, who stood at her
father’s elbow. “Ef’n old man Greer was alive, him that the
Injuns called Thunder Eyes, and he saw this mess, he’d uproot
forty acres of trees afore you could ca’m him down. Boy’ Greer
has the same temper.” He eased the peg leg which replaced
the one he had lost at Bull Run twelve years before, and eyed
Ranse with partisan hostility.

"Boy' Greer don’t like Southern’s nohow. He aint forgot that
they killed old Thunder Eyes at Manassas!”

The girl's skin had that transparent pallor of one who has spent
long months indoors, and this ascetic effect was heightened by
her dark hair and large eyes. As the wind billowed her formless
dress, then spread it against the contours of her young body,
she seemed to sway like the cat-willow canes bending before
the breeze. That spring the deer which fed in the tamarack
meadows were lean-flanked and dejected; and the hornless bucks,
having cast their antlers on the snows of March, were no longer
truculently aggressive. Yet a wedge of high-flying Canada geese,
bound north, proclaimed clangorously the ancient miracle of a
world reborn; and a flock of chickadees, settled in a clump of
hazel, beaded the air with liquid melody.

Ranse Fortune stirred. “You No’therners ain’t the ones who
suffered. You wrecked the South, then sent ca’petbaggers to fin-
ish the job. We came up to Wisconsin, Lina and me, to make a
new start. The Flambeau is free, like all of God's works. He
didn’t make it for lumberjacks any more than He made it for
me. He made it for all. This spring there’ll be lots of folks cornin’
into this new kentry. They’ll be plantin’ co’n and such and they’ll
need my grist mill to grind the meal. Cain’t run a mill without
a dam and headwater. | spent three months cuttin’ millstones
out of a sand-rock cliff, facin’ and truin’ ’em up. . . . Besides, |
ain't blocked the hull river. Seems like you could sluice logs
around the end of the dam.” There was wistfulness in his drawl,
as though he was trying hard to convince himself of something
he doubted.

In the face of such childish credulity, old Charley Prince turned
and spat irritably over the side of the wanigan boat. He saw that
his tent had been set up on shore, that the bull cook had a fire
going and was patiently splitting wood, and that the cookee was
washing and trimming potatoes. Charley Prince was the best cook
on the Flambeau, and he knew it. Nobody could appease the enor-
mous appetites of hungry whitewater birlers so successfully as he.
Yet until all was in readiness for him to invoke his art, he ex-
ercised the royal prerogative of waiting on preparation. Save for
a chronic dyspepsia which he coddled, he was fat and genial; yet
now he squinted at the little new-built mill of freshly whipsawed
lumber, and he squinted at the formidable barrier of logs piling
higher and wider, with flood waters backing behind it.

“l seen Bov' Greer lick seven birlers who jumped him at the
end of the drive in Chippewa,” old Charley Prince declared, “and
he never sweat a hair. He could alius lick four times his weight
in wildcats. Yet you’re expectin’him to unlock that jam and shoot
millions of feet of logs around that contraption you stuck in the
Flambeau!” Old Charley produced a blackened pipe, tamped
the bowl full of tobacco, cupped a match in his hands and pro-
faned the fragrance of spring. The only time he smoked, which
he declared was bad for his stomach, was when he found himself
at a loss for adequate words.

The piny wind, which blew from the south, was soft as young
rabbit fur. and it kept urging more and more toward the zenith a
ragged bank of rain cloud. Smoke from [Turn to page 87]



To keep skin young looking

-learn how lo invigorate
your UNDER SKIN

RD to believe—but those little lines

that look as if they’d been creased into
your skin from the outside, actually begin
underneath!

First, hundreds of little cells, fibres and
blood vessels underneath begin to function
poorly. Then, the under tissues lose tone.
They sag. That’s what makes your outside
skin fall into creases.

The same way with dull, dry skin! It’s
little oil glands underneath that function
faultily—and rob your outside skin of the
oil it needs to keep it supple, young looking.

But think!—You can invigorate those fail-
ing under tissues! You can start those faulty

Miss Selo Krebs!

M idd Zlearntd Qa&d&u-eU

daughter of Mrs. Henry Latrobc Roosevelt of Washington, D. C., says:
f,A quick treatment with Pond’'s Cold Cream whisks away tired lines—
freshens and tones my skin. | use it at least night and morning.”

oil glands functioning busily once again.
That’s why you need not be discouraged
when lines and skin dryness begin.
Start to rouse your underskin with Pond’s
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X _Ewi_lh Pond’scold Cream.
. s, js easy to avoid witn
dry-looking »kmi |3 easy

“deep-skin” treatments, and soon you’ll see
lines smoothing out, skin getting supple,
young looking again.

Every night, pat Pond’s Cold Cream into your
skin. Its specially processed fine oils go deep,
loosen deep-lodged dirt and make-up. Wipe it
all off. Now the rousing treatment—more Pond’s
Cold Cream briskly patted in. Feel the blood
tingling! Your skin is glowing . . . softer. Feels
toned already! You are waking up that underskin.

Every morning, and during the day, repeat this
treatment. Your skin is smooth for powder.

Do this regularly. Soon tissues grow firm
again. Lines fade out. Your skin is smooth
—and supple. It looks years younger!

Send for SPECIAL 9-TREATMENT TUBE
and 3 other Pond’ Beauty Aids

POND'’S, Dept. 3-CC, Clinton, Conn.

Rush special tube of Pond’s Cold Cream, enough for 9 treatments, with
generous samples of 2 other Pond’s Creams and 5 different shades of Pond's
Face Powder. | enclose IOf to cover postage and packing.

Name 1

Street

City, State
Copyright, 1937, Pond’s Extract Company
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Metropolitan

Frederick H. Ecker n
Chairman of the Board

The Prime of Life”

OU may have read that the av-

erage length of life has risen
from 49 to more than 60 years since
the beginning of the century. You
may not know that the greater part
of this extension in the length of
life is due to gains in mortality at
the younger ages. For those who
have passed 40, conditions are much
the same as they were.

The period from 40 to 60 years
should be the “prime of life”
when mental powers are high.
The majority of the deaths
which occur in this period are
caused by chronic diseases of
the heart and arteries, Bright’s
disease, cerebral hemorrhage,
cancer or diabetes. Heart dis-
ease is responsible for more
deaths than any other cause.

i E3

While your doctor will not
offer any medicine to soften ar-
teries that are becoming brittle,
or to rebuild your heart, he can
do a great deal to help you to
lengthen your life. He can do
what you can’t—he can, almost
literally, look inside your body.

With the fluoroscope and X-ray,
with chemical and other function
tests he can observe your vital or-
gans in action and can tell you their
strength or weakness.

Unselfish men and women who try
to give all they can to their families
or their work, and people who are
ambitious to reach a certain goal
often neglect their health. Chronic
invalids are more likely to seek
medical advice and to follow it
faithfully than are vigorousmen
and women who scoffat being
coddled, and who often race
past physical danger signs.

A great scientist said recently,
“We know how to lengthen
the lives of children. We must
learn how to persuade men and
women past 40 to get the bene-
fit of what modern science can
do for people of their age.”

To everyone interested in pro-
longing life, the Metropolitan
will gladly send its booklet,
“Taking Your Bearings.” Ad-
dress Booklet Dept. 337-M.

Keep Healthy —Be Examined Regularly

Life

Insurance

One Madison Avenue

NEW YORK, N. Y.

Company

Leroy A. Lincoln

Copyright, 1937, by Metropolitan Life Insurance Company

President

A DAUGHTER
CALLED KRISTIN

[Continued from page 29]

plain clothes were as effective on
Kristin as the fancy ones.

They sent Kristin away to a girl’s
school after a while.

At this school she took up the study
of dramatics and had one or two roles
assigned her. She never mentioned
this at home, but somehow the Olm-
steads heard of it and at once Mrs.
Olmstead insisted on Kristin as a
future Duse. She took her to all the
good plays and gave her an expensive
make-up kit for Christmas. But after
that Kristin never appeared in any
more plays.

E spring vacation Kristin was
alking in the park on a Friday

orning with Niki. It was a windgited about it ...

day and she seemed to be pulled for-
ward along with the fierce black dog.
Near the lake she was nearly blown
against a tall boy, also walking with a
dog. Niki went for the other dog, a
pugnacious close-clipped wirehair.

“Niki!”” she said quietly and Niki
let go the wirehair instantly.

“I say!” the boy said, picking his
dog up under his arm. “You have
got him trained!”

She only smiled a little.

“He could finish off Briar in a cou-
ple of bites if he really set out to!
What’d you call him?”

“Niki.”

“Nice name!”

“He’s a nice dog.”

He grinned; he was a rather hand-
some boy, somewhat too knowledge-
able for his eighteen or so years.

“Led around by a nice girl!” he
said. She gave him a cool, unfriendly
look and began to move off.

He said: “Oh, don't go!” contritely.
He turned and walked beside her. still
holding his dog. “Live around here?”

“Yes.”

“Where?”
“On Elmhurst.”
“You do? Swell! | live on the

Boulevard, right around the corner
from Elmhurst. Funny | haven’t
seen you around!”

“Well, 1Vve always been here.”
Something about her aloofness evi-
dently intrigued him.

“Where do you go to school?” he
asked her.

She named the Connecticut school.

“Well, what do you know about
that? | finish at Avon this year!
When do you go back? Sunday?”

“l think so.”

“Let’s make it on the same train,
shall we?”

He walked clear home with her,
kept on being interested.

“You wouldnt be walking in the
park about this time tomorrow, would
you?” he demanded.

She smiled at him then, her small
smile that took the scorn out of her
dark young face. “l might,” she said.

“Swell!” He turned away, then
came back. “My name’s Bond—
Barrett Bond,” he said. “What’s
yours?”

“Kristin Olmstead,” she said.

She met him next day, which was
a warm, balmy day with white clouds
and a pale blue spring sky. They
talked about school, their teachers,
their dogs—unimportant things which
the spring day made important.

“Who was that boy you were talk-
ing with out in front?” Mrs. Olm-
stead asked.

Kristin’s face was expressionless as
she said: “Barrett Bond.”

“Barrett Bond!”” Mrs. Olmstead ex-
claimed. “Why, Kiristin, whenever
did you get acquainted with him?”

Kristin said: “Oh, he goes to a
school near ours.”

Mrs. Olmstead’s eyes took on that
look of scarcely veiled complacency
which they had had the first time she
wore her mink coat to her club.

“What a nice looking boy he is!”
Mrs. Olmstead said. “You must ask
him over, Kristin!”

“Why?” Kristin said. “I don’t know
him very well.”

Barrett Bond didn’t wait for invi-
tations. That summer he would stroll
around the corner with his dog and
whistle shrilly till Kristin came out.
He said: “How about some tennis?”

“All right,” Kristin said.

“Come on over to my place. We
have a court over there!”

Well, you can hear Mrs. Olmstead
among her cronies, | am sure. “Can
you imagine—she’s never even looked
at a boy! And now she calmly picks
off Barrett Bond! She’s not even ex-
he simply lives at
our house!'l

Once when Kristin had an appoint-
ment with her mother at some shop
or other, Barrett Bond came in and
let it be known he’d counted on Kris-
tin for riding that morning.

“But I told you,” Kristin said.

“You never told me,” Mrs. Olm-
stead reproved her. “We can change
our date with Andre.”

“Oh, no,” Kristin said. “We can
ride any time. | didn’t say 1’d ride.”

T fall Barrett Bond went to
Hamilton. Hamilton was a four
|generation Bond tradition. He wrote
to Kristin, impudent, youthful letters,

and when he came home for holidays,
he took her here and there.

Barrett made no bones of the fact
that he planned to marry Kristin, but
when he talked about it Kristin al-
ways smiled as if it were something
of a joke. She seemed to like to ride
with him, play tennis or swim, but
she was distinctly not open to much
of the sentimental nature.

One night Barrett asked her to have
dinner at home with him. She had
been at his house for parties, but nev-
er at a family dinner. Mrs. Olmstead
said: “You must have a new dress.”

“Dont be silly. Mother.”

“But you really haven’t a thing
suitable!”

“Anything will do! Mother. . .

“What?”

“You mustn’t throw me at the
Bonds so.”

“Throw you? Well, for goodness
sake; it’s the other way around as
far as | can see!”

Kristin looked down at her hands
and said no more.

When Mrs. Olmstead found out—
from Barrett, not Kristin—that Bar-
rett had asked Kristin to marry him,
she bought a dozen fine crystal gob-
lets just out of pride and exuberance.

“Of course, she’s awfully young
for an engagement,” she told her
friends with admirable restraint.

One day just before Barrett was to
go back to school for his Junior year.
Kristin was to play tennis with him
at his house. She walked around the
corner and in at the back gate in the
wall. Barrett wasnt there and she
began to volley the ball against the
garage wall. She missed the ball and
it flew into a flower border where a
gardener was weeding. This gardener
reached for the ball, stood up and
brought it toward her. He was a very
young man, with almost white hair
and very blue eyes in a tanned face.

“Thanks a lot,” she said.

[Continued on page J5]
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MRS. LOUIS SWIFT, JR., of Chicago’s promi-
nent family, is well-known throughout the Middle West
and East for her vivid and active life. She entertains fre-
quently with small, superbly appointed dinners. Thought-
ful hostess that she is, she sees to it personally that Camels
are within easy reach. "Camels,” says Mrs. Swift, "con-
tribute to the success of my dinners. Their delicate
flavor suits the equally delicate flavors in the food, and
they also help digestion. | always allow enough time be-
tween courses so that every one may smoke a Camel
through. And afterward, with coffee, a Camel is perfect1”

DINING OUT in the Casino Room of Chicago’s
Congress Hotel. Here Mrs. Swift’s taste in cigarettes is
the same as that of most Casino guests. "Camels are the
favorite,” says Joseph Spagat, Maitre de Cafe.

A feiv of the distinguished women
who prefer Camel’s costlier tobaccos:

MRS. NICHOLAS BIDDLE, Philadelphia
MRS. ALEXANDER BLACK, Los Angeles
MISS MARY BYRD, Richmond ¢  MRS. POWELL CABQT, Boston
MRS. THOMAS M. CARNEGIE, JR., New York
MRS. J. GARDNER COOLIDGE I, Boston
MRS. ANTHONY J. DREXEL 3rd, Philadelphia
MRS. CHISWELL DABNEY LANGHORNE, Virginia
MRS. NICHOLAS G. PENNIMAN 11, Baltimore
MRS. LANGDON POST, New York
MISS ANNE C. ROCKEFELLER, New York
MRS. BROOKFIELD VAN RENSSELAER, New York

FOR DIGESTION'S
SMOKE
CAMELS!

AS A SPORTSWOMAN, Mrs. Swift is world famous. After flying the treacherous course from the
Continent to the interior of India, she spent dangerous months hunting wild boars and tigers, and even ven-
tured into Africa for the thrill of elephant hunting. In the States, during the winter season when society is so
engrossed with outdoor sports, Mrs. Swift enjoys skiing."It’s fun,” she says,"but requires healthy nerves. So
Camels are the only cigarette | care to smoke. They ease any sense of strain and set me on my way feeling right.”

Camel’s aid to digestion is particularly
Important on your busy days

M ost modern women lead quite active

lives. Preparing meals, shopping, parent-
teachers’activities, and the demands of social
life are enough to tax nerves and affect
digestion. In this connection, remember: A
pleasant way to assist good digestion is to
smoke Camels during meals and afterward.
Smoking Camels promotes the natural flow of

the fluids so necessary for good digestion.
Alkalinity increases. Tension eases. A com-
forting "lift’ follows. That is why Mrs. Swift
has found that Camels aid digestion. Equally
important are Camel’s mildness and delicate
flavor. Camels never get on your nerves, or
tire your taste. Smoke Camels for digestion’s
sake—and better "busy days!”
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A DAUGHTER
CALLED KRISTIN

[Continued from page 32]

lie nodded and smiled and turned
away. She took the ball but did not
go back to her volleying. She sat
down on a bench near where the
young man was working.

“Aren’t you new around here?” she
said, though she had never in her life
been one to make advances.

“Yes,” he said. “I’'m just doing
some work by the hour. Pretty grand
place, isn’t it?”

“I suppose it is grand. But it nev-
er makes me feel anything,” she said.

He gave her a slow, interested look.

Just then Barrett came running out
and they began at once to play.

The next day the white-haired
young man was still there, working
carefully along the borders. There
were several playing and finally Kris-
tin sat out. She wandered about the
garden swinging her racquet.

“Hello!” she said to the young man.

“Hello?” he answered.

“How many hours have you put in
today?” she asked.

“Two and a half—so far. At thirty-
five an hour it takes a long time to
earn a dollar!”

“Well, a dollar’s a lot of money.”

“Maybe it isn’t to you, but it is
to me,” he said. “l have to get in
twenty hours a week to pay my board
bill .. .and it isn’t so easy to do that
and studying, too!”

“Studying?” she said.

“I’'m at the Ag School.”

That was all of that. Barrett went
back to Hamilton. There was no rea-
son to go to the great Italian palace
on the Boulevard.

T one day Kristin was out in the
icinity of the university and
nced to see inside a students’ eat-

ing place the tall white-haired young
man sitting at the counter. She went
in, climbed up on a stool beside him.

“Hello,” she said. She had a nat-
urally haughty voice and bearing but
there wassomething humble and friend-
ly about her voice at this moment.

“Oh, you,” he said and reddened.
“l didn’t ever expect to see you
again.” He was eating vegetable soup.

“Well, here | am,” she said without
brilliance. “Is the soup good?”

“It’s all right.”

“Ill have some,” she said to the
waiter.

After a little she said: “So you’re
a farmer boy!”

“I certainly am. From Minnesota.”

“Wheat’s the thing out there, isn’t
it?”

“Yes. But we've got a dairy farm.”

They didnt say anything more im-
portant than that till the soup was
finished. She paid her ten cents and
they walked out of the restaurant.

“Want to see where | go to school?”
he said. “Or are you off to some of
your swanky friends?”

“No. 1°d like to come.”

They walked up on the campus.

“What’s your name?” he asked.

“Kristin Olmstead.”

“Oh. Swedish?”

“No.”

“I'm Axel Sanderson.”

They laughed, not quite knowing
why. After they reached the Agri-
cultural Building, they stood facing
each other in embarrassment.

“I’d like to date you up,” he said,
in dead seriousness, “but | can’t af-
ford to. And I'm not your kind.”

SQASwill save that

valuable saucepan and

make it shine like new

Cheer up. No pot too scorched. No
pan too crusted. When things look
blackest, that’s when S.O.S. shines.

Really like magic. The edge of an
S.0.S. pad dipped in water—a few
scouring rubs—a rinse—and you’d
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for S.0.S. will protect many, many
dollars invested in aluminumware—
and that a few seconds can take the
place of many minutes’ scouring by
old-fashioned methods.

Try S.0.S. No other cleanser just
like it. You’ll find it at your grocer’s,
your department, hardware or five
and ten cent store. You’'ll like it.

The S.0.S. Company, Chicago, lllinois

S.0.S. Mfg. Co. of Canada, Ltd., 365 Sorauren Ave., Toronto

“Walking’s not expensive.”

They walked down along the Front.

“IIl never be rich,” he said. “But
I’ll make a decent living and 171 be
independent.”

“Who wants to be rich?”

“Perhaps you’ll think 1I’'m a fool,”
he said, “but I have a kind of pas-
sion for land. It’s in my blood. |
feel awfully proud of being a farmer."

“You're free,” she said.

“Yes, you really are, you know. It’s
a hard life, though.”

“Well, all life’s hard enough.”

He met her again on a day when
it was snowing thickly.

“It really snows in Minnesota,”
he told her.

“I love snow. When it comes about
November | get the queerest feeling,
as if the real year is beginning!”

“You do? | do, too.”

He wanted to come to her house
and she wouldn’t let him.

“Why not? If I'm not good
enough. I'd rather know it now.”

“It isn’t that,” she said.

“What is it?”

She hesitated, then she said: “Well,
I like you.”

“So do | like you.
got to do with it?”

“I don’t know how to explain,” she
said. “But—but the minute | begin
to like something or somebody, my
people . . . it’s hard to tell you.”

“Go on.”

“l—IVve had the queerest feeling
of having been pushed into things all
my life. 1—I’d half like to write
poetry, but when folks pounce on
what you write or show it to the
neighbors. ... It was the same way
with acting. And school . . . the min-
ute 1 know someone in a swanky
school, I'm there, too. |—I half
liked Barrett Bond. . . . I'm shoved
at him till I don’t like him at all any
more. Well, you see—1I like you, and
I don’t want anyone to know it.”

“l see,” he said at last.

After that he met her at odd times,
odd brief times that went like quick
breaths.

Barrett came home for Easter.

“Well, when will you announce our
engagement?” he asked.

“Never,” she replied.

She’d said that before, but now
he looked at her in a bewildered, real-
ly pained way, as if he knew at last
that she meant it.

Her mother said: “l know you are
young, Kristin, but | think it might
as well be settled! |ve never known
a boy so crazy about anyone!”

Kristin just looked at her and
walked away.

What’s that

IN JUNE Axel Sanderson said: “I’'m
I going to see your father, Kristin.
I’m going to marry you and 1I’ll have
to tell them.”

Kristin shook her head.

“Axel, let’s get married and then
tell them. It won’t be cruel—really
it won’t. 1—I feel as if it’s got to be
that way . . . something of my own,
that |ve decided, that no one’
planned for me in any way!”

It was a very bitter pill for the
Olmsteads to swallow. Mrs. Olm-
stead for once was at a loss to find
any matter for pride in the situation.
She couldn’t forgive Kristin—not for
not telling her, but for preferring a
Swedish farmer from Minnesota to
Barrett Bond. She finally turned his
small dairy farm into a vast acreage
and his sturdy, hard, young peasant
self into a gentleman farmer.

Of course the name may have had
nothing to do with it, nothing at all.
There’s the Mendelian law to remem-
ber and that little dark woman who
was George’s mother and had the
courage to marry that hearty, lusty
man who was George’s father.
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Add the radio and the reading lamps and you
have, ladies and gentlemen, our present home. We
can trundle it along at sixty miles an hour and never
know it is behind us. The extra drain upon our
gasoline tank is hardly perceptible. We carry a
fifty-foot extension wire and if we stop for the
night near a filling station or in a tourist camp we
can get all the electric current we need for lights and
radio by paying a quarter. In emergency, of course,
the storage battery in the car gives light for a while.

We were, | confess, a little green those first few
days out from New York. But we caught on to the
technique after a while, found a simple way to do
everything, and rolled merrily along.

We had a destination. We had read in the papers
that the Tin Can Tourists were holding a reunion and
we had a particular reason for wanting to attend it:
If we were going to spend a while living in a trailer,
we wanted to know all the arts and sciences of
trailer life. How better to learn them than by con-
sultation with the veterans?

And so, early of a pleasant afternoon, we wheeled
through the shady streets of the reunion town
(Welcome Tin Can Tourists done in flowers on the
park green), made the turns as the arrows told us
to, and soon found ourselves at the entrance of the
old fair grounds. It was a scene of amiable activity.
In every direction trailers were
parked under the trees, parked
in orderly rows with their ac-
companying cars, detached now,
standing beside them. Men and
women, children and dogs were
moving slowly about, chatting
as they strolled.

As we drew up before a
weathered little building marked
“Office” a leather-faced man
came toward us, grinning a wel-
come. “Hello, New York,” he
said. “Come on in and register."

We went into the building
and found two men sitting at a
desk, ledgers and printed forms before them. We
paid a dollar for parking space for a week, and a
dollar-fifty for electricity for a week.

R new address was a space twenty feet wide
nd forty feet deep, under a huge oak tree. A

eek gray trailer was standing a few feet to the left
of us and a smaller one to the right. At the door-

way of the latter, a foursome was playing bridge
under an awning stretched out from the trailer's
roof, and the players looked up to bid us welcome.

"That’s a nice outfit you've got there,” they called.

“We like it.”

“Need a hand to unhitch?”

“Thanks, | guess we can make it.”

If during the next three or four hours our eyes
grew large with wonder, | think that yours would
have, too. For there were five hundred trailers in
that camp—trailers of a fantastic variety. It was
a genuine city on wheels, population 1,300, and
within it were virtually all the modulations of so-
ciety: the rich and the poor, the shiftless and the
energetic, the placid well-to-do and the gaudily pre-
tentious. But the pervading atmosphere was of
simple and absolute democracy.

Formal introductions do not exist among the
trailer folk. Your first, and most natural acquaint-
ance, is the fellow from your own state. “Hello.
Virginia. What town are you from?” Your second
is the owner of a trailer like yours. “Hello, Cov-
ered Wagon. How is the new model?”

But the real opportunity to get acquainted with
everybody is at the dance, and there is a dance every
night. The first evening we cooked our supper at
about six o’clock—taking our cue from the people
all about us and moving our stove out into the air.
It is portable, and we had provided ourseh’es with
a card table and a few folding deckchairs.

The dance began at eight o’clock, in a big empty
building which once had been an exhibition hall.
There was no admission charge, and everybody in
camp was there. The town had sent out a band, an
old-fashioned band, and the dances were old-fash-
ioned. Square dances and rounds, Virginia reels
and lancers, with a retired major from the regular
army calling the turns in his best drill-hall voice.

To say that the population of the camp consisted
chiefly of middle-aged people and old people and
children is to be a little misleading. There were a
few pretty girls, somewhat fewer of boys to dance
with them. The younger married set obviously
could not escape business to be there. But the
middle-aged people did not seem worn with years.
They were full of decorous well-being and they were
having simply the time of their lives.

THE HOME OF THE FREE
—AND THE FUTURE

[Beginning on page 16]

We stayed late, and as we walked home we saw
lighted windows, and through the windows people
who sat comfortably under their mobile roof-trees,
reading papers, and sewing, and talking about the
dance, and listening to Rudy Vallee on the radio.
Quiet came all about us as we settled in for sleep.

E next day | met and talked with many people.

he first fellow I encountered after breakfast was

ngmed Thomas R. Bellknap. and | met him because,

being a lazy man, | wanted to hire somebody to

clean up my trailer. Somebody at the office said

Bellknap was the one for it. and in all truth he was.

He was a lean, black-haired party from Connecticut.

He did a thorough job and | gave him a dollar for

it. Then | told him | would like to see his outfit
and talk to him a while.

After a walk through the

breakfasting camp | arrived at

the Bellknap menage. It was, |

daresay, the oldest outfit in

camp: a tumble-down cubicle on

wheels, with ragged canvas

stretching out to make a du-

bious shelter over the ground.

I met Mrs. Bellknap. | met

four Bellknap children, the old-

est an assured girl of thirteen

and the youngest a lad of five.

Bellknap waved his hand at

the troupe of them. “Put this

down as a Tin Can family." he

cried. "lI've been living on the road ever since that

oldest girl was two. | was touring these United

States before anybody ever thought of trailers—just

in my car. and a tent.

"| started out because I've got a wandering foot.
The wife has got the same disease. A living? Well.
I'm a musician. Sax. fiddle and drums. | pick up a
little change playing in small towns and | pick up
some more doing odd jobs.”

"How do you get the children educated?”

"We educate 'em. We can teach reading and
figuring. But traveling around and seeing the world
is the best education they can get.”

"What if somebody gets sick?"”

"Three children born since 1’ve been trailing.
There's always hospitals in the big towns and they
don’t throw you out. But you just don’t have or-
dinary sickness when you’re out in the air.”

Something of a contrast to Mr. Bellknap was Mr.
Ira W. Green. Royal Chief of the Tin Can Tourists’
Association. He is possessed of
that curious anomaly, a kind
hawk’s face—a tall man of six-
ty-five or so—and | found him
fanning himself under the awn-
ing that sheltered the doorway
of his trailer.

He answered questions:

“It was kind of romantic, the
way | got to trailing. | was liv-
ing in Vermont, station agent
for the railroad, been a widow-
er with no children for about
five years. | went off on leave
of absence to Florida and while
I was down there | went out to
the Tin Can Tourists’ camp at Sarasota, just to look
around. Hadn’t been there long before I met a
widow lady. We got to be friends and pretty soon
| said, ‘Look here. You’re lonesome because all
your boys are married, and |’'m lonesomer because
I haven’t got any boys to start with. How about
it?” So we got married, and |'ve been on vacation
ever since—three years of vacation, and having the
best time | ever had in my life.”

He had a beautiful trailer, and within it all pos-
sible things had been done to give it the familiar air
of home. Photographs of young people were at-
tached to the walls in frames. There were flowers
in vases, and special hand-made curtains at the
windows. A rack of well-used pipes and a canister of
tobacco were on a shelf. There was a little row of
books and a pile of magazines.

“How much does it cost to live in a trailer, month
in and month out?” | asked.

“That depends,” he said. “Two people living
along in the ordinary way can get along fine enough
on seventy-five dollars a month, and that takes care
of repairs and tires and such.”

He pointed out that the nomads of the trailers do
not spend a great deal on gas and oil because most
of them travel slowly and most of them stay for
months at a time in some chosen spot. They have
no rent or taxes to pay—only the fifteen or so dol-
lars a year for their trajler license.

"Of course,” he said, "a lot of us keep up a little
residence somewhere, just to call somewhere home
and to have a right to vote. | keep a place in Michi-
gan. But | don't spend a month there in a year.”

The hours at the encampment went nimbly by.
until at last it was break-up day. Out through the
wide gates the caravans trundled, one after another,
seeking the open roads.

As for ourselves, we headed toward the Michigan
lakes and on the way we stopped at the factory in
Mt. Clemens where our Covered Wagon was built.
They were turning out eighty finished trailers a day
and they were behind in their orders.

I stood on the production floor with the Vice
President. "Look at it!” he said, and there was a
deal of awe in his voice. “First of January we had
100 workmen and eight people working in the of-
fice. Now we have 1.300 workmen and eighty peo-
ple in the office. And that isn't enough. We’re
hunting for more skilled hands now to help us keep
up with the demand.”

“Who buys them?” | asked.

“Several different sorts of people,” he said.
“First—most important | suppose—the retired
people who want to live in them all the time. Then
the moderately well-off people who can afford to
keep a trailer for long summer holidays. Then the
pretty rich sportsmen, hunters and fishers and so
on. for trips into the wilderness. Last of all the
salesmen, men with samples to carry along the road.”

more immediate problem affecting the present
owner of a trailer is the finding of proper places

o haul up for the night. It is easy, of course, to

pull into a side lane, or ask a farmer for permission
to spend the night in his pasture. That is what we
generally did. But you cannot get a connection for
your electrical extension that way. Your reading
lamps must remain dim and your radio off unless
you want to run down your car battery.

The solution, of course, is the trailer camp, a
park something like the tourist-cabin parks which
are the symbols of the pre-trailer age. It is my own
prophecy that we shall have, before another year
is out. a shaded nook in half the towns and villages
of the land, marked "Trailer Camp'Sand offering to
the wanderer of the roads a quiet resting place for
the night, cheap, and with all modern conveniences.

Some expert employed by the telephone company,
a man who has spent his life studying population
trends, has dared to predict that within another five
years a fourth of the population will be spending
the most of their time in automobile trailers. That

seems absurd at first reading,
but after thinking for a mo-
ment it is not so extravagant
after all. Count up the re-
tired men and women, middle-
aged and old. Count up the
grandchildren who will be with
them a considerable part of the
time. Count up the itinerant
workers of all sorts, harvesters
and tinkers and medicine men.
And. most important of all.
count up the salesmen.
Then cast your mind toward
the ineffable lure which The
Road has for the people of
America. We are a nation of wanderers, and we
have a perfectly enormous land over which to roam.
The most economical way to do that is by trailer.

For my part. | am eager to stop what | am
doing and hear the whine of the tires again. | want
to sleep with a big oak tree over the silvered roof
of my house on wheels. And so | am on my way
to Florida, to Sarasota, down by the keys not far
from Tampa Bay. The Tin Can Tourists are gath-
ering there now.

The people in Sarasota will be glad enough to
see us. There will be about fifteen hundred trailers
in camp from now until spring—a permanent popu-
lation of about 4.000 men and women and children.
We are going to spend about $3,200 a day in the
stores down there, one way and another.

And whenever | grow tired of the place | live |
can hitch up, and within an afternoon’s drive find a
new setting for my trailer home.
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Woodbury’sFacial Soap as an aid to skin beauty?
You’ve heard how a prominent skin specialist
evolved this famous beauty formula. You remember,
too, how Woodbury’s took first place in beauty
competition with 150 other preparations. Won sen-
sational success in the International Half-face Tests.

This is the soap, the same beloved Woodbury’s,
that now brings some of the benefits of Sunshine
to your wash cloth, in the form your skin can use
best...“Filtered Sunshine” Vitamin D

For a Fine Complexion and
All-over Loveliness
Has your skin become sallow, subject to blackheads,
blemishes and open pores? Then it needs, right now,
the mild cleansing care of this soap and the toning
qualities of its Vitamin D ingredient.

Here’s how to make your complexion, all your
skin, come alive with smoother texture and clearer
tone. Wash and bathe with Woodbury’s Facial Soap

. and today your skin can be lovelier
because Woodbury’s famous formula now contains

“Filtered Sunshine" Vitamin D

THE SUN BATH .. . Nature’s aid to health and beauty

every day. Its gentle balms and oils rid the skin’s
surface of dust, clogging wastes and dead, dry cells.
And as you use this soap, your skin absorbs from
Woodbury’s lather its invigorating “Filtered Sun-
shine” Vitamin D element.

“Run-down” complexions glow with vital new
health. Common skin faults quickly fade and dis-
appear under faithful care with Woodbury’s.
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What Scientists Say

In the skin is a substance called
ergosterol. Certain rays ofsunshine
convert this inactive substance in-
to Vitamin D. Skin health may be
dependent upon this vitamin.

What Dermatologists Say

Excessive oiliness, blemishes, scaly
dryness may often be caused by
poor functioning of the skin. Vita-
min D should help to fortify the
health of faulty skins.

What Women Say

“Since using Woodbury’s, the tex-
ture of my skin has improved.”...
“l had large pores. With Wood-
bury’s the size of pores reduced.”

Try this delightful beauty soap tomorrow! Feel its
rich, caressing lather against your skin. Enjoy its
clean, refreshing fragrance. And when you look for
a lovelier complexion in your mirror a few weeks
hence.. .youllfind it!

Only 10« a cake. (Woodbury’s, for years, was
25#) And it lasts so long! Get 3 cakes at any drug,
department, ten-cent store or from your grocer.

“FOLLOW THE MOON,” exciting new radio serial with Elsie
Hitz and Nick Dawson, every afternoon, Monday to Friday,
National Broadcasting Company Red Network.
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MOST BAD BREATH COMES FROM
DECAYING FOOD PARTICLES IN HIDDEN |
CREVICES BETWEEN IMPROPERLY
CLEANED TEETH. | ADVISE COLGATE
DENTAL CREAM. ITS SPECIAL |
PENETRATING FOAM RE-
MOVES THESE ODOR-
BREEDING DEPOSITS.

NOW-NO BAD BREATH
behind his SPARKLING SMILE

i ..AND NO 1
TOOTHPASTE
EVER MADE
MY TEETH AS
BRIGHT AND

CLEAN AS
| COLGATE'S/

Most Bad Breath Begins with the Teeth!

- | 'ESTS show that 76% of all people over

the age of 17 have had breath! Tests
also prove that most bad breath comes
from improperly cleaned teeth! Decaying
food deposits, in hidden crevices between
the teeth, are the source of most bad
breath ... of dull, dingy teeth ... and of
much tooth decay.

Ordinary cleaning methods, which
merely polish exposed surfaces, fail to
remove these odor-breeding deposits. But
Colgate Dental Cream, with its special

LARGE SIZE

Giant Size, over
twice as much,

penetrating foam, gets into every tiny crev-
ice—emulsifies and washes away the food
and acid deposits that cause bad breath.

And at the same time, Colgate’s soft,
safe polishing agent gently yet thoroughly
cleans and brightens the enamel—makes
your teeth sparkle—gives a new brilliance
to your smile.

So brush your teeth, gums, tongue, with
Colgate Dental Cream at least twice daily
and have cleaner, brighter teeth and a
sweeter, purer breath. Get a tube today!

ribbon dental cream
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REVOLT
IN HEAVEN

[Beginning on page 8]

He was trying to do it gently,
casually. He wondered if they knew
how he detested his authority, how
sick he was of throwing it up like a
barrier between them and the conse-
quences of their young recklessness.
He wondered if his son really hated
him. He looked as though he did.
And Ann’s eyes were scornful.

“Oh, well, let’s go hit a tennis ball.
Maybe that won’t hurt anyone—"

They were gone.

“Peter, | think you needn’t—Jer-
rys such a good driver.”

“l didn’t say he wasn't.
said—"

A series of shrieks that might have
accompanied the Slaughter of the In-
nocents emanated from the far end
of the garden. Fred leapt to his feet,
his thin face flushed with excitement.

“It’s Adolf. Some dog has set on
him again.”

“That means he’s got under the
fence. Peter, didnt you tell Jim?”

A frightful thing almost happened.
He almost said, “Sure. He must have
forgotten.” The shame of it made
him flare out irritably, “No, | didn*.
I cant remember everything.”

“You don’t need to be rude, Peter,
just because you forgot.”

“I’'m not rude. | only said—"

“Really, Pauline. Peter is never
rude. He only said—”

Fred broke out of the room, his
long weedy legs seeming to fly dis-
jointedly in all directions. There was
a crescendo of howls subsiding into
a more restrained but no less bitter
human controversy. Another neigh-
bor gone west. Peter got up.

“I’Il. mend the darned thing my-
self,” he said.

He left his breakfast unfinished.
He knew what Pauline was thinking.
“I make such a beautiful home for
him. | think of everything to please
him. And he can’t even remember
to mend a fence.” His mother
thought: “I gave my life for my son.
And now I’'m nobody in his home.”

Well, thank heaven there was the
fence to mend. He got out his tools
and set to work with a professional
deliberation. He felt Fred’s shadow
loom over him, tentative, uneasy. He
refused stubbornly to look up.

“It’s that damned Pekingese. De-
liberately set on Adolf. Couldn’t ex-
pect a game dog to take it lying down.
Just gave the little beast one clean
nip. Mrs. Moore said it cost a hun-
dred dollars and she’ll bring suit. |
guess we’ll have to cough up, Peter.”

Peter gave a nail a vicious crack.

“l guess | shall—"

Fred sighed contentedly.

“Thanks, old man. Of course, if
the fence had been mended it wouldn’t
have happened. | remember a fel-
low in Singapore. He had a dog—”

EgAWOKE eagerly the next morn-
g. He knew why. He was go-

I only

irf to the office. For an hour he’d be

alone with his newspaper in the com-
muter’s train. If anyone spoke to him
it would be someone who knew Pet-
er Brooks as a fine successful busi-
ness man who could play a good round
of golf and had a pretty wife and a
lovely home and two swell kids. No
one on the train knew he was really
a licked schoolboy.

He didnt even mind breakfast. The
twins and Fred couldn’t get up so

early. His mother had breakfast in
her room. He’d be alone with Paul-
ine. He’d suggest the dance party.
She loved dancing. He was pretty
good himself when he got the chance,
which somehow wasn’t often. When
the children were home he felt shy
and almost guilty. He felt that they

were laughing at him.  Besides,
there was his mother. He always
found it hard to tell her. It made

her feel left out of things.

Pauline pulled him close to her
whfin he kissed her. She leaned
against him for a moment and that
unexpected tenderness made him
warm about the heart. It was queer
how little it took to make you happy.

“Peter, darling. | forgot to tell you
—the Flemings asked if they could
come over tonight for a game—”"

His heart sank.

“Well, that’s all right, if you want
them. | was going to suggest—"

“l dont. | said we had an en-
gagement. You know how it will be.
Your mother will want to play. And
even you know how she plays. It isn’t
as though she’d try to learn.”

He knew all that. He supposed it
was having taught so long that made
his mother indignant if anyone tried
to teach her anything.

“Sweetheart, let’s have a real en-
gagement. Toss your prettiest dress
in a suitcase and catch the afternoon
train. We’ll go on a grand party.”

He saw the eager girl’s-look flash
into her eyes and then fade into that
familiar, dreaded thoughtfulness.

“It would be simply lovely. But
it’s Fred’s birthday. 1’1l tell you what
we’ll do. Let’s take Fred along. It
will be such a treat for the poor boy.
It isn’t very lively for him, shut up
here with no one but your mother.”

EgDIDN'T want Fred. He didn't
en want the party any more. If

hq said what he felt Pauline would
point out how different everything

would be if only his mother had a lit-
tle place of her own. Taking Fred
along would buy peace—till tomorrow.

“All right. Bring him. Come to
the office. You can change there—”
He kissed her. “I’ve got to fly now.”

He dashed upstairs. The moment
he saw his mother’s pale, deeply-lined
face framed by the white pillow he
knew that something had gone wrong.
She held out a teaspoon with a mute
gesture of accusation.

“What is it, dear? Anything the
matter?”

“l sometimes wonder,” she said in
a voice that she must have used to
a recalcitrant class, “whether Pauline
does things deliberately to hurt me or
whether it is simply lack of good
taste. | gave her the whole set of
Grandmother Smith’s spoons. | must
say she scarcely thanked me. And
now she’s produced this vulgar mod-
ern stuff—" She turned the spoon
over as though it had been some dead
but repulsive reptile. “Of course,
Peter, you don’t care—"

He didn’t. He was caring less and
less about everything. He felt curi-
ously battered and bewildered. He’d
meant to tell her about the party.
But now he couldnt. He could see
in advance the downward droop of
her mouth, the hurt look in her eyes.

He bent and kissed her cheek.

“Sorry, Mother, |'ve got to run—"

He did run. There was no need to.
He called out, “Goodbye, Pauline,”
and slammed the door of the wait-
ing car. He felt as though he were
running out of a hail storm. Pauline
and his mother could fight it out.
Only they wouldn’t. They’d treat
each other with a glacial courtesy.
And then when he got home they’d
take him aside and tell him. . . .

[Continued on page 41\
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So much he has to do, like it or not, when he’s
a little fellow in the years from 1to 6! But one
job your child has that’s more important than
all the rest. He has to grow and thrive .. . stay
strong and well . . . during this period when
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Malnutrition and many infectious diseases are
at the peak now. Ayoungster each day burns as
much energy in proportion to his size as agrown-
up. And lowered vitality is easily brought on.

It certainly takes a full measure of caution to
safeguard your child during this difficult time,
mother. His diet, for instance ... it is so impor-
tant now! Itmustbe complete .. .well-balanced.
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earth. That's popularity!

he needs every day for activity and growth.
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and is surprisingly economical. Fortify your
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Perhaps it was an illusion. He
tried to remind himself cynically that
they were on his payroll. But they
seemed glad to see him. His secre-
tary, Jane Lloyd, was in her office.
The door stood half open—she hadnt
heard him come in. She was talking
gayly to someone on the telephone.

“Sure. Il ask him. He wont
mind. He’s a swell guy—"

Peter paused with his hand on an
unopened letter. Was it possible that
she had referred to him? No, that
wasn’t likely. And yet when she came
in and he saw the blood rush to the
roots of her hair, he knew.

“I’'m sorry, Mr. Brooks. | didn't

hear you—"

“It's all right. Who was that talk-
ing?”

“My fiance. He was asking me to
a party—"

“When do you want to get off?”

“If 1 could go at five, it’d give me
time to go home and change my
dress.”

“Make it four and powder your
nose as well.”

“Oh, thanks, it’s awfully swe—I
mean kind of you.”

“Have a good time when you can
get it,” he said smiling.

A swell guy. He felt shy and pleased.
He’d like to stand these two kids a
party himself, he was so grateful to
her. He and Pauline had gone on
parties once—inexpensive affairs but
such glorious fun. It seemed that
after you were forty you didnt have
fun any more.

He tore open an envelope. A very
formal looking letter from some law-
yer in Shanghai. He read it twice be-
fore he was clear what it was all
about. Uncle Everet. A matter of
$200,000. Why, he’d forgotten the
old fellow. Didn’t know whether he
was alive or dead. Well, he was
dead now.

Sole heir. . . .

IT WAS as though a flood had burst
| into the office. He was too stag-
gered even to try to swim. He let
himself be bowled over, choked and
smothered. Then gradually the wa-
ters smoothed themselves and he
struck for the surface, thinking fast
but clearly. It didnt mean that he
was saved. He had saved himself.
The business was almost on its feet
again. But it meant that he was free
to do the things he wanted to do.
He put out his hand to the telephone.
He’d ring Pauline. . . .

His hand dropped. He could hear
her eager, delighted voice. He knew
the thought that would flash into
her mind. The house for his mother.
The partnership for Fred. The car
for the children. Everyone would
be delighted. There would be a sort
of Christmas spirit of good will as
they scrambled through the lucky
bag, a spirit of peace. A bought
peace. His hand dropped. He read
the letter again. Then he called in
Jane Lloyd and dictated several let-
ters that had no relation to what had
happened. His eyes never left the
telephone. But he did not touch it.
He went out to lunch and came back.
He did not know what was the mat-
ter with him. The door between his
conscious and his subconscious was
too securely locked for him to know
what he was really up to.

UITRUIIRE

COMPARE ALL OF VITALAIRE’S
FEATURES WITH ANY OTHER
TYPE OF REFRIGERATION

Seefor yourself

e Compare the beauty of this modern
streamlined refrigerator with its
gleaming, snow-white VITALENE
finish (a Du Pont product) and its
satin chromium finished hardware. It
is at home in the most modern kitchen.

« Compare its economy. VITALAIRE
requires icing only once every 4 to 7
days. Plenty of ice cubes in three
to five minutes with a handy cuber.

*Check the four vital requisites of per-
fect food protection. 1. Constant auto-
matic cold. 2. Pure circulating air.
3. Proper moisture. 4. Thorough ven-
tilation. The modern, Air-Condi-
tioned VITALAIRE has all four.

» Compare its many features designed
for greater convenience.

VITALAIRE requires no covered
dishes. Proper moisture minimizes
drying out and keeps foods fresh and
full of their natural wholesome good-
ness. Ventilation and circulation pre-
vent odor-tainting. What a comfort
to have a refrigerator of the highest
quality that is absolutely silent with
no moving parts to wear out—no re-
pair bills. Ask Your Ice Company for
a Free and Convincing Demonstra-
tion.

Ice Cooling Appliance Corporation
Morrison, Illinois.

*Contrihuting Members
National Ice Advertising, Inc.

REFRGERIOh RTITS BST

JERRIh

At three he called his home.

“Is that you, Pauline? I’'m sorry,
dear, we’ll have to call off that party.
Something very important has turned
up. I'll have to stay in town for a
conference.”

He listened patiently. “Yes, |
know. 1'm sorry to disappoint him.
Take him to the Club and drink his
health for me—"

He rang off. He sat back, staring
at himself.

Now, why in heaven’s name did |
do that? he thought.

R emergencies he kept a full
ening kit at the office. There had

never been such a queer emergency.

He dressed with care. White tie
and tails. For the first time in years
he was dressing for no one but him-
self. There would be no undertow of
opposition. No one would say coldly:
“Of course we’ll go to the Savannah
if you really want to. But you know,
the last time—"

He was going to the Savannah.

Finally looking at himself in the
glass, he saw a tall distinguished man
of the world, his opera hat tilted at
a rakish angle. He no longer denied
the appearance. He felt that way.

The head waiter at the Savannah
bowed over him tenderly. It was
good to have someone wholly devoted
to you—if only for a moment.
Bought devotion, of course, but at
least you were getting what you paid
for. It was fun to order dinner with-
out an argument.

He savored every mouthful. It was
only with the coffee that he became
aware of restlessness. He wanted mu-
sic and movement. There was a
place he knew. ... He hadn’t been
there for years. Maybe it had
changed. . ..

It hadn’t. A black-haired, olive-
skinned orchestra was playing “Good-
ie-Goodie.” His nerves tingled. If
only he could really dance again—
dance all night—dance the shoes off
his feet. It was the sort of place
that young people go to—not ex-
pensive, rather stuffy, rather dim,
very crowded and really gay.

He found a table against the wall.
When the music stopped and the
floor emptied he looked across and
saw Jane Lloyd and her crowd. He
met her astonished eyes and they
both blushed. She must think him
crazy, coming alone to a place like
this—all dressed up to kill. He looked
away. But in that brief glance he
had seen how young and jolly they
were. He’d taken in Jane’s good-
looking boy friend and the other girl.
She was prettier than Jane. He had
never thought of her as Jane before.

He knew that they were talking
about him. Jane, evidently taunted
into action, came across the floor.

“Mr. Brooks. | know this may be
awful nerve, but I’ve heard you say
that you love dancing. If you’re alone
—1 mean we’d be awfully pleased—"

“l am alone. And 1’d be awfully
pleased too,” he said.

He went across the floor with her.
She was introducing him. He re-
membered that she had called him a
swell guy. That made everything
easier. Perhaps they really were
pleased. They looked at him with a
sort of shy eagerness. The girl next
him was called Susan. He hadn’t
caught her other name.

The music had begun again. They
were playing a tango. If he didn’t
plunge now he never would.

“I’'m rusty as an old nail,” he said.
“But if you’ll take me on—"

She laughed back at him.

They were out on the floor first.
And after a minute or two they fairly
held it. He had learned the tango

{Continued, on page 42]

BRILLO does the job in half the
time, with half the work, at half the
cost. BRILLO does away with messy
powders, brushes, rags, drudgery.
Just a swish of the soft BRILLO lubri-
cated pad and special BRILLOvege-
table-oil soap and — presto! Any
pan shines like new. Try it— today!

NOW2 EASYW AYS

NEW RED
PACKAGE

5 Soap-
Fil led
Pads

EITHER PACKAGE 1 O

New utensil FREE should BRILLO fail to clean

41

<

At Woolworth, Kresge, Kress, McLellan, Newberry and all
10c and 25c stores, and at leading department, hardware
and grocery stores. BRILLO Mfg. Co., Brooklyn, N.

Y.



id you ever give your Teeth a

as Mew York Models do?

F ragrant, stimulating—it
gives your mouth new fresh-
ness, your teeth new brilliance and
allure. You’ve got a delightful new
treat ahead of you if you will
change to Listerine Tooth Paste.
This is the dentifrice so dainty,
so refreshing, so beautifying in ef-
fect that many exotic New York
models use no other. Living by
their smiles, these lovely women
know all beauty aids—tooth paste
in particular—as few ordinary
women can.
Their choice is to be expected,;
after all, Listerine Tooth Paste is
made by the famed makers of Lis-

terine. That guarantees its merit—
its safety.

There’s a Reason

Contained in this dentifrice is a
rare combination of gentle cleans-
ers, satin-soft in texture, that were
especially chosen by beauty ex-
perts, working with dental authori-
ties. No other tooth paste con-
tains this exact formula. They
cleanse and brighten in a way that
makes ordinary dentifrices seem
ineffective. Yet Listerine Tooth
Paste is safety itself.

Try it a month and see for your-
self what a real beauty aid it is.

Lambert Pharmacal Company
St. Louis, Missouri

m"'ssarge

More than 7» POUND

of tooth peste in the

double size tue 407

Regular size tube «&=¢

REVOLT
IN HEAVEN

[Continued from page 41]

with Pauline on a business trip to
the Argentine. And Susan could
dance too. He caught the delighted
sparkle in her eyes.

‘You’re good,” she said. “You
don’t just shuffle around.”

“You’re pretty good yourself,” he
said.

He hadn’t felt happier on the day
when he knew definitely he had
dragged the business out of the
red. He ordered champagne. But be-
fore it came he and Susan were back
on the floor. She was the right height
for him. Their steps matched. Once
he danced with Jane and she said,
“It’s swell—your coming. Susan’s
crazy to dance. You’re better than
any of us.”

He didn’t say, “It’s nice of you to
take an old has-been like me along.”
They would have been embarrassed
and puzzled. He wasn’t a has-been.
He was what they wanted to be,
strong, successful, on the top of the
world. And that was how he felt.

At three o’clock in the morning he
drove Susan back to some forlorn
place in the Bronx. He stood with her
for a moment outside the block of in-
expensive flats.

“I haven’t had such an evening for
years.”

“l haven’t either—I never have—"

“Couldn’t we do it again? |’ve got
to be in town for a few days. You
might think of me as one of those
men from far-off countries who
haven’t a soul to play with. It would
be a kindness.”

“I’d love it. You've been sweet.
If you’re sure it wouldn’t bore you—"

He felt something sting his eyes.
It was so surprising to have anyone
pleased and caring what he felt.

He spent the night at his Club. In
the morning he telephoned Pauline.

“I've got to be in town for a few
days. Il let you know—"

“But, Peter, your mother and
Fred—"

Very quietly he hung up the re-
ceiver.

IT WAS their last evening. She
| wore a new dress. It was a very
simple affair but he guessed that it
had cost her her lunches for many
days ahead. He knew that she worked
in a store. Things weren’t easy.

He had ordered dinner in advance,
knowing that whatever he ordered
she would be pleased. They talked
together with an eager intimacy, like
travelers who meet briefly at a cross-
road and know that they have no
time to lose. He told her what he had
once thought about life.

“It seemed to me like a journey
across an unknown, difficult country
—not knowing what we will find at
the end of it—a very hard journey at
best. | thought that people ought to
hold together as the pioneers held
together, out of understanding, and
even out of self-interest—certain,
groups holding closer than others. |
mean one’s own people—one’s family
—one’s friends—"

“Don’t they?” she asked.

“No. They do things pioneers
wouldn’t dare do. They try to trip
each other up. They weaken each
other with criticism and intoler-
ance and malice. They fly out in
different directions. So that in the
end everyone has to travel alone.”

“You dont do that,” she said. She
was looking him very straight in the
eyes. He knew that she was wonder-
ing about him; that she was con-
cerned and even worried. He was a
friend who in spite of his light-
heartedness was in trouble.

“I think the people who love you
must be very proud and happy,”
she said.

He laughed. “Not to notice. You
don’t know what a maddening fellow
I really am. 1 leave my shoes in the
bathroom and the top off the tooth-
paste. | hurt people’s feelings—"

“They must be very silly feelings,”
she retorted sturdily. “I guess things
are too easy for them. It gives them
time to fuss about themselves.”

She was wise too with the wisdom
that came of living gallantly on the
sum of Pauline’s taxi fares.

“One day you may think different-
ly,” he said. “You may marry some
tiresome fellow who’ll dance delight-
fully and make you want to box his
ears when you get him home.”

“He won’t,” she said. “Not if he
is like you—"

He looked up quickly. He saw the
color in her cheeks, rising in a warm
relentless tide. But her eyes did not
fall before his or lose their forthright
courage.

“My dear—”

“It’s true. It doesn’t have to scare
you either. It’s all right. Of course
I1've fallen for you. Any girl would.
But I’m not fooling myself. It’s just
—ijust something awfully nice that’s
happened. 1l straighten out—"

“l didn’t mean—" He was stam-
mering miserably. “You see, it’s my
darned selfishness. | wanted a good
time with someone who liked me and
wanted a good time too.”

“Well, 1 do—and we’ve had it,
haven’t we?”

“But I've hurt you—"

“Just a twinge. But you've done
something for me too—you’ve helped
me to grow up. | mean—I know now
what | want. If ever | meet some-
one who’ll measure up, we’ll be very
happy. | won’t let things come be-
tween us.”

“Shoes in the bathroom?” he asked
with mock gayety.

“He can hang them on the chan-
delier.”

“Then you’ll be the wisest woman
in the world.”

They both laughed. But they were
serious. He laid his hand on hers.

“You know something—it’s easy to
be happy—"

“So easy—"

He stood up.

“Let’s dance.”

EgDROVE her home. For the last
Hme. Even if it had been pos-

siple, they wouldn’t have wanted

there to be another time.
“I’ll often ask about you. Jane

will tell me. | shall say casually:
‘Well, how is that nice little friend
of yours?’”

“l shall ask: ‘How’s your swell
boss?’”

“She’ll say, ‘Oh, fair-to-middling.
A bit cranky. Getting bald—""

“Oh, no, you mustn’t ever be bald
or old—"

“That’s why | don’t want you to
see me again. When I’m depressed
about myself, 1’ll take out your pic-
ture of me for comfort. I’ll think,
That’s the sort of man | really am.””

“I wish I could give you something
too, like it says in the song—to re-
member me by.”

“You have. Something 1°d lost.
Let’s call it the joy of life.”

“Have 1? Hold tight to it. Please.
Always—"

“Always.”

[Continued on page 44}
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Cosmetic SKin...

N fall in love with skin
that’s smooth and soft.
Men stay in love with women

who keep this precious charm
through the years.

It’s so foolish to let Cos-

metic Skin develop! This

trouble comes gradually, as the result of un-

suspected pore choking. Tiny blemishes appear

—enlarged pores—a dull, lifeless look.

Lovely Hollywood stars know a simple, un-

failing way to keep complexions flawless. You
may be sure they never risk Cosmetic Skin.

T’S easy to guard against

this loss of beauty with
Lux Toilet Soap. ItsacTivE t
lather sinks deep, removes
every trace of dust, dirt, stale
powder and rouge. 9 out of
10 screen stars protect the
beauty of their skin with Lux Toilet Soap.
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ONCE A WEEK, on regular Drano-
Day, IN goes Drano—and OUT goes
the week’s accumulation of drain dirt.
That's the way to prevent lazy drains
—save time, temper and trouble—s
make sure that sluggish waste water
never embarrasses you before guests
or family. Pour a little Drano down
the drain of every wash-bowl, sink
and tub once a week on Drano-Day.
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REGULAR USE KEEPS THEM FREE-FLOWING

(8) 1937, The Dracketl Company, Cincinnati, Ohio
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JUST AS EASY AS IT SOUNDS.

No buckets, no messy

Made by
the makers rags. Just spray on Windex or apply with a cloth— shine with a
of Drano dry cloth. Windows crystal-clear . .

. arid you're not a bit tired.

REVOLT
IN HEAVEN

[Continued from page 42]

“l want to think of you—enjoying
things—just as you've been with me
—well-dressed and having a good
time and giving someone else a good
time too. 1'd like to think of you
sailing on some big ship—all over
the world—to places |ve dreamed
about—sort of free and happy—"

“All right. That’s what 1’ll do.”

He stood with her outside her door.
He bent and kissed her gently.

“Thank you—for everything—”"

She turned and ran.

IT WAS strange to find them all to-
I gether in the living room. They
were so rarely united. It was as
though something had driven them to
take shelter with each other. It
couldnt be just his absence, he
thought. Perhaps some instinct had
warned them. Anyhow it made it
easier. Pauline, ostensibly sewing,
jumped up and ran to him and kissed
him.  She held fast to his coat as
though she were afraid to let him go.

“Peter, it’s been a whole week. We
couldn’t even reach you—" But her
voice had lost its assurance.

“l didn’t mean you to.” he said.

His mother was watching him over
her glasses. She wasn’t thinking bit-
terly, “He kissed her first." She was
his mother, aware and anxious for
him. Even Fred, teetering by the
window, kept quiet. His children said,
“Hullo, Dad— with a tentative
friendliness. He realized that he could
have kissed them. . . .

“Something important turned up,”
he said. He stood with his back to the

fireplace, deliberately holding the
stage. “None of you knew Uncle
Everet. Well, he’s dead. I'm his

sole heir. A matter of $200.000—"
He could feel them flutter like a flock
of hungry birds at the sight of grain.
He went on, “l should have told
you. Instead | did a lot of other
things. | bought myself clothes and
some pearl dress-studs 1ve had a
yearning for. And then | ran into a
nice girl—one of those pretty, sweet-
tempered children who sell you things
in stores and we went on a series of
parties together. Oh, nothing you
would mind. Pauline. At least not
any more. We just danced and had
a good time together. She hadn't had
many good times nor had I. And we
both worked hard. So | felt it was
coming to us.”

“Peter, | don’t understand—"

“No, my dear. | know you don*.
You thought me a lucky fellow. And
I thought we were all lucky. We've
both been mistaken. You didnt give
me what | wanted. And | havent
been able to give you what you
wanted. | honestly tried. | expect
you did too. But I couldn’t satisfy
you. And | haven’t been satisfied
either. It seems to me that | didn’t
want so frightfully much. But then
I may have been deceiving myself.
It may have been too much. | just
wanted you to be happy and let me
be happy—for us all to make the
best of things and of each other.”
(“This is a regular stump-speech,”
he thought. But he was going through
with it.) “Well, thanks to Uncle, it’s
all right now. We can all have our
hearts’ desires. Mother can have her
own place again and Fred his partner-
ship and an apartment in town and
Jerry and Ann can have their cars.

Pauline wont be exasperated by an
untidy man-—~

She faced him as she had done when
he had warned her that they were on
the verge of bankruptcy—as one
adult faces another. She was quiet
and courageous.

“What are your heart’s desires,
Peter?”

He smiled rather shyly.

“Oh, silly things. | want a bath-
room where | can leave my shoes. |
want to be with people who don
know me well enough to know how
irritating 1 am, who may be even de-
luded enough to think me a fine fel-
low. 1 want to do nice things for
people who won’t expect them and
who will be pleased and astonished.
I want my own dog. | want to be
able to dance when | feel like it and
eat what |1 want when | want it. |
dont want to watch people’s faces,
wondering what |ve done this time
to make them look as though they’d
bitten into a sour apple. | don’t want
to have to keep the peace by buying
it. | just want peace.”

“That means you’re going away,
Peter?”

“Yes,” he said. “l may travel for
a year or two. Afterward—well, |
don’t want to make plans either. |
want to be quite free—”

There was complete silence. He
looked at them, in turn. The hun-
gry birds no longer fluttered. It
seemed to him that the light and life
were slowly draining out of them.
Pauline was sitting down now, her
hand shading her eyes. Vague, dis-
connected memories crowded down
on him. There was that time, after
his father’s death, when his mother
had gone back to teaching so that he
could stay at his expensive school.
How much he had loved her in those
days. He had thought her the most
wonderful woman in the world. Un-
til the other woman came. That must
have been hard for her. It must be
hard to grow old—to be left behind.
One day—aquite soon—it would hap-
pen to him too. He remembered the
time when he had been so ill. In spite
of the physical wretchedness, it had
been a very happy time. The dissen-
sions and bickerings had been pushed
into the background. His wife and
mother had stood shoulder to shoul-
der, giving him their united strength,
their utmost devotion. He remem-
bered that Ann and Jerry had crept
about the house on tiptoe and how
Jerry had burst into tears at sight
of him. It had been his first ac-
quaintance with grief. And it was
after that that his eyes had taken
on that sullen, angry look. It was
hard to be young too. Nothing was
easy. Even Fred had brought him
funny futile little offerings—poor
Fred who kept a fierce dog to hide his
own fear and weakness.

EMORY raced like a tide. It car-
d with it his bitterness. It

behind the stark fact of their love
for him—nhis love for them. They

saw it too. They were looking at it
as at a possession which had been
theirs so long they had forgotten its
significance. They would never quite
forget again.

You paid for everything in life.
You paid for love and friendship with
compassion and toleration and sacri-
fice and an endless patience. Even
Susan would have to find that out.

He felt as though slowly and delib-
erately he were loosening the straps
of an invisible wanderer’s knapsack-—
the insignia of the free and lonely
man, and laid it away forever.

Then he went to Pauline and put
his arm over her bowed shoulders.

“Silly!” he said almost gayly. “You
know | can't ever leave you—"



A daily supply of Vitamin B—the
NERVE VITAMIN—is important to
keep stomaeh, bowels ami intestines
strong and active—and assure steady
nerves. Eat Fleisehmann's fresh Yeast
regularly to make sure you get enough
Vitamin B. It is one of the foods rich-
est in this essential vitamin.

THE SUPERB PHYSICAL
strength and vigorous health
of Herman Brix—Champion
Shot-Putter—prove he gets
an abundant supply of the 1
important health-building
vitamins, A, B, D and G.

Not Enough Vitamin D

The* crooked hone above shows what
can happen when there is an under-
supply of Vitamin D—THE BONE
VITAVIIN. Note the deformity—the
enlargedjoint, and the porous texture.

45

Plenty of Vitamin D

Anample supply of Vitamin 1)should
be had by mothers during pregnancy
and while nursing to assure her child
strong, straight honeysand good teeth.
Mothers should eat Fleischmann’s
fresh Yeast as it contains an abun-
dant supply of this BONE VITAMIN.

Yet a Shortage of Even ONE Vitamin in Your
Diet Can Lead to Impaired Health. By Eating a
CONCENTRATED Supply of these 4 Vitamins
EVERY DAY You Dont Need to Worry About

Getting Enough of
them at Mealtimes

CH separate vitamin has its
own special part to play in
helping to keep you healthy.

No one vitamin can take the place
of any other.

Yet, ordinary meals, dietitians
say, often fall short in one or more
of these necessary food elements.

That’s why today more and
more people are increasing their
supply of four of these food essen-
tials by eating FLEISCHMANN’S
fresh YEAST.

This one food, added to the daily
diet assures you an extra supply of 4
essential vitamins, A, B, D and G.
No other single food gives you such
an abundant supply of all \ of these
important vitamins at once.

Just eat 3 cakes daily—a cake
about Yi hour before each meal. Eat
it plain, or dissolved in a little water.
You need the added daily vitamins
this tonic food provides. Start eat-
ing it regularly—today!

Too Little Vitamin G
Means Poor Growth

When children are
weak, thin atid poorly
developed, it is often
a sign their meals
do not provide enough
of Vitamin G—the
GROWTH VITAMIN.
V plentiful supply of
this essential vitamin
is especially impor-
tant to assure proper
development of the
body tissues. Fleiscli-
niann's \ east is very
rich in Vitamin G.
Children from 5 to 12
years can he given 1
to 2 cakes dailv.

INSUFFICIENT
VITAMIN A lowers
resistance to infec-
tions of nose and
throat.—contributes
to frequent colds.
Lack of Vitamin A
also causes eye and
skin disorders. Eat
Fleischmann’s
Aeast and keep up
your supply of this
vitamin.

The Richest Food Source of these

combined Vitamins A,B, D

G
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KEEPS COMPLEXIONS LOVELY, TOO!
Cashmere Bouquet’s lather is so gentle
and caressing, yet it goes right down
into each pore and removes every bit of
dirt and cosmetics . . . makes your skin
radiantly clear, alluringly smooth. .No
wonder fastidious women everywhere
now use this pure, creamy-white soap for
both the face and bath. Why don’t you?

as$#er?
Touqutf)

NOW ONLY

THE ARISTOCRAT

OF ALL

A GIRL CAN T BE TOO CAREFUL
...AND THE LOVELIER WAY TO
AVOID OFFENDING IS A
BATH WITH PERFUMED

CASHMERE BOUQUET SOAP!

D W«EN Yo it

X th B an4 da,ee
L°m ;"<h<)/ danger fee/
™Rkl offenrlingj
£°U" K ton.t alluring
uiuTetsn°®Wer :gﬁesn(m?]r:
lovelv'  wo,derfu/ aoout you/
- SoaP costs on

sucfi a
apHenke? J

at all drug, department,
and ten-cent stores

FINE SOAPS

PORTRAIT OF
A LADY

[Beginning on page 13]

I did my best to explain, telling
her I was confident that at least sev-
enty per cent of the stories that had
appeared in the American newspapers
had been favorable to her, and that
undoubtedly her friends had mailed
her only the most unfair stories,
stories which had justifiably aroused
their anger. | knew she had also received
many letters from cranks, incoherent
letters threatening physical violence
unless she gave up her friendship
with the King.

"It isn't that I'm afraid of such
threats." she said, "but I'm sorry
that people feel that way. If they
knew the truth 1 am sure they would
feel differently.”

I asked her if she could tell me
anything about her plans for the fu-
ture.

“No." she said, "you’d better dis-
cuss that with the King.”

I asked her how | should address
the King.

"You call him “Sir,”” she said smil-
ing faintly, "but when you first speak
to him you should call him “Your
Majesty.”"

We talked again about the unpre-
dictability of publicity, and | remem-
ber telling her that Franklin D.
Roosevelt, the most popular man in
the United States, had made the most
of the unrelenting desire of the Amer-
ican people to know a public figure in-
timately. while Charles A. Lindbergh
had shunned all publicity and had suf-
fered in consequence. We were talk-
ing about the natures of these two
Americans when a tall butler came to
the door.

“His Majesty." he announced.

The King was dressed in the high-
land kilt he frequently chooses for
evening wear. The plaid was sky-
blue, white and black. The bare-kneed
King, blond and vigorous, strode into
the room, going directly to Mrs.
Simpson. She had arisen from her
chair and taken a few steps forward
to meet him.

He took her hand, bowed slightly
over it as she curtseyed to him. Their
eyes met, and | was conscious of
something it is hard to describe. A
glow in the King's face as he looked
at her, a new loveliness in the ex-
pression of her eyes. They say that
love makes a woman’s face beautiful.
I knew now that Wallis Simpson was
in love.

L evening | was conscious of this
ineffable warmth  surrounding

m. When he walked over to a bell-veyed the thing to my mind.

pull to summon a servant her eyes fol-
lowed him and | understood. When
he turned to address her, a happy
pride in her shone in his expression,
effacing certain vague lines of care.

I remember that she said she hoped
he was not tired, and he assured her
he was not tired at all. Then he
turned to Mrs. Merryman, who had
entered the room a moment before he
arrived, addressing her affectionately
as "Aunt Bessie.” Next, | was in-
troduced by Mrs. Simpson, a simple
introduction in which she referred to
my mission.

“l am glad you were able to come
down,” he said, shaking hands. “I
have heard of you from Mrs. Simp-
son, of course.”

| had quite forgotten to call him
"Your Majesty.”

Then he turned to Wallis.

"l was delayed for some time,” he
said. "It has been an unusually busy
day.”

"No matter, Sir,” she replied.
“We've had plenty to talk about.
Would you like a cocktail?”

“No. thank you," he said.
think 1 care for one.”

"You’ll have another, won't you.
Newbold?” asked Mrs. Simpson. |
thanked her, and she went to mix the
drink. His glance was on her, as she
stepped across the room. We stood
beside the fireplace. When Mrs.
Simpson returned | saw that this time
she had mixed an old-fashioned for
herself. As we sipped our drinks we
talked of inconsequential things, of
the British weather, of my trip across,
of grouse shooting, of guns and dogs.

"l don't

later, to remember the King's re-

ark, “It has been an unusually busy

ay.” That afternoon, | was to learn
later, he had been in conference with
the Prime Minister. (Two weeks later
I was to read in an American maga-
zine that at this conference the King
had been so maudlin with brandy and
soda that Stanley Baldwin was dis-
gusted. This story was obviously
false.) Now he stood before the fire,
self-possessed, a perfect host, giving
no hint that his mind had lately been
occupied with a problem that was to
precipitate a crisis that would shake
the Empire and nudge a civil war off
the front pages of all the newspapers
of the world. Outside the wind was
blowing, and at intervals the French
windows rattled vaguely. It was warm
in the room and i felt as much at
ease as if | had been in my own home.

The King’s whole manner was in-
formal and kindly and thoroughly
democratic. While we waited for
dinner. Wallis moved close to him
and whispered something. Prompt-
ly he turned to me with a smile.

“You must excuse me,” he said.
“My friend reminds me I've neglected
to invite you to powder your nose.”

He said it just as any host in the
United States would say to a guest.
“Don't you want to wash your hands
before dinner?”

"That’s a thought,” | said.

“Just come along with me,” said
the King.

| followed him up the stairway to
the second floor. After | had washed
my hands and brushed my hair we re-
turned to the living room. Mrs. Mer-
ryman asked him a question or two
and then the butler came to the door.

“His Majesty’s dinner is served,”
he announced.

The King and Mrs. Simpson walked
across the flagged corridor to the
dining room together. | am sure she
did not take his arm, and yet, once
more, | had that feeling of a rare un-
derstanding between them. It may
have been a look or a smile that con-
I was
seeing, not the King and Wallis Simp-
son. but two happy human beings,
feeling joy and warmth in finding
themselves together. She was more
slender than | remembered her, al-
most frail. On the way into the
dining room they exchanged a few
phrases in German. Later | learned
that at Belvedere they often spoke
to each other in that language when
they did not want the English servants
to know what they were talking about.

I went in with Mrs. Merryman. The
King sat at the head of the table, of
course. Mrs. Simpson was at his
right, Mrs. Merryman at his left, and
| at the end. It was a mahogany table,
beautifully polished. Beneath each
plate there was a square of linen, but
there was no tablecloth. The plates

[Continued on page 5JJ
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You can’t expect a standard 91x 121
rug to fit large and small rooms
alike, any more than you can expect
all women to wear the same size
glove. Buy a rug that will fit. No
matter what the size of your room,
you can buy a Floor-Plan Rug to fit,
at a moderate price.

It fits; it allows correct floor margins;
it balances and ties a room together.
Wide choice of lovely designs, col-
ors, and textures. Ask for Floor-Plan
Rugs by name at your favorite store.
For free book, "A Guide to Rug-
Buying," write Alexander Smith &
Sons, 295 Fifth Ave., N. Y. (Trade Mark!

by Name
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WE PLAN
A PARTY
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t knew | was saving this menu for something specials

TO T. Taylor

Lobster k la King in Egg Timbale Rings
Parsley Finger Rolls Mint and Pineapple Jelly
Coffee Cashew Mousse
Shamrock Cookies Coffee

For the rings, make a custard timbale mixture, adding
chopped hard-cooked eggs. Bake in individual ring molds
and sprinkle tops with crumbled egg yolk. Split the

finger rolls, butter, sprinkle with parsley and heat.
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O HERE is the party table, proving that six heads
are better than one. As a contrast to the dark tone

of the tablecloth, | placed flat groups of three single
white blossoms on either side of the candle figures.T.T.
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I among friends? There’s something
on my mind that 1°d like to get off it.

mething that has been puzzling me, and

worrying me, too, for a long time.

| don’t want you calling me a traitor to

my sex, but | do wish you’d tell me this . ..

Why in the world do we women so often
plan party menus as if we’d never heard of
the male half of the human race?

Why do we ask perfectly good men to our
houses and then ruin their evenings by giv-
ing them the kind of food that we know for
certain they can’t abide—too-sweet salads,
over-elaborate desserts smothered in whipped
cream. It’s just such folderols that strength-
en the conviction most men cherish that wom-
en simply dont know what real food means.

That’ a conviction | don’t share. In spite
of all the chefs in creation, | believe that
women are, and always have been, the most
truly inspired cooks. But the more | think
it over the more | believe that now and then
we ought to give ourselves a good talking-to
about letting our feeling for the fanciful run
away with our good sense.

All of which brings us to the success story
of the Buffet Supper pictured here. Doesn’t
that tray of bubbling-hot baked beans sur-
rounded by juicy steak sandwiches and crisp
onions rings prove this. . . ?

Turn a woman’s sense of color and ar-
rangement loose with the flavorsome foods
men like, and you’ll get party fare that’s
perfection from everybody’s point of view!

Add a salad bowl of red apple, pineapple
and shredded cabbage to the main course
shown in the picture . . . have the coffee

strong, steaming and plentiful . . . and
watch the welcome this supper gets.

LOUISIANA BAKED BEANS

1 large onion cup dark brown
3 cans baked beans sugar

1/3 cup molasses 34 cup boiling water
34 cup ketchup J4 pound salt pork

Place onion in bean pot or casserole. Add
beans. Combine molasses, ketchup, sugar,
and water; pour over beans. Score rind of
pork. Bury pork in beans, leaving rind ex-
posed. Bake in moderate oven (350° F.)
1 hour. Serves 10.

For refreshments at an evening party, or
for the bridge club, here’s a simple menu
that offers a hot and heartening change:

Ramekins of
Ham, Oysters and Mushrooms
Currant Jelly Hot Biscuits
Coffee

Just wait until you taste the delectable
combination of favorite flavors in:

HAM, OYSTER AND MUSHROOM RAMEKINS

1 pound mushrooms 4 cups medium white

2 cups water sauce

1/3 cup fat or ail Top milk

2 dozen oysters 2 cups buttered
3 cups cooked ham, crumbs

diced

Wash mushroom stems and cook in 2 cups
water until liquid is reduced to about 1 cup.
Drain, saving liquor. Slice mushroom caps;
saute until golden brown, in fat or oil. Re-
move mushrooms. Cook oysters gently in

SPEAK FRAN KLY?

remaining fat until edges curl. Combine
mushrooms, oysters, ham and white sauce
(made with mushroom liquor, oyster liquor
and enough top milk to make four cups of

liquid). Pour into ramekins. Top with
buttered crumbs. Bake in hot oven (400°
F.) IS minutes. Serves 10.

Company dinners are in some ways the
nicest, and certainly the most frequent,
form of entertaining we home-loving Ameri-
cans do. With the silver newly shined, the
damask cloth spread and the candles lighted
this menu will make the meal an occasion:

Consomme
Ripe Olives Melba Toast
Crown Roast of Lamb with Pineapple Stuffing
Pan-Browned Potatoes
Brussels Sprouts Hollandaise
Raw Carrot and Celery Salad
Mincemeat Turnovers with Coffee Ice Cream

Ask the butcher to prepare a 14-chop
crown roast so that the center may be
stuffed. Fill the center with Pineapple
Stuffing. Put a cube of bread or salt pork
on each bone to prevent charring. Place in
hot oven (450° F.) for IS minutes. Reduce
heat to moderate (350° F.) and roast for
1 hour and 15 minutes more.

PINEAPPLE STUFFING

3 cups white bread 34 cup crushed pine-
crumbs apple

3 cups caraway-rye 3 tablespoons melted
bread crumbs butter

34 teaspoon cinnamon  p2 teaspoon salt

Mix ingredients thoroughly. Fill center of

crown roast of lamb. Dot top of stuffing
with 1 tablespoon butter. Serves 10.

BY ELIZABETH WOODY, Director of Foods and Appliances
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Brown the minced onion in fat or oil.
Mix the browned onion with the bread

ert to complete the meal. Best of crumbs, salt, y teaspoon thyme and

IS delicious one-dish main course
needs only a crisp salad and des-
all, a small amount of inexpensive

meat goes a long way.
BEEFSTEAK ROLLS

1 small onion 1 large carrot
3 tablespoons 2 medium-sized
fat or oil onions
3 cups bread 1 leek
crumbs 4 tablespoons

3 teaspoon salt parsley
teaspoon thyme 34 teaspoon thyme

Few grains pepper 1 bay leaf

2 pounds to% 1 can _condensed
round of beef bouillon

subtle blending of flavors in
his sauce places the finished dish

in the ranks of food aristocrats.

Make plenty, there’ll be calls for
more from the whole family.

NOODLES ESPAGNOLE
3 tablespoons 2/3 cup (1 can)

fat or oil mushrooms
1 medium-sized 1 cup tomato pulp

onion iy tablespoons
y cup chopped flour

green pepper 1 cup meat stock
2 tablespoons Salt

chopped ripe Pepper

olives 1 package noodles

for their season is drawing to a

ose. The flavors of corn and
oysters have a natural affinity, as
this dish proves. A salad and a light
dessert will complete the meal.

[T’S enjoy oysters while we may,
|

OYSTER AND CORN STEW
1 pint oysters Few grains pepper

J cup water
2 tablespoons % gﬂgg gl‘c*ekd

butter cooked celery
3 tablespoons 134 cups canned,
flour whole kernel
1 teaspoon salt corn
1 cup cream

pepper. Cut the meat in thin slices
about 2y2 inches square. Spread some
of the stuffing on each slice of meat,
roll up and fasten with a toothpick.
Brown the rolls on all sides in suet.
Slice the carrot, two onions and leek,
mix with parsley, 34 teaspoon thyme
and the bay leaf. Place this mixture
in the bottom of a casserole; add the
meat rolls and bouillon. Cover the
casserole and cook 2 hours in a mod-
erate oven (350° F.). Serves 6.

Heat 2 tablespoons fat or oil. Add
chopped onion, green pepper, olives,
sliced mushrooms and tomato pulp.
Cook 10 minutes. Brown separately
the remaining tablespoon fat or oil.
stir in flour with a little of the meat
stock to form a smooth paste. Add
remaining meat stock and stir over
heat until thickened. Combine with
first mixture, cook 5 minutes; sea-
son with salt and pepper. Meanwhile
cook the noodles until tender in
boiling salted water to cover; drain
and add melted butter. Serve sauce
on noodles. Serves 6

Drain the oysters. Measure oyster
liquor, strain, and add enough water
to make J4 cup. Cook the oysters
slowly in this liquor until their
edges curl. Remove from heat and
cut the oysters into small pieces.
Melt butter, add flour, and stir until
smooth. Add salt and pepper. Blend
;n the mjik gradually and cook in a
double boiler over hot water until
thick, stirring constantly. Add oy-
sters and broth, celery, corn and
cream. Heat thoroughly but do not
let mixture reach boiling point. Serve
with crackers. Serves 6.

SOMETHING

FOR SUPPER

N'T forget potato salad during
e cold months—but serve it

t! It is particularly good with

thin slices of left-over meat.

GERMAN HOT POTATO SALAD
4 large potatoes 2 teaspoons salt

4 slices bacon 14teaspoon pepper

2 teaspoons onion,  Y> teaspoon dry
minced mustard

A cup vinegar 14 cup parsley,

A cup water chopped

14 cup sugar

Wash unpeeled potatoes and cook
until tender. Drain, peel and slice

HOT dessert is a real treat these
Ahilly evenings, particularly if

e rest of the supper is not hearty.

The younger children will like the
Creamy Rice without the sauce.

CREAMY RICE WITH SPICED CHERRY SAUCE

34 cup rice )4 teaspoon al-

3 cups milk mond extract

6 tablespoons 34 teaspoon va-
sugar nilla’ extract

Wash rice thoroughly. Cook with
milk and sugar in top of double boiler
until tender—about 1 hour. Add flav-
orings. Serve hot. Serves 6.

in uniform pieces. While the pota-
toes are cooking, cut the bacon into
very small pieces and fry until crisp.
Drain off the fat. Combine the
minced onion, vinegar, water, sugar,
salt, pepper and mustard and heat
thoroughly. Add to the potatoes and
mix in the bacon and parsley care-
fully with a fork, so that the potato
slices are not broken. Heat slowly
until piping hot. Serves 6.

SAUCE

1 No. 2 can red 15 whole cloves

cherries 2 teaspoons corn-
14 cup sugar starch
2 sticks cinnamon
Drain sirup off cherries and measure,
adding enough water to make 1 cup.
Add sugar, cinnamon and cloves.
Bring to a boil and cook 10 minutes.
Remove spices. Mix a little hot
sirup with the cornstarch and stir
into sirup in pan. Cook 10 minutes
longer, or until slightly thickened.
Add cherries, cook until heated. Serve
hot on rice. Serves 6.

ter. Add J4 the bread crumbs and

EgOFTEN serve ice cream with
hot sauce, but did you ever a layer of cranberries. Repeat, end-
a hot pudding with a cold saucé#g with crumbs. Dot with butter.

APPLE AND CRANBERRY BETTY
4 cups bread 1 cup brown sugar

crumbs, lightly 9 teaspoon
acked nutmeg

3 large green t 3 tablespoons
apples butter

2 cups cranberries

Brown the crumbs in a moderate
oven (350°F.) In a casserole place
a layer of sliced apples, add the
sugar and nutmeg and dot with but-

BY DEMETRIA TAYLOR

Bake 1 hour in a moderate oven
(350°F.) Serve hot with Dessert
Sauce. Serves 6 generously.

DESSERT SAUCE

1 egg white ¥4 cup whipping
y2 cup powdered cream

sugar 1 teaspoon vanilla
1 egg yolk Few grains salt

Beat sugar into stiffly beaten egg
whites. Add beaten yolk, whipped
cream, vanilla and salt. Serves 6.



THE MEAT MAKES THE MEAL

UMM—THAT SWEET SMOKE TASTE! Sweet
and mild. Smoky and tangy. A distinctive flavor you
get only in Swift’s Premium Bacon! Because, first,
it’s Premium-cured for delicious mildness. Then it’s
Ovenized—smoked the exclusive Swift way in ovens.
You can identify this famous bacon by the brand on
the package or by the name Swift stamped in little
brown dots down the side of the piece.

Try this tempting platter at breakfast or luncheon!
Swift’s Premium Bacon, evenly streaked with tender
ruddy lean, sweet fat, is fried. Pineapple rings, and
squares cut from stale bread and dipped in beaten
egg and milk, are pan-fried in bacon fat. The red
sauce inthe rings (and enough of it to pass) is: a glass
of currant jelly and Ye cup of the pineapple juice
heated to boiling point, thickened with cornstarch.

LOTS MORE WHITE MEAT! You get
it when you choose chickens with the blue
label on the breast whi ch says Swift's Premium.
These finer chickens have been given the spe-
cial Swift milk-feeding that plumps them
with extra juicy white meat. Split tender
broilers, rub with salt and butter. Broil under
low flame about 45 minutes until brown,
turning once. Add potato balls; any kind
of fruit arranged on toothpicks, as shown.

SWIFT'S PREMIUM : Amand nante

DON'T PARBOIL-JUST BAKE.
Place Swifts Premium Ham (Premium-
cured and Ovenized) with 2 cups water in
covered roaster. Bake in 325° F. oven (25
minutes per pound for half hams; 21 minutes
per pound for whole hams). Skin, score, dot
with cloves. Brown, uncovered, in hot oven
(400° F.) 20 minutes, basting with maple
syrup. Simmer cored apples in red cinnamon
syrup and fill them with cocoanut.

BUY ROASTS BY BRAND! And be
sure of g1qtt|n a fine_tender piece of meat
always! The brand is Swift's Premium—
stamped on the side of the beef at America’s
Meat Headquarters. Look for it! Rub roast
with salt and oil, cook in uncovered roaster
300’ F.) 28-30 minutes per pound for rare,
2-35 for medium, 37-40 for well-done. Before
serving, insert skewers holding vegetables
which you have boiled and buttered.

THIS—ON PIECE OR PACKAGE!
The Swift’s Premium brand on bacon, ham,
or other meats, denotes special selection by
experts at America’s Meat Headquarters.
Selections from the volume of meat these
experts see each day, on the basis of tender-
ness, flavor, quality. Only thefinest meat gets
this famous mark.” Look for it, ask to se€ it,
at your dealer’s. The Swift’s Premium brand
is your guarantee of extra goodness!

Copr. 1937 by Swift & Company

tAe finest m eat!



that makes all your cooking taste better

Gas gives you the in-
tense heat needed to
brown meats so fast
that loss of juices is
prevented. Full flavor
is saved.

Gas gives you the oven
ventilation which pro-
duces crisp, juicy roasts.
Excessmoisture isallowed
to escape, preventing that
flat “steamed’” flavor.

BAKING

Baking requites even heat
throughout the oven and
unlimited range of baking
temperatures, for light,
evenly browned cakes,
pies, breads. Gasgivesboth!

H O M E

V\eo' I\°s* , Hon-c'og'OP
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WOMAN writes that she expected her new,
automatic gas range to save her work and money
... but was amazed when it actually improved on
the “perfect cooking results” her 15-year-old gas
range had always given!

It’s true. The automatic Oven Heat Control of
modern gas ranges gives you flakier pie crust, fluffler
cakes—eliminates baking failures. This with per-
fect ventilation insures roasts that are crispy brown
outside—juicy and tender within. New, high-speed
broilers seal in more flavor in grilled foods!

And these beautiful new ranges reduce cooking
time and expense. Some run by a clock . . . self-
starting, self-stopping. Surprise yourself! See them
at the showroom of your Gas Company or dealer.
Find out how they make gas, more than ever, the
easiest, most economical way to the finest cooking!

- FREE:! A MODERN COOK BOOK

{HUD that tells you how to serve more deli-
'I\T cious meals yet save hours in the kitchen!
MIA U  An enormous help whether your present
»&zu>  gas range is new or old. 101 Recipes and

Association, Dept. M4, 420 Lexington

R Speed Meals. Write the American Gas
Avenue, New York City, for your copy.

122708 Gas cooks foods faster, better, cheaper. Gives silent,
simplified refrigeration. Provides unlimited hot
water and clean, effortless heat for your home.

BOILING

Faster! Gas brings foods
to aboil in two-thirds the
time or less of other fuels.
More flexible, it gives you
the exact degrees of heat
you need.

Perfect, speedy frying re-
quires instant high heat
— even spread of heat
under the skillet—num-
berless heat variations.
Gas gives all three!

G A S



PORTRAIT OF
A LADY

[Continued from page 46]

were crested. There were four candles
burning before us, and there were
electric sidelights on each wall.

The dinner was in no way elaborate,
but delicious. First we had a clear
turtle soup, then lobster mousse with
a piquant sauce, and then partridges
with some vegetable and a mixed
green salad. The dessert was a fresh-
pineapple ice, and we had a savoury of
long, thin slices of bacon cooked in
bread crumbs. The King ate two; he
likes savouries. We drank a light red
Bordeaux of a famous chateau, and
after dinner the King and | each had
a small liqueur brandy with our coffee.

While we were at the table the
King and Mrs. Simpson got into a
brisk conversation about a European
political situation. | must say that
Wallis appeared unusually well-in-
formed, and that the King received
her arguments with quiet respect, al-
though he disagreed with them. When
this conversation had ended. | turned
to Mrs. Simpson and asked a question,
addressing her as “Wally.”

“What did you call her?” the King
asked.

“I called her ‘Wally,” Sir,” | said.

“Wally?” he said. “Mrs. Simpson
is never called Wally over here. Why
do you call her that?”

“Well, I have known her a long
time, | suppose. Longer than you,
Sir.” | was a little embarrassed.

“Some of her friends in Washing-
ton used to call her that,” Mrs. Mer-
ryman said, coming to my rescue.

“Really?” said the King. 'lIt’s an
awful name. | hate it.”

“IIl try to remember that you don’t
like it,” 1 told him..

Ra SIMPSON appeared to be

ifihused by this conversation, al-

few moments, as if lost in thought.
Then he put his reflections away from
him. and turned to me.

“Would you like to hear my piper?”
he asked. “He’s supposed to be very
good.”

I knew the King liked bagpipe
music, and that he played upon the
ancient Scottish instrument himself.

“I certainly would.”

The piper stood just outside the
dining room door and played several
airs. | dont think the King enjoyed
the music that night. | think he had
his piper play so Mrs. Simpson would
believe he was not disturbed by the
problem which was being fought over
atthat moment by hard-headed states-
men back in London. It was with such
a protective mask of reserve that each
seemed bent on shielding the other
from undue anxiety. Amazing cour-
age in a crisis, though it only re-
vealed itself in outward calm. After
four or five tunes had been played he
turned to a servant and said. “Tell
him that will be enough.”

ON Wallis and Mrs. Merryman
ose to return to the living room.

e King accompanied them to the
door of the room, and he stood for a

second looking after Wallis. “We’ll
join you shortly,” he said.

“Now, Mr. Noyes, you have some
questions?” the King inquired.

“l really do not know how I
should speak to you,” | said. “Shall
| address you as Your Majesty, the
King of England, or as one man
might talk to another?”

“In the latter fashion, please.”

“I think the publicity given your
friendship with Mrs. Simpson has
been unfortunately distorted.” | said.
“l think the picture given by the
American press has been particularly
unfortunate. However, the news-
papers of the United States are not
altogether at fault. It is not they
who have lifted Wallis into the spot-
light we now both deplore. The
American press has an implicit re-
sponsibility. It must report world
news.”

“That is an interesting viewpoint.”
said the King, pushing his coffee cup

gh she too doesnt like the nameaway from his elbow.
As a matter of fact, although habit is “If you marry, Sir." | said, “the

strong, neither do I. Thereafter |
addressed her as Wallis, and once or
twice | called her “dear.” Later on
an amusing thing happened. We were
still discussing European politics, and
I was trying to remember that |
must address the King as “Sir.” |
turned to Mrs. Simpson and, in dis-
agreeing with a statement she made
about a certain European figure, |
said, “But, Sir . .. ”

My confusion was evident. But
this time the King laughed and turned
to me, his eyes twinkling. “I am
‘Sir,”” he said, “and she is ‘dear.””

The joke was on me and the other
three enjoyed it. | think the King
did not exactly like hearing me call
Mrs. Simpson “my dear.” | never
heard him call her that. He always
spoke of her as “My friend, Mrs.
Simpson.”

Then the King himself spoke of the
manner in which Mrs. Simpson had
been treated by the American press.

“Knowing the fair-mindedness and
chivalry of your country,” he said,
“l cannot understand the attitude of
your press toward a fellow country-
woman who is my friend.”

| repeated what | had told Wallis.

“I’m glad to have your opinion.” he
said. “As a great admirer of Ameri-
ca, | would have expected it to be as
you say, although frankly the things
I have read in the American journals
have hardly seemed fair.”

The savoury had been brought to
the table. The King was silent for a

woman you so honor will be one of
three things. Correct me if |1 am
wrong.”

“What are those things?”

“Your morganatic wife, the Queen
of England, or shall we say. Mrs.
Windsor, wife of the abdicated King
of England?”

“Nearly sixty-seven per cent cor-
rect, but no more. There is no such
possibility as morganatic marriage
for an English King.”

“It would seem apparent then.
Sir, that there are but three possible
outcomes to this situation. Wallis
becomes Queen. She becomes Mrs.
Windsor, subsequent to your abdi-
cation. Or you renounce any in-
tention of marrying her.”

“Again only sixty-seven per cent
correct, Mr. Noyes. You should
confine your possibilities to the first
two, the only two that exist.”

I saw no reason to say anything
further. What | had seen that night
had told me, more clearly than any
words, that he would never renounce
the woman he loved. | offered him
an American cigarette of a fifteen-
cent brand, and he accepted it
Finally we rose and went into the
living room. Mrs. Merryman and
Mrs. Simpson were sitting on the
sofa, before the fire. They had
finished their coffee.

“We have gone over the ground
pretty thoroughly,” said the King,
bowing to Mrs. Simpson.

[Continued on page 62]

MADGE MADE THE BUI
TRAIN, DARLING.
SAID SHE HAD A
SWELL WEEK-END

WAIT A MINUTE, LOUISE. I'VE

55

DONT MENTION
THAT COUSIN OF
YOURS ! SHE LEFT
THIS TATTLE-TALE
GRAY AD ON MY
PILLOW. I'M MAD
CLEAR THROUGH.

NOTICED YOUR LINENS DON'T
LOOK SO HOT, AND THIS AD SAYbB

TATTLE-TALE GRAY GETS INTO
CLOTHES WHEN YOUR SOAP IS

LAZY, AND LEAVES DIRT BEHIND

SO WHAT ?

SO | D TAKE THE TIP,

OH, ALL RIGHT! [I'LL

INSTEAD OF BEING SORE, GIVE IT ATRY

AND CHANGE TO FELS-NAPTHA
SOAP. FELS-NAPTHA MAKES
CLOTHES WHITER,THIS SAYS,
BECAUSE ITS RICHER GOLDEN
SOAP AND LOTS OF NAPTHA
GET OUT ALL THE DIRT

YOU BET! IT CERTAINLY
SHOWED LOUISE HOWTO
GET THE WHITEST WASHES
OF HER YOUNG LIFE !

SORE ABOUT THAT AD
YOU LEFT, MADGE? WHY,
THAT FELS-NAPTHA ADIS
THE REASON WE'RE TAKING
YOU TO THE THEATRE

FEW WEEKS LATER

BANISH

WHE-E-E! | THINK
I'LL GO TELLING
ALL MY FRIENDS
TO CHANGE TO
FELS-NAPTHA SOAP!

COPR. 1937 FELS fitCO.

“TATTLE-TALE GRAY”

WITH FELS-NAPTHA SOAP



MEN do fall in love with the new
as ranges at sight. Not that we

blame them. Gas ranges have never,

The trick of broiling is easy. Preheat the broiler
compartment five to ten minutes, depending on its
type, and have the food at least two inches from

been prettier than they are this year. Bilteréijgesf the flame. The length of broiling time

should not be bought—any more than musid

nd on the thickness and kind of meat and

should be chosen!—for appearance alom# h@wtiwell done your family likes it.

partnerships should last for years, and the wise
woman selects the kind of helpmate that is easy to
live with day in, day out.

Not that appearance isn’t important. After all,
our first judgment, even of people, is based on ap-
pearance. Certainly the simple, pleasing lines of the
new gas ranges give a flattering distinction to any
type of kitchen—old, remodeled, or newly planned
with a stern regard to laws of working areas. White
seems to be the best color for ranges because it
works so harmoniously with changing color schemes.
But the white may be dressed up with black, a bit
of color, or strips of metal. Some ranges even
have entire tops of gleaming metal.

AS HANDSOME DOES

Now to go deeper—into the new behavior of
ranges. Take broiling, which for years has been
cookery’s stepchild. Because broiler pans were dif-
ficult to handle, awkward to clean, and the job of
broiling was accompanied by so much smoke and
spattering fat, only the brave attempted it.

But that is all changed. Broiling has come out
into the open. On the range shown above, for in-
stance, the broiler oven is separate and the whole
compartment swings out. Other broilers are in
drawers that slide easily forward. And nearly all
broilers are moving up toward the top of the range,
to do away with back-bending exercises.

Did you know that broiling doesn’t have to fill
the house with smoke? You see, hot fat makes
the smoke. So practically every new gas range
boasts some type of smokeless broiler pan having
a fairly solid rack, with openings to allow the fat
to run into the pan below. And when no fat is in
contact with the flame there is no smoke.

BROIL FOR FLAVOR

Broiling is flattering to foods, for bringing out
their most delicate flavors. Even a very home-
spun menu may become inspired if built around an
imaginative broiled combination. Just to prove
this isn’t idle speech, here is a menu made notable
by that noble fish in the picture.

FISH DINNER DE LUXE

Grapejuice and Ginger Ale Cocktail
Broiled Mackerel with Cinnamon-Orange Slices
Buttered Onions Mashed Potatoes Celery Hearts
Steamed Spiced Pudding Lemon Sauce

The unusually heavy insulation on the new ovens
means that baking and roasting may go on freely
and comfortably in summer as in winter. It also
means cheaper running costs. And, pleasing thought,
the even heat distribution of modern ovens gives
perfect baking results.

Automatic temperature controls are standard
equipment on practically all ranges. And very grand
it is, too, when baking and roasting nowadays are
done so universally by time and temperature, to be
able to pop cake or roast in the oven at the proper
temperature and forget about it until time is up.

However, even though clever engineering has
made ovens so much more efficient that they’re in-
expensive to run, it is smart to make full use of
every oven heating. Naturally foods that bake at
the same temperature for the same length of time
should be selected for baking together—in oven
meals, for instance.

QUICK PRE-HEATING

It’s pleasant to be able to have a hot oven within
ten minutes of turning on the gas. But it’s just as
pleasant to be able within a few minutes to adjust
oven heat speedily from one temperature to another
—from the 400° required for a coffee ring to the
375° needed for bread. As we did for the oven
picture above.

The basic recipe for Potato Bread is one you'l
want to keep. For from it, with one mixing, you
can make two plump loaves of bread and a delicious
spicy coffee ring.

POTATO BREAD

1 cup riced potatoes y2 cup lukewarm
y2 cup shortening potato water
XZ cup sugar 1 teaspoon salt

egas 1 cup milk
1 yeast cake 8 cups flour (or a
little more)

Force hot potatoes through a ricer and cool. Cream
shortening and sugar. Beat in eggs one at a time.
Add potatoes and yeast cake dissolved in the po-
tato water. Add salt, milk, enough flour to make a
stiff dough. Mix well. Cover tightly with waxed
paper. Set in refrigerator overnight. This amount
makes two loaves and the coffee ring.

For the Bread: Shape two loaves, cover and let
rise in warm place for 1 hour. Bake in a moderately

THIS SWING BROILER is typical of the improvements
in broilers generally. They're smokeless, simple to
clean and ever so much easier to use.

TO BROIL MACKEREL: Preheat five minutes. Place
split mackerel skin side up on greased rack. Have
mackerel two to three inches below flame. Surround
with half-inch slices of unpeeled navel oranges, stud-
ded with cloves. Sprinkle with cinnamon and sugar;
dot with butter. Broil eight minutes. Turn the fish and
dot with butter. Broil for about eight minutes longer.

hot oven (375°) for 50 minutes.
with melted butter.

For the Coffee Ring: Rolldoughintooblongsheet.
Spread with melted butter, sprinkle with cinnamon,
sugar and raisins. Roll like a jelly roll; form in a
ring. Cut slashes part way through ring at two-inch
intervals, separate sections; turn cut side up. Let rise
in warm place 1 hour. Bake in moderately hot
oven (400° F.) 30 minutes. Serves 6-8

NEW IDEAS IN BURNERS

All sorts of nice things are also happening to the
surface of gas ranges. New burner designs are more
economical of fuel and are easier to clean than the
old type. Many burners have simmering units with
two aims in life—to keep foods at cooking tem-
perature at the lowest cost, and with entire safety.
This low controlled heat also simplifies cooking of
vegetables in small amounts of water.

And it will be good news to many that some of
the new ranges are boasting an outsize burner, for
preserving kettles, or for those pots of ample girth
that many families rate a daily necessity.

Burners are arranged in all sorts of patterns for
every need—marching in a row across the back,
arranged four-square at right or left, in the middle,
or two on either side of the working surface.

Whatever their individual a.rangement and styl-
ing, the new gas ranges look beautiful and have
splendid cooking manners.

Brush the tops



OF MY NEW GAS RANGE

tforen are telling us that wherever we go. We have been calling
areaders all over the country, you see, finding out what they
like and why they like it We stayed some weeks in Portland,
Oregon where Miss Elizabeth Rieger, who is Home Service Director
dthe Portland Gas and Coke Company and who has worked with
thousands of Portland homemakers, gave us the benefit of her wide
experience. Members of the Portland Woman's Club also opened
therhomes to us and talked frankly about theirequipment problems.

BY KATHLEEN ROBERTSON & FAYE |. HAMILTON

THIS TIMER-ALARM CLOCK
fitting so pleasingly into the de-
sign of the range, keeps track
of the flight of time. Set it when
the eggs go on or as you slide
the cake into the oven, and let
it call you when they're done.

THE 'MMERING FLAME, so nec-
essary for many types of cooking,
such as soups and stews, is now
easily maintained on all ranges.
Close-fitting trays and smaller
burners are new. And they're
much easier to keep span clean!

OVENS ARE putting on heavy coats
of insulation to keep heat where it
belongs. Preheating is faster, too.
Temperatures up to 500° may be
reached within ten minutes. Some
ovens now can maintain the hitherto*
unheard-of low temperature of 225°.
And, good news, warming ovens are
again available in many ranges.

I

O U /s

MILES apart—yet close at hand. Pick up the telephone
and pick up the scattered members of your family. Ex-
change happiness for happiness with sons, daughters,
nephews, nieces ... be “with them” again ... hear their
chatter and laughter. The telephone is always ready,
quick, convenient. Rates to most points are lowest
after 7 P. M. and all day Sunday. Plan to keep in
intimate touch with distant dear ones. Start tonight!

THAT EXTRA TELEPHONE! You'll be amazed at the
convenience and ease that an extra telephone extension
brings. It saves countless steps. Brings endless satisfac-
tion. And it coats so little! Call your local telephone office.

LONG DISTANCE RATES ARE NOW LOWER THAN EVER.
Use your telephone often to keep in touch with faraway

friends and relatives.
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Spoon Broad with Sausage-Cheese
Topping
Red Apple and Celery Salad

French Dressing

Carrot Fritters
Crisp Bacon

Cottage Cheese and Pear Salad

Salmon and Celery Salad
Hot Rolls

Creamy Rice with Spiced Cherry
Sauce

German Hot Potato Salad
Cold Sliced Pot Roast

Banana Fruit Cup Cookies

Noodles Espagnole

Salad Bowl of Mixed Greens
French Dressing

Fruited Gelatin Whip

Cream of Tomato Soup
Stuffed Peach Salad

Whole Wheat Bread
and Butter Sandwiches

Louisiana Baked Beans
Toasted Brown Bread

Grapefruit-Carrot Slaw

RECIPES ORIGINATED

Pineapple Juice

Cheese Crackers

Baked Daisy Ham

Pimiento Peas Mashed Pototoes
Jellied Vegetable Salad

Chocolate Cream Pie

Oven Pot Roast Brown Gravy

Buttered Onions Sweet Potatoes
Endive with French Dressing

Ginger Puffs

Tomato Juice
Scalloped Ham and Potatoes
Whole Kernel Corn
Buttered String Beans
Grapefruit Salad

Avocado Salad Dressing

Consomm6
Brown Chicken Fricassee
Buttered Lima Beans Hot Biscuits
Celery Hearts

Baked Custard

Hamburg Cakes
Wrapped in Bacon
Buttered Spinach Baked Potatoes
Hearts of Lettuce Russian Dressing

Apple-Cranberry Betty

Broiled Mackerel with Cinnamon-

Orange Slices
Harvard Beets Lyonnaise Potatoes

Deep Dish Apple Pie  Cheese

Veal Cutlets Sour Cream Gravy
Buttered Broccoli Fluffy Rice
Romaine with Roquefort Dressing

Fruit Crumb Pudding

AYS ELIZABETH WOODY

HOT SARDINE APPETIZER

Spread buttered strips of toast with
mustard to which has been added a
little minced onion. Place a boneless
sardine on each strip and sprinkle
with a few drops of lemon juice. Grill
in broiler several minutes. Serve hot
with chilled vegetable-juice cocktails.

Beefsteak Rolls - - - - - page 52
Broiled Mackerel < - - - page 56
Crown Roast of Lamb < - page 50
Ham, Oyster & Mushroom

Ramekins - - - - - - pape 50
Louisiana Baked Beans - page 50
Noodles Espagnole - - « page 52

Oyster and Corn Stew - - page 52
Spoon Bread with Sausage-

Cheese Topping - - - page 52

PIMIENTO PEAS
1whole canned
pimiento
Few grains pepper

1No. 2 can peas
2 tablespoons butter
V2 teaspoon salt

Heat peas rapidly in liquor from can
until liquor has evaporated. Melt but-
ter, add chopped pimiento and saute
2 to 3 minutes. Add salt and pepper.
Put peas in serving dish. Pour pimi-
ento butter sauce over them. Serves 6.

German Hot Potato Salad - page 52

GRAPEFRUIT-CARROT SLAW

2 cups slivered 1cup canned grape-

carrots fruit sections
2 cups shredded Vi cup French
cabbage . dressing

I cup cottage cheese
Just before serving toss the carrots,
cabbage, and drained grapefruit sec-
lions with the French dressing. Season
cottage cheese and form into tiny
balls. Add to salad. Serves 6.

Coffee Cake -
Potato Bread

page i 6
page 56

CORN STICKS

Add 1 cup white corn meal to 1 cup
boiling salted water. Cook until thick,
add 2 tablespoons butter. Spread
Vs-inch thick on buttered inverted
cookie sheet. Sprinkle with celery
seed. Bake in moderate oven (350°F.)
about 15 minutes or until brown. Cut
in strips. Serves 6.

Cinnamon-Orange Slices - page 56

Dessert Sauce - - - - - - page 52
Pineapple Stuffing- - - - page 50
Spiced Cherry Sauce - - - page 52

Apple-Cranberry Betty -~  page 52
Creamy Rice - - - - « page 52

GINGER PUFFS

Hot gingerbread cup cakes, served
with a sauce made thisway: Beat one
egg white stiff. Beat in % cup un-
sweetened apple sauce, M4 teaspoon
lemon juice and 2 tablespoons of
sugar. Serves 6.

IN THE McCALL

NEW IDEAS

Original touches
to brighten meals

BANANA FRUIT CUP

\écup orange % cup canned or fresh
iuice grapefruit iuice
2 bananas

Strain freshly squeezed orange juice.
Combine with grapefruit juice. Chill.
Put a few slices of bananas in each
sherbet glass and fill with the mixed
fruit juices. Serves 6.

LENTEN CASSEROLE

1pound can pink 1cup grated
salmon American cheese
3 hard-cooked eggs Paprika; salt
I cup top milk

Drain salmon; remove bones and
flake. Slice eggs and place in bottom
of a greased casserole. Add salmon.
Sprinkle with cheese. Dust with salt
and paprika. Add milk. Bake in a
moderate oven (350°F.) for about
20 minutes. Serves 6.

CARROT FRITTERS

1lcup flour 1cup mashed, canned
| teaspoon salt carrots

Few grains pepper cup milk

2 eggs 1tablespoon melted fat or oil

Sift together flour, salt and pepper.
Add mashed carrots,milk, beaten eggs
and fat. Drop by spoonfuls into deep
fat (375°F.) and fry about 3 minutes.
Drain on absorbent paper. Serves 6.

PEACH STONE SALAD

Vi cup chopped figs
1cup chopped cup chopped mar-
dates aschino cherries
VI cup chopped 1No. 2VI can peach
walnuts halves
Combine figs, dates, walnuts, cher-
ries. Add cherry sirup to form a
paste. Form into balls the size and
shape of peach stones. Put one in each
peach half. Serve on lettuce with may-
onnaise-cream dressing. Serves 8.

FRUITED TEA SCONES

2 cups flour
4 teaspoons baking

\a cup shortening
cup (1 package)

powder mixed candied
teaspoon salt fruits
1tablespoon sugar 2 eggs
cup milk

Mix and sift dry ingredients. Cut in
shortening. Add chopped fruits. Add
beaten eggs and milk. Pat out 16-inch
thick. Cut triangles. Bake 15 minutes
in hot oven (450°F.) Makes 12.

APPLE HORSE-RADISH RELISH

Mix % cup grated raw apple with %
cup mayonnaise. Add 2 teaspoons
powdered sugar and 1 tablespoon
horse-radish. Serve with meat course.

AVOCADO SALAD DRESSING

Add % cup sieved avocado pulp to
% cup cream, whipped. Add 1 table-
spoon powdered sugar, 14 teaspoon
lemon juice and salt. Serves 6.

FRUIT CRUMB PUBBIMG6
1NQ. 2 can pears 11$ cups ginger-
Y] cups dried snap crumbs

apricots \& cup maple sirup

2 tablespoons lemon iuice

Drain pear halves; quarter. Stew apri-
cots 5 minutes; drain. Place pears in
bottom of casserole. Add % cup
crumbs, then apricots. Mix maple sirup
and lemon juice; add. Top with re-
maining crumbs. Bake 20 minutes in
moderate oven (350°F.). Serves 6.
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’EEE, DARLING, | WISH

WE COULD LIVE AS

BEAUTIFULLY AS
MARGE DOES.

YOURE ALWAYS MAK-
ING CRACKS LIKE
THAT. IT’S NOT MY
FAULT IF | HAVE

TO PINCH PENNIES.

AW, IM SORRY.
COME ON-
CHEER UP-AND
GO POWDER,
YOUR NOSE.

RICH
Little Poor Girl

HE LIKES NICE THINGS LIKE THAT- BUT YOU CAN MAKE THE MOST LUXURIOUS -

SUSAN - ITS NOTHING, MARGE.
LOOK AT ME. THAT GORGEOUS CAKE EGGS AND BUTTER ARE SO HIGH RIGHT NOW LOOKING CAKES WITH JUST ONE EGG AND
YOU'VE BEEN YOU SERVED TONIGHT -AND IM TRYING TO KEEP MY BILLS DOWN. A LITTLE SHORTENING - IF YOU ONLY USE~
CRYING-. STARTED A LITTLE . o THE RIGHT KIND OF FLOUR. / '

WHY, SUSAN, YOU) )}
KNOW MY HUS-

TIFF WITH JOHN.
WHY, | USE ORDINARY

BAND MAKES FLOUR OUT OF A SACK-
LESS MONEY DONT YOU ? r j
THAN YOURS.
LISTEN TO ME
-YOU IDIOT !

OH, BOY! DID SOMEBODY
DIE AND LEAVE US A
FORTUNE?THIS CAKE
LOOKS AND TASTES LIKE
A MILLION DOLLARS

FORGET THE FORTUNE-
ANDTHANK SWANS DOWN 1
CAKE FLOUR! THIS CAKE
COST ME NEXT TO NOTHING!

USE THIS ONE-EGG RECIPE-GET A
MILLION-DOLLAR CAKE! BUT REMEMBER-//
IT TAKES SWANS DOWN TO MAKE THIS
CAKE SO WONDERFULLY DELICATE
AND DELICIOUS. TO GET CAKE LIKE
THIS WITH ORDINARY FLOUR, YOUD
HAVE TO USE MORE EGGS AND MORE

SHORTENING. SO DEMAND SWANS DOWN !\t

NEVER FOR MY CAKES !
THAT KIND OF FLOUR’S
OKAY FOP, BREAD. BUT
SWANS DOWN CAKE FLOUR.
IS27TIMES FINER than)"
ORDINARY FLOUR. USE
SWANS DOWN-INSTEAD
OF ORDINARY FLOUR-
AND YOU'LL GET LUXURY
CAKES WITH THE THRIFTIEST
ONE-EGG RECIPES.

f/\ N

TROPICAL SPI : CAKE (1 egg) FREE—41 popular
2 cups sifted Swans Down us teaspoon each cloves, Swans Down recipes in
ake Flour nutmeg and mace a brand-new booklet—

212 teaspoons Calumet

Baking Powder*

Va teaspoon salt

1 teaspoon cinnamon

vs cup butter or other
shortening

¥4 cup dark brown sugar,

firmly packed

% teaspoon allspice 1egg, unbeaten
acl  milk

Sift flour once, measure, add baking powder, salt, and spices,
and sift together three times. Cream butter thoroughly, add
sugar gradually, and cream together well. Add egg and beat
well. Add flour, alternately with milk, a small amount at a
time, beating after each addition until smooth. Bake in two
greased 8-inch layer pans in moderate oven (375° F.) 20 to 25
minutes. Spread Tropical Frosting between layers and on top
and sides of cake. Sprinkle with additional coconut, if desired.

*This recipe has been developed with Calumet Baking Pow-
der. If another baking powder is used, adjust the proportions
as recommended by the manufacturers.

TROPICAL FROSTING—Combine 2 egg whites, 1 cup sugar, 1

tablespoon water, and 3 tablespoons lemon juice in top of

double boiler. Beat with rotary egg beater to mix. Place over

rapidly boiling water, beat constantly with beater, and cook

7 minutes, or until frosting will stand in peaks. Remove from

boiling water, add v. teaspoon grated lemon rind, and 2 drops
almond extract; beat until thick enough to
spread. Add 1 cup finely cut raisins, and %
can cut Baker’s Southern Style Coconut. Spread
between layers and on top and sides of cake.

(All measurements are level.)

“Bake Like a Cham-
pion r*

ONLY 10N —L atest

Cake Secrets.” A com-

~ plete cake-making

book that every beginner or expert will prize.

Tells reasons and remedies for cake difficulties.

How to mix and bake perfectly. 64 illustrated

pages. 102 delicious recipes_for cakes, frostings

and quick breads. Along with “Latest Cake Se-

crets,” we will also send you a copy of “Bake
Like a Champion,”

(Check the offer you prefer)

Frances Lee Barton

General Foods, Battle Creek, Mich.

O Please send me, FREE, the new booklet —
“Bake Like a Champion I"—containing 41
popular Swans Down recipes.

O I enclose 10tf Qn stamps or coin). Please send
me a copy of “Latest Cake Secrets” —the
complete Swans Down book on cake-making,
containing 102 recipes. Also a copy of “Bake
Like a Champion I”

McC. 3-37

Street
City State

Print plainly. | nadg, address General Foods, Ltd.
Cobmﬁg, t. ?T%?s offer expelres December 31, 1937)

Swans Down
Cake Flour

A GENERAL FOODS PRODUCT
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(ABOVE) .. . Peaches, with a marshmallow
sauce quickly made after breakfast aud out of
the way. Blend % c. flour, % c. sugar, 1% c.
milk in double boiler, stir until thick; add 20
marshmallows, halved, stir until smooth. Flavor
to taste.

(RIGHT) . .. Cream 2 pkgs. cream cheese with
% c. confectioners sugar, 2 tsp. vanilla, % c.
Del Monte Sliced Peaches drained and chop*
ped. Spread between vanilla cookies and set
away in ice box. Serve with sliced peaches.

(LEFT) ... Top pieces of angel cake with
whipped cream blended with melted chocolate,
vanilla and sugar. Serve beside drained D el
Monte Sliced Peaches.

lhe fruit that makes them all so welcome



EGG YOLK is rich in vitamin D. Thus
you can eat the sunshine vitamin
for breakfast, luncheon or dinner.

FISH LIVER OILS and viosterol are
convenient and effective means of
adding extra vitamin D to the diet.

MILK to which the sunshine vitamin
has been added is available every-
where now, either in cans or bottles.

EW chapters are con-

stantly being added

to the story of vit-

amins. One of the
latest experiments indicates
that the sunshine vitamin, D,
may be of help to mothers-to-
be in shortening the process of
the baby’s birth.

Dr. G. C. Richardson of Cal-
ifornia found that a group of
mothers who took vitamin D
in the form of viosterol regular-
ly during pregnancy, averaged
only a third as many hours in
labor as did another group who
had taken no vitamin D.

Other recent experiments in-
dicate that we can decrease the
number and severity of our
common colds by daily doses of
cod liver oil or viosterol during
the less sunny months from
November to May.

Eggs, salmon and, better still,
bottled or evaporated milk to
which vitamin D has been
added, provide other pleasant
ways of eating the sunshine
vitamin with our meals.

BY
E. V. McCOLLUM
PH. D., SC.D.

E. V. McCOLLUM, Ph.D.,
Sc.D., MccCall's consultant on
diet, is famous as co-discov-
erer of the sunshine vitamin D.
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Sing a song of Peaches...
but dont forget to buy

Del Monte
DRIED -FRUITS,

plump and sweet...
They please both taste and eye

What a comfort! To be certain of full-
fruit flavor... in all Dried Fruits you buy.

And it'seasyas AB C! Forpeir Monte
brings you Raisins, Apricots, Peaches, and
Prunes. Each with the one-quality good-
ness that you always expect from this brand.

They’re California’s finest, these thin-
skinned, tender, tree-ripened fruits. With
their natural sweetness and flavor enhanced
by careful drying, Nature’s way of concen-
trating food value.

And... their natural goodness is guarded
... right till you use them...by De
Monte’s perfected containers.

Why not let De1 Monte’s quality reputa-
tion guide your Dried Fruit shopping, too?
You’ll find it pays to ask for ber Monte,
every time you buy.

Meet the whole

DEL MONTE
CARTON

DRIED FRUIT FAMILY

¢ Thompson Seedless Raisins
¢ Seeded Muscat Raisins

¢ Santa Clara Prunes

¢ Sun Dried Apricots

0 Sun Dried Peaches

e Also Del Monte Dri-Pak
Prunes in cans

JUST BE SURE YOU SAY

—and get the last word
in Raisin and Dried Fruit Goodness
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“today our healthy
DIONNE QUINS HAD

QUAKER OATS.”

£t /& .a

Mcfc/zeshEwuh § to
BRACE-UP NERVES,
DIGESTION,APPETITE

Photo World Copyright 1936. N.E.A . Service. Inc.

You Can’t Beat the Dionnes’
3-Year Record!

So We Stick to Quaker Oats!

NEVER before has a doctor’s word carried such weight with so many
mothers!

*To rich and poor, Quaker Oats affords a delicious breakfast, abounding
in Nature’s protective-Vitamin B to
Combatjumpy nerves, constipation,
anddunt ,listless appetites,Where poor
condition iS due to lack of this vitamin.

Served hot, it is an ideal breakfast for
good condition, whatever your age.

It gives a wealth of food-energy to
hard workers. And restores tired nervous
systems with abundant nerve-vitamin B.
Grocers feature both 2>2 minute Quick
Quaker Oats, and regular.

Quaker and Mother’s Oats are the
same.

oh ~/&e

PORTRAIT OF
A LADY

[Continued from page 55]

He poked the fire and threw on a
stick of wood. The conversation re-
turned to general topics. Somehow
it got around to talk about sleight-
of-hand. | had heard that the King
was amateur, so | said | could do a
trick with a piece of string. He
called a servant and said, “Bring
some cord.”

I did the stunt and he liked it a
lot. When | had demonstrated it a
couple of times, he was eager to try
it himself, and did so, putting the
string around Mrs. Simpson’s right
forefinger. In a minute or two he
caught on.

“Aha, | can do it,” he said, and it
was obvious he was pleased. “I
shall never forget it. An extremely
amusing trick.”

Then he showed me a jigsaw puz-
zle on the table behind the sofa, a
map of Europe in puzzle form. He
fitted several pieces together. We
talked. He spoke of his trip to the
United States, of his ranch in
Canada. He spoke of Mrs. Simp-
son’s dogs and of how she preferred
to wash them herself, believing that
she could wash them better than any
servant.

We spoke of many things, but we
did not speak again of the problem
facing him and Mrs. Simpson. Yet
I knew he had not forgotten it. Her
welfare, and that of the Empire: two
considerations'that were heavily on
his mind. He was simply too much
of a man, too thoroughly the King
and the English gentleman, to inflict
his burden on others.

Shortly after midnight we all stood
up and said goodbye. Wallis thanked
me for coming. | did not see her
again. The King walked to the door
with me.

“Good night, it was pleasant hav-
ing you here.”

“I'm very grateful, Sir,” | said.

"SHALL | RAISE
MY BOY TO BE
A SOLDIER?"

[Beginning on page 16]

the hair, he had a fever. ... On those
days he didn’t work. And his wife
will never fight in another war.
And then there are the younger
women, the girls, those in their teens
or early twenties. | have seen them
skating on the Eislaufverein in Vien-
na, their colorful scarves beating in
the wind; in the fields of Surrey,
with knapsacks on their backs; swim-
ming on the Lido, their bodies slow-
ly browning in the sun; in Paris
restaurants, with the headwaiters
carefully solicitous to the demands
not only of beauty but of youth; in
ski trains near Kitzbuhel, shouting
and laughing; in crowded busses on
the streets of Prague, going to school.

XD | remember—in sharp and
kdreadful contrast—that huge sign
at the entrance to one of the Hitler
Jugend camps in Germany, where the

The servant in scarlet livery
opened the door, and an automobile
swung around the driveway. It was
the same car in which | had driven
out from London. When we reached
the end of the drive | turned and
looked back and saw that lights were
still shining in the windows of Fort
Belvedere.

Sitting in the automobile, smoking
a cigarette, | felt as if 1 had that
night been the humble witness to a
drama of intense significance. My
thought turned suddenly to the play
Cavalcade. | did not think of any
specific scene, but only of the almost
ineffable way the play showed the re-
spect Englishmen have for the past,
and the serene, almost arrogant faith
they have in the future. Sitting there,
riding toward London, | realized how
much | admired the King, a King who
could come from an agonizing con-
ference of state and talk of hunting
dogs. A self-confident, bare-kneed
King who could so thoroughly en-
joy a string-trick while deciding that
he would not swerve from a de-
cision of infinite importance to him-
self, to the Empire, and to the woman
he loved.

And then the vision of this Ameri-
can lady who had come to mean so
much to him rose again before my
mind. She seemed not so much a
woman who had consciously shaped
her own destiny as one whose destiny
had been altered and would be altered
still by Edward’s love and need for
her. She was not the scheming,
selfish power behind a throne, but a
beloved companion to whom a King,
in his utter loneliness, had turned.
His love and reverence had made her
truly queenly.

EX days would pass before the
T world would know of the King’s de-
cision but, riding into London in the
King’s automobile, on the windy
night of December 1, 1936, | knew
what it would be. | was not sur-
prised when | heard his tired, grave
voice coming over the radio, saying,
“lI have found it impossible to carry
the heavy burden of responsibility
and to discharge my duties as King
as | would wish to do, without the
help and support of the woman |
love. . ..

youth of the nation gets its first dose
of military training: you were born
TO DIE TCR GERVIANY.

Horrible, isn’t it? The philosophy
behind it is that a supreme common
denominator  exists between the
blonde Hungarian girl, and the young
American in France, and the Vienna
concierge, and the British countess,
and the gymnast in Spain, and all the
youthful lively girls growing up in
every country. The common denom-
inator is that they all are (or were)
potential mothers, and that the duty
of the woman is to provide offspring
for the battlefield.

The American woman thinks of war
as something terrible but—thank
goodness!—remote. Things may come
to a serious crisis in this country, but
even in a serious crisis we don’t have
lowa on the brink of mobilizing
against Illinois. We are several thou-
sand miles from the frontier neurosis
that terrifies Europe. But the Euro-
pean woman has to think of war, not
only as something terrible, but as
something paralyzingly close and im-
minent. Moreover, since there will
be no civilians in the next war, she
will suffer directly as well as indirect-
ly, if war comes. Thermite bombs
are quite impartial about the sexes.

It is also true that the question of
peace or war depends, ultimately and

[Continued on page 64]



GETS A” FOR ECONOMY
—*“Like all schoolteachers, |
have to economize. And
Dated Coffee in the bag is
solid economy. It’s low
priced, yet gives me every-
thing I could ask forin coffee
—fine quality, rich, fresh fla-
vor, pleasant stimulation.”
Miss G. Sheerin,
Salisbury, Mass.

FIEND TO LAMB

“Danny (my husband)
was a positive fiend
about his coffee until |
gave him Chase & San-
born Dated Coffee in
the economical paper
bag. Now he thinks 1’'m
a wonderful wife to have
found such a perfectly
grand coffee at such a
low price.”
Mrs. R. D. Kiefaber,
Dayton, Ohio
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OR REAL VALUE .. .high qual-

ity and low price . . . housewives say
there’s nothing like Chase & Sanborn
Dated Coffee in the bag.

Its delicious, rich flavor comes from
the world’s choice coffees. And our Dat-
ing Plan guarantees its freshness. Every
bag of bated Coffee is rushed fresh to
your grocer, marked with the date of

delivery—your protection against stale,
rancid taste.

This allows us to pack it in the bag and
save you money! Order an economi-
cal hag of delicious Chase & Sanborn
D ated Coffee at your grocer’stomorrow!

Copyright, 1037. b> ulard Brands Inc.
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But the Future
Begins Today

RILLIANT as her future may seem, it

may already be threatened by the
mistaken, the dangerous idea that tooth
decay is a necessary evil or that it "isn't
very important.”

For tooth decay has become one of
the most harmful and prevalent diseases
of mankind. A Government report on
the examination of more than a million
children in schools, indicates an average
of two infected teeth per child.

As age advances, conditions
worse. Impairmentofappearance—even

grow

actual loss of teeth—is only a minor
result of dental infection. Unchecked,
it can retard physical and mental de-
velopment—contribute to serious illness
of vital organs—even shorten life.

Follow

THE SQUIBB PLAN

1. Brush your teeth thoroughly at least
twice a day, using a dentifrice that is
efficient and safe; one prepared by a
reliable maker.

2. Check with your dentist regularly to
be sure that your home treatment is
effective, that your diet is correct, and
that you have the benefit of adequate
professional service.

D EN

Because of these facts, the House of
Squibb has developed Squibb Dental
Cream and Squibb Tooth Powder to
provide a more effective home aid in
the fight against dental infection.

Most Tooth Decay
Can be PREVENTED

Today we offer a simple plan by which
most tooth decay can be prevented, and
urge you to follow it.

Squibb dentifrices contain an antacid
that neutralizes the bacterial acids that
cause decay, wherever it comes in con-
tact with them. And you will like the
refreshing cleanliness of the mouth and
brilliant luster of the teeth that result
from their use.

For more than three-quarters of a century, mil-
lions of careful families have depended on the
name of Squibb . . . Specify—

Squibb tooth powder — it has all the scien-
tific advantages of Squibb Dental Cream. . .for
those who prefer powder,

Squibb mineral oil— a Safe, internal regulator.
Squibb aspirin—pure and promptly effective.

Squibb cod liver oi1—exceptionally rich in
Vitamins A and D ... a true econamy.

SQUIBB MILK of MAGNEsIA—free from any
suggestion of earthy taste... another sign ofpurity.

Squibb sodium bicarbonate — refined to an
unusual degree ofpurity.

SQ U IBB
TAL CREAM

THE PRICELESS INGREDIENT OF EVERY PRODUCT IS THE HONOR AND INTEGRITY OF ITS MAKER

“SHALL | RAISE
MY BOY TO BE
A SOLDIER?"

[Continued from page 62]

in the final analysis, upon women.
There are approximately 200,000,000
women in Europe. They could stop
war if they wanted to. Because they
provide the men. The dictators need
one thing above all others, and only
women can give it to them—man
power. They can make money and
they can make machines, but not
even Hitler or Mussolini can produce
men, on which their power to make
war ultimately depends, without the
aid of women. Thus the tremendous
efforts in Germany and Italy to raise
the birth rate.

These things being true, why is it
that the women of Europe, by and
large, allow themselves so supinely
to be led to the brink of war? Why is
it that, with many individual ex-
ceptions, the bulk of Europe’s women
are so less politically minded than
American women?

For one thing, extremely few Eu-
ropean women possess mechanical re-
frigerators. It may seem a far cry
from questions of war and peace to
questions of kitchen mechanics, but
they are in fact within calling dis-
tance. Give a housewife an oil-burner,
an electric incinerator, kitchen gadg-
ets that make toast and squeeze
orange juice automatically, a modern
range and refrigerator, and she has
time to go out into the world, join
clubs, make speeches, educate her
children properly and, in short, be the
political equivalent of a man. For-
bid her these things, and she is tied
to the kitchen sink with apron strings.

Another reason is the prevailing
philosophy in most parts of Europe
that a wife is no more than an
appendage of her husband, socially,
economically, politically. She is not
supposed to think for herself; she is
not supposed to have her own ideas.
Her husband makes the decisions and
she obeys. If he says she has to vote
for war, she does so.

Another reason lies in the sphere
of economics. Jobs, by and large, are
scarcer in most European countries
than in America, and opportunities
fewer; the woman who does manage
to escape the maternity bed and kitch-
en sink and go out into the world
has such a hard time getting a good
job and keeping it that she has little
energy to spare for politics and the
prevention of war.

TILL again, there is education.

European women— this is a gener-
alization to which there are exceptions
—are simply not trained by equality
in schooling to think for themselves.
And pacifism is—or should be—the
first fruit of reason.

And, of course, finally, there are
the twin factors of inertia and prop-
aganda. War has always been with
European women; the stupid ones re-
gard war as an inevitable factor in
their lives. Moreover, in a dictator-
ship country, propaganda is such that
it makes militant nationalism attrac-
tive; in fact no alternative to mili-
tant nationalism, which is the chief
cause of war, is allowed discussion.

England is the most enlightened
country in Europe in regard to the
political position of women. There
women can assist—in parliament and
elsewhere—in the fight for peace.

In Soviet Russia too women do
have a chance at jobs where they may
influence events. At least two women
are cabinet ministers or assistant
ministers in the R.S.F.S.R. (Russia
proper), Madame Yakovleva and
Madame Voronova, and another, Ma-
dame Alexandra Kollantay, was the
first woman ever appointed by a ma-
jor country to be an ambassador
abroad. A lady named Nikolaeva is
director of propaganda for the cen-
tral committee of the communist
party, an important job. Wives of
eminent Russians, moreover, are en-
couraged to get jobs themselves.

The picture in the Fascist coun-
tries is very different. Hitler and
Mussolini—the German Fiihrer par-
ticularly—are avowed enemies of
feminism. The place of the woman,
in Nazi ideology, is the home; as early
as 1922, | believe, it was settled that
no woman could ever hold a post in the
Nazi party. It is true that women
have the vote in Germany, but they
vote (also in Italy) only as sheep to
be counted. In Italy, I recently heard,
families with more than ten children
have to pay no rent. The temper of
the Fascist states demands production
of children—potential man power—
above all else. The duty of the wom-
an is to breed.

Even in France women do not
have the vote. This is because of the
tradition that most French women
are under the thumb, not only of their
husbands but of the priests, and would
heavily swing an election to the
Right. Thus Leftist cabinets, or-
dinarily progressive in such matters,
have always opposed legislation to
bring votes for women. But the
French woman, whatever one may
think to the contrary, is the most reso-
lute of pacifists—and is proving it.

HE time may come,” H. G. Wells

has written, “when only a half or a
third of the adults in our world will
be producing offspring.”

In France the birth rate is falling
steeply. This has become a dominant
national problem. Women are refus-
ing to produce sons.

In England the population will fall
by about 10,000,000 from its present
total of about 45,000,000 in less than
fifty years, it has been calculated.

In the smaller democracies, Swed-
en, Switzerland, Holland and so on,
modern education, the spread of birth
control, new opportunities in busi-
ness life, have likewise sharply re-
duced the birth rate.

Now the point to stress is that just
those countries which are most pacific
in intent, France and England and the
traditional neutrals, are the ones in
which mothers are producing fewer
sons. The contrary is true of Ger-
many and Italy, the Fascist and ac-
tivist states, and also of Japan. The
Italians produce so many babies that
their population of roughly 42,000,000
increases by about 450,000 births a
year. Demographic specialists pre-
dict that in the long run the Ger-
man birth rate will go down, but at
the moment Hitler has considerably
stimulated it. The Japanese are breed-
ing with incredible velocity.

The women of France and Britain
are intelligent enough to hate war
and to refuse to bear children for
furthering it. But the women of Hit-
ler’s Reich and Mussolini’s Italy and
the rising sun of Japan are being
duped to produce children as fast as
they can.

The united women of the world
could stop war if they wanted to.
They could make the militarist dreams
of a dictator measurably harder to
achieve. Women of Germany, wom-
en of Italy, the future war or peace
is in your hands.
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Grilled Chopped Steak and Star Bacon

on Toasted Round Buns
Dill Pickles Cloverbloom Butter

French Fried Onions

REC!PE
Star Bacon and Chopped Steak Grill
IX Ibs. chopped beef (round or chuck)
‘Alb. chopped pork (shoulder)

6 roundbuns-Cloverbloom Butter »
Have meat ground together.~Shape igf
atties and wr each it atties,_and
6n eate broﬁgr rack place u uns 'Broli,
buns split and buttered. once. Season
steaks 8 to 10 nujjute ’ e patties on toasted

Green Salad Bowl

Cherry Pie

French Dressing

Coffee same platter.

Planned and tested by MA&IE 85%9}3?: Food Economistat Armour

Marie Gifford of Armour’s proves that fine meals
can be inexpensive, too. . . . Your dealer will
give you complete recipes for the revruary grin

Breathes there a man who can resist an appetizing
Chopped Steak Grill. . .served with crisp Star Bacon,
French Fried Onions, Sliced Pickles and Toasted Buns?

It’s marvelous eating on chill February nights. Full
of rich, juicy flavors and nourishing proteins that
tempt every palate in the family. Yet this fine meal
is surprisingly economical, because you can use the
less expensive cuts of meat, ground.

Here’sa MEAL OF THE MONTH you’ll serve often
enough to become a regular Meal of the Week in
your home!

Millions love the flavor of
Armour's Star Sliced Bacon

The matchless flavor of Armour’s Star Sliced Bacon
adds richness and zest to any meat dish, because

of its
Star Sliced Bacon

States Government inspected stock and brought to

the peak of perfection by Armour’s exclusive Fixed

Flavor Process. A long, slow smoking over fragrant

hickory fires gives it that savory

smoke aroma. And careful inspec-

tion by experts insures uniform qual-

ity and flavor in every pound.
That’s why you can be

of the same freshness and flavor

ARMOUR

OUR 70th

superb quality and expert preparation.
is selected from choice United

sure

CELEBRATING

meat when tur."fd’hi*t sij& of dill pickle on
N A N Wkiratsncles of broiled Leon on

Copyright 1937, Armour and Company
of Star Sliced Bacon, no matter where you buy it.

Featured this month by your dealer

Your neighborhood store is featuring the Grill this
month. Just look for the MEAL OF THE MONTH
display—buy Star Bacon and the other ingredients at
the same time and ask for the Free Recipe
Folder, with full directions for preparing the entire
meal. Then go home and thrill the family with one
of the finest midwinter meals you have ever tasted.

AN? COMPANY

ANNIVERSARY

AS PURVEYORS OF QUALITY FOODS



ere’s a crisp, golden

cracker that always “saves
the day”—RITZ! You meet it
everywhere. It’safavorite with
all ages. And housewives won-
der how they ever got along
without it ... So do we, for
right now folks are eating more
than 29,000,000 Ritz a day!

ITS A WINNING TRICK to serve Ritz
after the game. They’re perfect plain or
dressed up with your favorite spreads. Just
right with any beverage .. . and sure to
make a hit with your guests.

NIGHTCAP! Try a glass of milk and Ritz
at bedtime. It’s a fine way to make sure of a
good night’s sleep. Mighty tempting, too!
For Ritz has a way of making whatever food
you serve it with taste better.

BE PREPARED for pantry raids. Keep a
package of Ritz down low where the chil-
dren can reach it. They’ll gobble up these
crisp little crackers fast, hut you don’t need
to worry . . . Ritz are easy to digest.

LISTEN TO

"TWIN STARS"

Every Friday Eve., 9:30 to 10,
E.S.T. N.B.C. Blue Network.

THE SEAL OF

baking

ﬂ’UTkgoodness
thergs another box

A Product NATIONAL BISCUIT COM PANY aaaeM o0Oneeda Biscuit, Shredded Wheat an d m aruf cdAct~avoided



FIT FOR A QUEEN
-WORTH A
KING'S RANSOM

[Beginning on page 16]

“Sixty thousand dollars/* said the
salesman.

“Bid or asked?”

“Both."”

“You mean, if you had a chinchilla
coat just now, you could actually find
somebody willing to pay you sixty
thousand dollars for it?"

“My dear fellow. | could sell it,
spot cash at that price, in one min-
ute flat, simply by picking up that
telephone.”

“What makes it so expensive?”

“Partly the beauty of the fur, part-
ly the demand for it among people
able to pay any price for what they
want, and partly the scarcity of the
skins. The chinchilla is a small An-
dean animal that has been hunted so
much, trapped so much, and pro-
tected so little that it is almost ex-
tinct. For these reasons, chinchilla
has become a fur that makes Russian
sable seem cheap. | assure you that
this little cape represents our best ef-
fort in collecting skins, over a con-
siderable period of time, and that it
would be impossible, in New York
City today, to assemble a much larger
garment.”

“It’s a wonder that somebody
wouldn’t have the bright idea of rais-
ing these animals in captivity, the
way they’ve done with silver foxes.”

“Somebody has had that bright
idea. It’s being tried, | believe, some-
where out in California, though 1
don’t know with what success.”

FTER this harrowing experience,
A 1you may realize that | was rather
vividly aware of the chinchilla, and
likely, on my return to California, to
try and find out more about it. So,
in fact, 1 did. | tracked the chin-
chilla to the farm, just outside Los
Angeles, where it is being raised: | in-
vaded its cabinetmade, scientifically-
insulated lair; 1 made its acquaintance
and fell for it even harder than | had
fallen for its fur.

It is, | should say, about the size of
a squirrel, but on account of the
depth of the fur looks considerably
bigger, about as big as a small rabbit.
Indeed, it looks a little like a squir-
rel, and a little like a rabbit, and per-
haps a little like a woodchuck. And
yet it has something that all these
animals lack, a personality that is not
entirely in the imagination of the be-
holder, for its comparatively long
gestative period of 111 days, the age
to which it lives, known to be eight-
een years in some cases, and its rela-
tively high intelligence, all mark it
as a superior member of the rodent
family to which it belongs.

Its head seems large for its body,
though here again its thick fur may
deceive the eye. |Its eyes are large,
black and beady. Its ears are shaped
like a squirrel’s ears, but are con-
siderably larger, with thin edges and
delicate veining. Its teeth are small,
with four incisors in front and tiny
molars behind. The legs are small
and their fur very short; the feet
have tiny nails, and underneath a
small black pad, that feels soft and
oily to the touch, like a monkey’s
paw. The tail is about six inches
long, with a curl like a squirrel’s, and
a bushiness that comes from hairs as
wiry as bristles. But the fur is ir-

resistible. It is about an inch and a
half deep, as fine as silk, and so thick
that a flea smothers in it, one of the
reasons a chinchilla is completely
free from vermin. The color is pearl-
gray on the back, shading off to white
on the belly, but a white that has gray
underneath it, so that at every move-
ment a hint of gray ripples through,
and the fur takes on that animation
that is one of its chief characteristics.

It is a gentle little animal, quick to
make friends and charmingly inquisi-
tive. But gentleness, of course, is a
quality only admirable in the tiger;
encountered in a rabbit it doesn't
have much point. Thus it is pleasing
to learn that the chinchilla has a
streak of the tiger in him too. You
see he is sometimes visited by snakes,
who fix him with their glassy eye, and
expect him to sit there, tremble, and
wait for death. They get a rude
shock. The chinchilla dashes in, bites
them once just back of the head, and
the snakes die immediately.

OW to explain what it is doing
N here in California, living a life of
pampered ease, | shall have to take
you back a few years. As far back
as 1919, in fact, when the late M. F.
Chapman of Los Angeles was in
Potrerillos, Chile, as an engineer for
the Anaconda Copper Company. One
day an Indian came down from the
high peaks with something that was
destined, so far as Mr. Chapman was
concerned, to be worth more than
two or three copper mines. It whs a
live chinchilla, in a box.

Mr. Chapman knew something of
the history of this animal. He knew
that in the early 1900's, skins to the
number of several hundred thousand
had been annually exported, and that
chinchilla was one of the important
industries of the country. And he
knew that by 191S the number had
dropped to less than 5,000. and that
two years later the situation had be-
come so serious that the government
prohibited all export, all trapping,
and all hunting. But he also knew
that these measures weren’t likely
to do much good. For the real
threat to the chinchilla wasn’t com-
merce. It was the red foxes that
Englishmen had brought into the
country, so they could have their
hunting. So when he saw this ani-
mal. vague ideas of saving it from
extinction began to revolve in his
mind, and he bought it.

Then he reflected that he would
have to mate it if anything were to
come of his ideas, and decided pres-
ently to grub-stake some Indians, and
offer them more for the live animals
than they could possibly get for skins.
So he sent two dozen Indians up into
the high places, and they trapped for
three years. At the end of that time,
Mr. Chapman had eleven animals to
show for his pains, but fortunately
three of them were females.

He then undertook the ticklish job
of getting them to the United States.
As he was a person of position, the
Chilean government cooperated with
the necessary permits for export, but
the captain of the Japanese ship was
a problem. Just to avoid trouble,
Mr. Chapman took one whole deck
of the steamer, but that didn’t do any
good. The captain took a pigs-is-
pigs attitude, and decreed that live
animals would have to go in the hold.
No argument swayed him. So then
Mr. Chapman resorted to direct ac-
tion, for he knew that in the hold
these animals wvould die, as they
would have to have ice, air, and per-
haps even electric fans to help them
carry their fabulous coats of fur
across the equatorial heat. He had
eleven of his friends put live chin-

[Continued on page 75]
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and all came in sound,
even, well-spaced. Taking
cod liver oil daily is an aid
in building sound teeth

Ifyou want to help your baby build awell-
shaped head...a fine, full chest...a strong
back...straight legs....sound teeth, don’t
fail toprovide him with one special factor!

All babies need the help ofthis one fac-
tor—Vitamin D —even if they’re growing
fast and look plump and healthy.

Milk and vegetables supply your baby
with calcium and phosphorus, the miner-
als from which his bones and teeth are
built. But in order to make use of these
important minerals for developing a fine,
well-knit frame, he needs Vitamin D in
addition.

Your baby gets some Vitamin D out-
doors from the sun. But bad weather,
smoke, clouds, shut out the protective
rays except for a relatively few days of the
year. Indoors, ordinary window glass pre-
vents the sun from being effective.

nrfRG*
Squibb’s
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Just think! A baby’s head grows as much the first year as it does
all the rest of his life. To help it shape beautifully this important
first year, he must have enough of one certain factor —Vitamin D

It’s therefore advisable to give him some
other source of Vitamin D regularly, such
as good cod liver oil!

A good cod liver oil, like Squibb’s, not
only contains Vitamin D, but also Vi-
tamin A, a factor your baby needs to aid
in building good general resistance and to
help him grow.

Squibb%s Cod Liver Oil is rich in both
these important vitamins. It is the kind
many mothers always prefer. Get it now,
and give it to your baby asaregular routine
every single day all winter long. You can
get Squibb’s at any reliable drug store.

Sogoodfortheolderchildren-Squibb’sM int-
Flavored o i1- Start them on it now and
keep up with it every day all winter.
They’ll like the pleasant taste. It will aid
in building up their general resistance.

Standard

*United States Pharmacopeia minimum standard

With Squibb’s, you get the most for your cod liver oil money. One teaspoonful
contains as much Vitamins A and D as three teaspoonfuls of oils that meet an
accepted standard.* As an added economy, ask for the new double bottle—twice
as much oil at very little extra cost. For economy—always be sure to buy Squibb.

SQUIBBS COD-LIVER OIL

THE PRICELESS INGREDIENT OF EVERY PRODUCT IS THE HONOR AND INTEGRITY OF ITS MAKER
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THE MARCH HOME

OF THE MONTH

BY J. HAROLD HAWKINS

ARCHITECT

J. IVAN DISE,

HIS March Horae of the Month is a sur-
T pleasant
surprises you don’t find its best points at
“It’s a charming home,” you
And,”
with a glance at the floor plan, “hospitable

prise package. And like all

first glance.
say, “comfortable and substantial.

to good family living.”

“But,” says the lady who lives there,
It is also air-
conditioned for both summer and winter.

“that’s only half the story.

It has year-round hot water, modem

frigeration, an electric range, and it cost
no more than a house like it would have cost
several years ago without these modern com-
forts.” And that, even in these days of new

inventions, is good and surprising news.

HIS house was designed and engineered to be air-conditioned. That
T is the secret of its low cost. In addition to planning the rooms
from the inside out for modern and comfortable living, the architects
and engineers went a step further and designed the structure of the
house so that air-conditioning could be economically installed and
operated. Then a standard heating and cooling plant was constructed
for this house which could be put in at minimum cost.

HE fact that it was air-conditioned meant that other details of
T good construction were included: weather stripping, pressure caulk-
ing. and outside wall and ceiling insulation. And it is modern in con-
venience throughout with a completely equipped, tiled kitchen, tiled
bath, year-round automatic hot water, and a full-size cellar with sta-
tionary laundry tubs, lavatory and space for a future game room.

It is of brick veneer, contains approximately 17,000 cubic feet,
and has a generous living room, dining room and three bedrooms.

SEE IT YOURSELF

The March Home of the Month is being built
for your inspection at these addresses:
ILLIN O IS—Chicago, 1618 N. Natoma Ave.
Built by R. W. Bramberg, Oak Park
10 WA —Des Moines, 4517 Sheridan Ave.
Built by J. C. Ferguson, Des Moines
MICHIGAN — Detroit, Glastonbury Ave.,
corner of Puritan, North Rosedale Park
Built by Speicher & Menear, Detroit
—Detroit, on Heyden between Grand River
and Verne
—Detroit, corner Artesian and Chalfonte
—Detroit, North side of Thatcher between
Livernois and Santa Barbara
—Detroit, Picadilly between Canterbury
and Eight Mile Roads
Built by Drennan & Seldon, Inc., Detroit
—Grosse Pointe, 426 Notre Dame Ave.
Built by Drennan & Seldon, Inc., Detroit
NEBRASKA-Omaha, 2047 North 54th St.
Built by Schroeder Realty Co., Omaha
NEW JERSEY - Glen Ridge, 55 Sommer
Ave., Glen Park
Built by Inter-City Homes Co., Glen Ridge
—Westfield, St. Marks Ave., Castle Manor
Built by Randolph Corp., Westfield
O H 10 —Canton, 340 Altman, Northwest
Built by Walter E. Kumpf, Canton
—Dayton, corner East Drive and Shroyer
Road, Oakwood
Built by S & S Realty & Construction Co., Dayton
OREGON —Portland, 1815 S.W. Spring St.,
Portland Heights
Built by Allison H. Dean, Portland
RHODE ISLAN D —Barrington, Mew

Meadow Road
Built by Bristol County Realty Co., Inc./Bristol

HIS "home in a package" is not just

a dream. Like all McCall Homes of the
Month it has actually been built and lived
in, and it carries the best of all recommen-
dations— the approval of modern American
families. Its cost, fully equipped in one
community was between $6000 and $7000.
Building and labor costs vary but your ar-
chitect can give you costs for your locality.

TO tell you more—directions for having
plans drawn, an alternate exterior and fur-
nishing and planting plans are included in
our booklet, H M 3-7— ISc. A catalogue of
McCall Homes of the Month— 10c. Address
Modern Homemaker, McCall’s, Dayton, O.



When your child reaches school age, w ill he sufferfrom

defective eyesight? On an average, one out offive does!

The answer to this question
is too important to be left to
chance. And now you no
longer have to take chances
with your child’s eyesight—
or your own.

Let I. E. S. Better Sight Lamps
help you guard eyesight

These scientifically designed
lamps give much more light
than ordinary lamps, and it is
glareless and restful. They
make reading, sewing, study-
ing and other eye tasks easier
and less fatiguing for young
eyes and old. Their wide
spread of light over desk,
table or chair gives you
greater freedom in working.

See for yourself why I.E. S.
Better Sight Lamps are differ-
ent and better for the whole
family. GO to any store which
displays I.E.S. Better Sight
Lamps and asktosee ot
the new "Seeing is *&\V*
Believing” demon-
stration, including

the Light Meter Test.

Ifyour dealer cannot
give you this demon-
stration, suggest that
he write General
Electric Company,
Dept. 166, Nela
Park, Cleveland, O.

General Electric does not make I. E. S. lamps, but publishes
information in the interest of better sight.

GENERAL

ELECTRIC *

One of many at-
tractive styles,
available with
several types of
shade, ina vari
ety of materials.

LOOK FOR THIS
TAG......... Bl

Measured Light

<-THE LIGHT METER

lets you see for yourself that
I.LE.S. Better Sight Lamps give
you sight-saving lighting.

IMPORTANT

;I’o be sur%that_ the
amp you buy gives
fuIIF\]IZIue oylglght,
be sure that
the bulb in C4f)
it is marked



DON'T TRY TO DO IT ALL AT ONCE

W0<3
fto'’/ 3°0 <1

aogg $ A -°0

chairs A30l]
$65

1lamp
1lamp ..

1 rountable 17.50

1 coffaable 14.75

lcommode 17.50
Canterbury 9.75
Hookedrug 8.50

4 peirptains 14.00
4 pictures. 3.72

4 paperwin- A0
dow shades 00
A ccessories
Total $368.-

Buy com fort

lrug__ $89.00
Rugcushion 10.00
Bookcases 50.00
Cornices .. 20.00
Armchair.. 20.00

2 sRBa' %14 2800
2 lamps .. 14.00

4 Venplimgls 32.00
Fire tools . 10.00
Total $273.00

The rug added so
muchwarmthto the

room thatwem ight
have om itted som e-
thing else in orde
to be able to bi
it the first ye

YEAR

Buy charming accessories

Love seat....cccc...... $85.00
Draperies:
23 yds. fabric @
$1.35 per yard 31.05
29% yds. edging
@ 55c per yard 16.23
Hanging shelf .... 12.00
Open armchair ... 22.75
Slip covers, 25 yds.
@ 69c per yard 17.25

Dumb waiter......... 35.00
Commode................. 17.50
Lamp 8.50
Accessories.............. 10.00
Total $255.28

This is how the room was vis-
ualized when the first chair
was bought —and this is how
it looked when the last slip
cover had been added.Some-
day a really good painting
will hang over the mantle.
Birthdays and anniversaries
will see porcelain and silver
substituted for the accessor-
ies from the five and ten. As
tastes change and pocket-
books expand, the room,
too, will change and grow.

The prices given here are
not high prices, nor are they
the lowest prices at which the
various items may be bought.
They are average prices. In
various localities you may be
able to buy pieces of compar-
able quality for a little less. But
makesureof good quality first

LIKE a room that grows. Even if | had
all the money in the world and could
furnish a new house down to the last ash
tray and curtain pull, the day the carpen-
ters moved out, 1°d still prefer to buy just
the essentials at first and add to them later.

But if there isnt all the money in the
world for furnishings—and that is usually
the case when a house has been built or
bought—then we can do one of two things:

We can go right ahead and furnish, buy-
ing cheap furniture, cheap rugs and cheap
hangings that we don’t like much to begin
with and that we know won’t last.

Or—and this is what | advise—we can
buy a few essential good things the first
year, and add to them each year until the
room becomes all we had hoped for, with
lovely pieces that grow dearer with time.



That is the plan | followed in decorating
this living room for the March Home of
the Month, and here is the recipe for it:

First, plan the room in advance. Fur-
nish it completely in imagination and tuck
that picture away in your mind.

The first year, buy good sitting and
good lighting. In the first year picture
above you will see that our chief investment
was for a sofa and two handsome chairs.
These are really good, although the covering
is of the least ex-
pensive grade. Our
money went into
good frames, webbing, springs and filling—
the behind-the-scenes servants that make a
chair last a lifetime. The first year budget
also included lamps, small tables, inexpensive
ruffled curtains and four Currier and lves

BY MARY DAVIS GILLIES

TS ip

prints. There are a few great open spaces,
but because everything is good and because
we have our finished room in mind, we can
carry our guests on our own enthusiasm.

The second year, buy comfort. That
means a rug to clothe the floor and take cold-
ness off the room. Bookcases, cornices and
Venetian blinds round out the picture.

The third year, buy charm. Our finished
room above speaks for itself. The soft beige
pink of the walls, the desert sand of wood-
work and draper-
ies and the moss
green rugare drawn
into a harmonious and related color effect
by the floral slip covers on chairs and sofa.
And even though we are delighted with it,
we know that as other years come, and as
our tastes change, it will change with us.
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ALLERGY IS THE OLD BOGY MAN BEHIND HAY FEVER, ECZEMA AND
MANY MYSTERIOUS MALADIES, SAYS DR. CHARLES GILMORE KERLEY

OBBY is all doubled up with
asthma, doctor,” his mother said,
“And | can’t seem to do a thing

to relieve him. His only comfort is
his dog. He has to have his collie
right with him all the time.”
“Well,” | replied—a trifle abrupt-
ly perhaps, “let’s see how comfort-
able he can be without him.”
Bobby’s mother thought 1 was
cruel, 1 am sure. But half-an-hour
after | had banished the dog—and
the feather pillows— from the room,
Bobby was breathing easily again.
Tests which I made on his skin with
vaccines a little later showed that my
surmise had been correct. Bobby was
sensitive to the proteins both in
feathers and dog hair. They were re-
sponsible for his asthmatic attacks.

LLERGY s the term which the

i medical profession uses to de-
scribe this sensitiveness of certain
persons to particular things. We say,
for instance, that Bobby is allergic to
feathers and hair.

For years some of the more com-
mon forms of allergy have been rec-
ognized. We have all known children
who got hives from eating strawber-
ries; of hay fever victims who fled
from a rose or goldenrod as from the
plague; of some people who got poison
ivy, although others were immune to
it; of babies who suffered shock for
what seemed no reason at all.

But it is only in recent years in
our search for hidden causes of ecze-
ma, asthma and certain mysterious
intestinal maladies that the medical
profession has fully realized that
these diseases may all be different

reactions to a similar protein irritant.
And having discovered the causes, we
are learning the cures.

We have a list now of more than a
hundred foods, furs, feathers and pol-

lens, any one of which may cause a.

specially sensitive individual to be-
come uncomfortable or even ill.

The illness may come from eating
or touching the irritating object, or
merely, as in Bobby’s case, from in-
haling its emanations. It may take
many forms, from asthma to eczema,
and may affect almost any part of the
body—the skin, the breathing appa-
ratus, the digestive system, even the
heart. Babies are occasionally pros-
trated by a few drops or morsels of
some common food to which they
happen to be hypersensitive.

The canary in the cage or the dust
on the floor, certain cosmetics on
your dressing table, or your fur coat
may, any one of them, be the crimi-
nal who is distressing some member
of your family. The doctor has to
be a super-sleuth.

I REMEMBER one little girl who
I was subject to terrific asthmatic at-
tacks at home. But when she visited
her grandmother she was entirely
well. The grandmother, of course, be-
lieved that the child was better off
with her because she knew better how
to care for her than did the parents.

We were convinced, however, that
there must be some special condition
in the child’s home to account for it.
We made all kinds of tests and ex-
amined every room without finding
anything to which the child seemed to
be peculiarly sensitive. Finally we

inquired whether there were any mice
in the house. There were, and tests
proved the child’s sensitivity to them.
We got rid of them, and the child
promptly got rid of her asthma.

HAT one man’s meat is another’s
T poison is certainly true in case of al-
lergy. Even the most nutritious foods
—eggs, wheat and the very milk in
the baby’s bottle— may be offenders.
Cow’s milk, the most nearly perfect
food for the normal child, may cause
one of three violent reactions to the
unfortunates who are allergic to it.
They may break out with eczema or
giant hives;, they may have digestive
upsets, all the way’ from vomiting to
constipation. Or, in more acute cases,
they may suffer immediate shock
from a few swallows of raw milk. 1
have seen a healthy baby become un-
conscious when eight drops of raw
cow’s milk were placed on its tongue.

When a baby’s allergy to raw milk
results in eczema, we sometimes pre-
scribe evaporated milk cooked one or
two hours, or skimmed milk cooked
from four to six hours. The formula
in all such cases, however, must be
arranged by the physician.

Such extreme hypersensitiveness
may be brought on in different ways.
Often, as we say, it runs in the fam-
ily: a child may inherit the tendency.
Again, a mother may transmit an al-
lergy to her baby during pregnancy
or the nursing period by over-indulg-
ence in some particular food. Or the
child may himself acquire an allergy
by being given at too early an age
some unsuitable food before his sys-
tem is adapted to it.

One peculiarity of an acquired al-
lergic reaction is that it does not as
a rule occur the first time a child
comes in contact with the particular
protein which later upsets him. The
first time a baby smells a rose, he
may smile with pleasant surprise. The
second time he may have an acute
attack of hay fever.

But this is a story with a happy
ending. For we are constantly devel-
oping better ways of helping suffer-
ers from allergies. Physicians can now
test children to determine their pro-
tein sensitization. By scratching the
skin and applying the protein of rag-
weed or egg or goose feathers or of
any one of a hundred other suspected
substances and watching the skin re-
action we can tell whether a child is
getting hay fever, for example, from
pollen or from his pillow or from some
food. Then we can make up a vac-
cine, which in repeated doses will help
to immunize him against the things
or thing to which he is allergic.

OWEYER, now that we have be-
H come aware of these hidden
sources of disease in the best things
of life, it does not follow that we
should look with distrust on every-
thing that our children eat or touch.

It merely means that we have
brought one more bogy man into the
open. We have one less source for
that most tragic of all scenes, where
mother and doctor sat in despair by
a sick child’s bed, unable to furnish
relief because we did not know the
nature of the illness. It does mean
that we are winning still another bat-
tle for healthier childhood.



beans fo lk s

Thrill to good, old-
fashioned Boston
Baked Beans! Here
they are; rich with
dark molasses and
lump chunks of
ender bacon pork.
Heinz oven-baked
Beans, Boston style!

For those who prefer
’em a la Middle West
—Heinz oven-baked
Beans are drenched
in glorious, piguant
tomato sauce and gar-
nished with_generous
pieces of rich bacon
pork. What flavor !

OD-WISE folks who know their beans
Fr?avel in the real, old-time goodness of
the four delicious varieties oven-baked by
Heinz! Rich, golden-brown and fragrant,
these are the kind of beans that hastened
our ancestors home to dinner—started a
Saturday supper custom that in recent
years has become a national tradition.

Heinz hand-picks the finest beans money
can buy. Scrupulously re-sorts them
—every one. Screens them. Scours
them. Soaks them in cold water.
Then pops them into hot, dry ovens
to bake and bake! Cooked to "just-

4. kinds of old-fashioned,

/

earn for

superbly

sauced oven balked beans from the
famous kitchens in the House ofHein2»

IOVEN-BAKED

Copr. 1937 H. J. Heinz Co.

Heinz beans

Heinz oven-baked For Westerners and
Beans in Tomato folks who want vari-
Sauce but without ety in their beans,
meat; Vegetarian. Heinz offers real oven-
Ahhhhhh! The baked Red Kidngy
rich, nutty flavor of Beans! Large. Fine
old-time beans. flavored. Rich, with
Genuine oven-baking plenty of pork. The
makes them tender, wonderful sweet
mealy and delicious. sauce is all their own.

right” munchiness, they are then steeped
in a glorious Heinz-made sauce and the
sweet juices of succulent bacon pork!

Here are beans at their old-fashioned,
homemade best—put up in tins by Heinz
all ready for you to heat and serve. Beans
to evoke memories. Beans the whole
family will yearn for—ask for over and
over again. Heinz bakes em (four kinds)
the way you like ’em. Your grocer
can supply you.

Tune in Heinz Magazine of the Air. Full half
hour—Monday, Wednesday, and Friday morn-
ings, 11 E.S.T.; 10 C.S.T.; 9 M.T.; 12 Noon
Pacific Time—Columbia Network.



our little ones ... what a joy they are to
Y you—yet what a problem! Aou must he so
careful of their diet ... make so sure that it’s
always well-balanced. And yet you must keep
within your food budget.

Perhaps you have hesitated to economize by giving
your children a margarine as a spread for bread. But
once you have tried the new Xucoa, how completely
every one of your doubts will vanish!

. WE CREATED
THIS WHOLESOME NEW

For \ucoa is an utterly new kind of margarine . . .
developed after years of research. A delicious, vege-
table margarine, churned in fresh, pasteurized milk.
It has been approved by (food Housekeeping Bureau,
and accepted by the American Medical Association,
Council on Foods.

FITS PERFECTLY INTO BALANCED DIET!

Every pound of Nucoa supplies 3,400 food-energy
calories ... as many as the most expensive spread for

NUCOA

bread. And so, Xucoa fits perfectly into a balanced
diet as a wholesome source of food energy to meet
the demands of work and play.

\\ by don't you try the new Xucoa? See how fresh
and sweet it is. .. always the same high quality, month
in, month out. See how your family will love it on
breads . . .what rich, luxurious cakes it makes . .. how
it enriches hot vegetables with its delicate flavor!

Of course, Nucoa— the wholesome, new margarine
—costs slightly more than ordinary margarines. .. \ et
it saves you up to | ie a pound over the mostcommonly
used spread for bread. Xucoa brings you a quality
spread that helps cut down your food bills. A\by not
try a pound today?

Xucoa comes to you a natural, creamy-white color. For
table use it can easily be tinted a tempting golden-yellow.
Just blend in the color wafer that comes with every package.

HELLMANN'S AND BEST FOODS REAL MAYONNAISE



FIT FOR A QUEEN
-WORTH A
KING'S RANSOM

[Continued from page 67]

chillas in their pockets and come
aboard to say goodbye. He had the
cage carried on in the guise of a
trunk. When the animals were safely
in his stateroom, he served notice on
the captain that they were worth
$1,000,000 cash; that if anything hap-
pened to them he would libel the ship
for that amount, and hold it in San
Pedro harbor until the money was
paid; that he would proceed against
the captain criminally, and lose him
his job; and that, in addition to all
this, he would personally and single-
handedly beat hell out of him. This
worked. Mr. and Mrs. Chapman took
turns standing guard, twenty-four
hours a day; they kept the -cage
packed in ice; they watched, fanned,
and prayed; and after three weeks,
they managed to get the animals to
their home in Los Angeles.

HAT happened in the next three
W years sounds like something a
movie writer would make up after
spitting on his hands and really trying
to please his producer. In the first
place, the animals were all geared to
the calendar as it works in the Andes,
down under. They arrived in Febru-
ary, and thus had already begun to
sprout the heavy fur that would en-
able them to endure the Andean win-
ter when it begins in May. So in
May, when Los Angeles gets hot,
they came out in their new fur. and
if you want to know how they felt
for the next three months, just come
out to Los Angeles in the summer
time and begin to go around in a
chinchilla coat. It took two years or
so before Nature could get in step
with the calendar, as we know it.
Thus they were sickly; and what was
worse, they wouldn't breed. This all
checked up with what Mr. Chapman
had been told by the Indians and
others: it was impossible to raise
these creatures in captivity.

Thus he was very gloomy, but then
in another year they did begin to breed,
and little ones appeared, and life took
on a different color. But then the
menace, as the movie writer calls it,
appeared, and caused plenty of grief.
News of the experiment had got to
Switzerland and a syndicate there
subscribed a sum, placed it in the
hands of an agent, and sent him to
Mr. Chapman to buy animals for
breeding in Switzerland, where it was
thought the cold climate would suit
them. Mr. Chapman, by now, had
moved his stock to Tehachapi, in the
California hills, and the appearance
of the agent was his first realization
that he had got hold of something
that was commercially important. So
he did some figuring. He found that
no amount the agent could possibly
pay would yield him as much as the
animals themselves, later on, and he
so refused to sell, at any price. The
agent was in a hole, and he got out
of it his own way. He stole the ani-
mals, instead of buying them. Mr.
Chapman then had about seventy,
and this man took half of them.

The ensuing chase led across a con-
tinent and an ocean, and Mr. Chap-
man’s detectives finally located the
animals in Germany. You see, on
thinking it over, the agent thought it
would be a good idea, since he had

been so successful stealing the ani-
mals, to steal the money too, so he
didn’t go back to Switzerland at all.
After various delays, the German
courts decided in favor of Mr. Chap-
man. and the animals were returned
to his representatives. But he never
saw them again, for a cruel considera-
tion intervened. He had pictures of
the animals sent to him in California,
and saw at once that they had been
badly cared for and were ill. They
had changed so in appearance that he
couldn't positively identify them;
thus, if he used them for breeding,
they would cast a cloud on the pedi-
gree of his whole stock, and as pedi-
gree is all important to any breeder of
animals, he had regretfully to re-
nounce them and carry on with the
animals that had been left to him by
the thief, less than forty in number.

The forty, though, were enough,
and now, from the original eleven
brought from Chile, there are some
five hundred pairs in the United
States, of which four hundred are
on Chapman's farm. Mr. Chapman
died two years ago, but the venture
is still being carried on by his son,
R. E. Chapman. After the theft, the
stock was moved to Inglewood, which
is not so isolated. Not a single ani-
mal, by the way, has been killed so
far for its pelt. No breeder could
afford to. One raw chinchilla skin
today brings about $85. A pair of
breeders, alive, are worth $3,200,
this being the price the Chapman
farm asks and gets. Buyers, so far,
have been chiefly fur syndicates,
which have established farms at three
or four places in the West, and raise
their animals with success.

The farm itself is a small place of
two or three acres, on which are rows
and rows of neat cages. The cage is
made of fine wire, to keep out snakes,
rats and other pests. In each cage
is a little house, with a small tunnel
running up the side, leading inside.
The animals live in the houses by
day. and do not come out into the
cages until night, as they are noc-
turnal. They are monogamous, and
a pair once mated share the same
cage for the rest of their lives. One
to four babies are produced at a time.
They are born with their eyes open,
and within an hour of their birth
are up and running around. The
mother nurses them, and mother and
father take turns at keeping an eye
on them.

The farm operates on a strictly
supervised schedule, with everything
done at its own particular time, and
every detail in connection with the
animals entered on a record. Food
is weighed or accurately measured.
The diet consists of a handful of
corn, about the same amount of oat-
meal, a little lettuce, a little hay, a
raw carrot or two. with now and then
some special preparation. The cages
are built with a layer of an insula-
tion compound between thin boards
of wood, not to protect the animals
from cold, but to protect them from
heat. The idea is to make the cages
cool in summer. There is an operat-
ing room shinier than the operating
rooms of most hospitals, and a vet-
erinarian comes down for surgery
whenever there is trouble.

HE venture is highly profitable,
Tand still a long way from its peak.
That is, it will still be a good many
years before a pelt will be worth as
much as a live animal, and furriers
can get as many skins as they want.

I wish to say this to the model in
New York: No, there’s nothing else
that | want to look at. | want a
chinchilla coat, and wind, weather
and Mr. Chapman permitting, my
wife is going to have one—eventually.
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r OVER 66,000 WOMEN IN 1
CHICAGO ALONE CHANGED TO

A CHANGE LIKE THIS MEANS A
product mmt be

OUTSTANDING!

Sunbeam Ironmaster IS outstanding. That’s why
thousands of women throughout the country are changing

to lronmaster daily. Why?

_Because in Sunbeam Ironmaster women have discovered an utterly new
kind of IrON—a Double-Automatic lightweight iron that heats quicker and
does more ironing in less time With less effort.

Ironmaster is ready to GO in a split minute! Start ironing artificial
silks in 30 seconds after you connect it! Reaches FULL HIGH heat for
heavy damp linens in 2/e minutes! Supplies more heat faster. SO swift,
comfortable, light, wrist-resting in your hand you'll thrill to its easy
action each time you use it. The ONLY automatic iron with the heat
control button UP in the handle, away from the fingers, conveniently
marked for Artificial Silks, Silks, Cottons, Woolens, Linens. lronmaster
STAYS HOTTER all through ironing yet will not scorch your most
delicate things when set for them

See Ironmaster today. Try it. Own it. Every woman who irons deserves
the freedom from fatigue—the time-saving, Iabor-savin% joy Sunbeam
Ironmaster can bring into the home. They have it at your light company,
department store or dealer’s.

LOOK AT THESE FEATURES
Automatic Largeriron- \3/\ge_igrbs only
: Thumb-ti ins surface i lbs. —
ffejrtrt 1o ea RegE— kept hotter! ends tired
latorin ban- — Fewer arms, ach-
die, out of strokes to do ing wrists,
way. more work. weary
shoulders.

Made and guaranteed by
CHICAGO FLEXIBLE SHAFT COMPANY, 5535 W. Roosevelt Rd., Chicago, III.
47 years making Quality products
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HOW

the d o cto r

ch o o se s

from

hundreds oflaxatives

M OST of us remember, with grati-

tude, some crisis in our lives
when the doctor’s vigilance and skill
proved priceless beyond words.

But many of us forget that the doctor
is equally on guard in minor matters
of health. Consider a little thing like a
laxative, for example. It may be news
to you that the doctor has a definite set
of standards which a laxative must nmeet
before he will approve it

Check the eight specifications listed
below. How many of them will your
own laxative meet?

THE DOCTOR’S TEST OF A LAXATIVE:

It should be dependable.

It should be mild and gentle.

It should be thorough.

Its merit should be proved by the test
of time.

It should not form a habit.

It should not over-act.

It should not cause stomech pains.

It should not nauseate, or upset the
digestion.

EX-LAX MEETS ALL THESE REQUIREMENTS

Ex-Lax checks onevery single one Of
the points listed above. Meets the doc-
tor's demands of a laxative fairly and

When Nature forgets—
remember

THE ORIGINAL CHOCOLATED LAXATIVE

fully. So it's no surprise to find that
many doctors use Ex-Lax in their own
homes, for their own families. In fact,
Ex-l.ax has made so manv millions of
friends, among all kinds of people, that
it is the most widelv used laxative in
the whole wide world.

A REAL PLEASURE TO TAKE

Convince yourself of the facts. Try
Ex-Lax next time you need a laxative.
You’ll note that Ex-Lax is mild . .. that
it is thorough. You’ll find that it does
not bring on stomach pains or nausea.

On the contrary, the easy comfortable
action of Ex-Lax will leave you with a
pleasant sense of freshness and well-
being. Children, particularly, are bene-
fited. For the standards set up by the
doctor are doubly important to a child.

Another agreeable thing ... if you
have been taking bitter, nauseating
cathartics, Ex-Lax will be a pleasant
surprise. It tastes just like delicious
chocolate. All drug stores have Ex-Lax
in 10c and 25c sizes. Ifyou prefer to try
Ex-Lax atour expense, mail the cou pon.

fos TRY EX-LAX AT OUR EXPENSE!-—--
u (Paste tills on a penny postcard) H

i Ex-Lax, Inc., P. 0. Box 170 M-37
| Timcs-Pla/.a Station, Brooklyn, N. Y.

a | want to try Ex-Lax. Please send free sample.

~

<

(If you live in Canada, write Ex-Lax, Ltd., Montreal) ]

THE HIGH ROAD

[Beginning on page 18]

bear it unless he pays too much. As
for this premature bonus— for clothes,
you said? That’s just like him. The
man’s a born idiot,” she decided,
smiling with tenderness.

Sue said humbly, “I shouldn’t have
taken it—or the salary either.”

“Just because he’s a fool." said
Mrs. Emory sharply, “you needn't
be one too. Did vou meet the girls?”

“No.”

“They’re spoiled,” stated Mrs.
Emory firmly. “Sally’s a pretty little
piece, her mother all over again in
modern dress. Selfish, willful. Mary's
the odd one, can't make her out.
Sally may seem to give you more
trouble than Mary, but in the long
run Mary'll bear watching. Did you
meet Elsie, the niece?"

“Yes. just for a moment.”

“Humph,” said Mrs. Emory, “take
it you didn’t like her.”

“It’s a little too soon to judge,”
Sue told her cautiously.

Mrs. Emory laughed. “Well, it
isn’t too soon for me. I've known her
since she was born. She’s the daugh-
ter of Charles’ very much younger
sister, who made a bad match and
died of it. Charles looks after Elsie,
she’s lived with the family for some
years. She’s calculating and a snip.'1

“Why didn’t Mr. Dennis let her
take charge of the younger girls?”
Sue asked curiously.

Mrs. Emory  frowned. “Well,
there’s no harm in telling you. There
was a little upset a few years ago.
A married man . . . you know, that
sort of thing . . . lots of smoke but
not too much fire. Naturally Charles
wouldn’t be likely to give the girls
into her care.”

“I'm terribly grateful to you for
recommending me,” said Sue. “I
can’t properly thank you. But now
I've kept you far too long.”

“No.” Mrs. Emory reached out
and yanked twice at a bell pull
“There’ll be tea,” she said firmly.
“You can go shopping tomorrow.”

N HOUR later Sue went home—in

iataxi. Why not? Was she not
one of the bloated rich? She hunted
out Mrs. Larsen and told her that she
would be leaving on the first. Mrs.
Larsen looked wounded but resigned.
She said, with a sinister look in her
eyes, “Very sorry. I'm sure. Miss
Hamilton, but perhaps you’ll be com-
ing back to us some day.”

“Not if | can help it,” thought
Sue. but aloud she answered, “Yes,
perhaps. And thank you so much,
Mrs. Larsen, for all your kindness.”

Fortuitously Jimmy rang up at
dinner time and Sue said. “Look.
The most marvelous thing has hap-
pened. Let’s eat at the little French
place on Sixth Avenue.”

“I'm broke,” said Jimmy hollowly.
“Spent my last copper on stamps.”

“This is on me. 1've got a job and
at least a million dollars. Hurry,
I’ll meet you there.”

“Good,” said Jimmy. “I’'m so hun-
gry | could eat the hind leg of my
pet wolf. 171 be right along.”

At the French place, over a very
good dinner. Sue made a full report.

“You are coming up in the world,”
Jimmy commented.

“It’s fun,” she told him. “Tomor-
row I’'m going out and drown in a
sea of clothes. Look, Jimmy, I've
forty dollars left of what | had when
the job came along. Need it?”

He said, “lI hate to take it but,
yes, if it’s all right with you. I'm
sure the Purple Night story will sell.
When it does, I'll pay you back.”

“l brought it along,” said Sue, and
put an envelope on the table.

Jimmy asked her about the Dennis
family and she told him. He wasn’t
especially interested in her glowing
account of its head, but he did prick
up his ears when she spoke of the
secretary. Arden.

“What sort of a bird is that?”

“Drab but smart, I'd say,” replied
Sue. "I asked Mrs. Emory about him.
Seems he hasn’t been with Mr. Den-
nis very long. Flis former secretary
had to leave because of illness. Mrs.
Emory doesn’t seem to like the new
one much. But then she’s a snap
judgment sort of person.”

“If he doesn’t work out,” suggested
Jimmy, “how about wangling me the
job?”

“How on earth
asked, amazed.

He said, “Well, if you find he isn’t
too satisfactory, what’s wrong with
giving him a shove in the right direc-
tion and me another— provided you’'re
in strong with the old man by then."

Sue said, sharply, “l don’t like
that, even in fun. Jimmy. | can’t go
into a house and plot to get someone
out of it, and you in!”

“Skip it,” said Jimmy, not at all
abashed, “but 1’d do as much for you
if 1 had the chance. Look here, how
about your free time? Do you get
any, and when?”

“l don’t know,” said Sue, “that is,
| don’t know when.”

“Are you permitted to have fol-
lowers?” he inquired sedately.

“That’s the understanding.”

“Just let me know when | can
call,” said Jimmy. “I'll be as demure
as a dove. |I’ll play cribbage with
the old man, sing duets with the elder
daughter and dress dolls with the
younger. I’ll give my cherished cro-
chet patterns to the niece and first
thing you know, I'll have these two
old legs under the dining room table.”

“Jimmy, you’re impossible!”

He said, laughing, “lI’'ve my way
to make and | detest being hungry.”

For the next few days Sue lived in
a ferment of excitement. The sum-
mer clothes in the shops were good
enough to eat. She assembled a
wardrobe in excellent taste and with
an especial charm, reflecting that if
she had to leave the Dennises’ it
would help her get other jobs. Sum-
mer clothes wouldn't be so good in
Manhattan in winter, but there was
always a cruise hostess chance or a
Florida position. She caught herself
up, thinking along these lines. Why
did she always have to look ahead to
the time when the old job ended and
the new one began? Couldn’t she get
herself into the frame of mind which
trusted that this one at least would
be permanent?

“I’l make it permanent,” Sue told
herself, and meant it.

could 1?7 she

at the Dennis house. Sue had
dinner with Dan Hardy. She had not
seen him since that evening at the
lodging house and had told him her
news over the telephone. Now, sitting
opposite him in the restaurant to
which he had taken her. she gave him
chapter and verse, sparkling with ex-
citement and pleasure.

Dan listened to a rapturous nar-
rative in which Mr. Dennis figured
as elderly hero, Miss Henshaw. his
niece, as unknown quantity and the
secretary, Arden, as comic relief, and
smiled, his dark brows raised.

“What’s Arden’s full name? |
knew a chap once at Tech . . . but
no, it couldn't be.”

O N THE night before she reported



“H. Chester Arden.”

“Wonder why he parts his name
in the middle?” murmured Dan and
Sue said, laughing. “Oh, probably it’s
too fancy or not fancy enough.” She
smiled, thinking of Jimmy. Jimmy
had asked the same question and
they had spent a hilarious half hour
thinking of names for poor bespec-
tacled Arden—names ranging from
Hideous and Horrible to Hara-Kiri.

But Dan had forgotten H. Chester.
He said, “So you’'re all set.”

“Yes. At least.” she said doubt-
fully. “I think so. Why?”

“Nothing. It’s just that | hate to
think of you . .. Sue. it is a waste
of time, frittering yourself away on
half a dozen little jobs—¢’

“This isn't a little job!”

“l didn't mean financially. Really
big jobs aren’t necessarily the most
highly paid . . . Look at the people
in laboratories, people of whom you

never hear, people living on very
small salaries and content to plod
along if only they may contribute

something to the world, to a genera-
tion which they themselves may not
live to see . . . As | see it. you'll
be selling your wits and charm . . .
shadowing a couple of spoiled young-
sters. It certainly doesn't call for
the exercise of your intellect.”

HE pretty room seemed less at-
tractive to Sue, and the food had
lost its flavor. She said, exasperated.
“Oh, Dan, why must you be so

serious about everything? If | were
trained— but 1’'m not. | take what I
can get and am glad of it. It’s all

experience. But you—you come along
and make everything seem so futile.”

“I'd like to take things lightly,
catch-as-catch-can. But if you care
for anything as | care for my particu-
lar profession . don’t sit there
looking at me like that! Every hair
on your head snaps at me in defiance!
It’s just that you’re so fine, under-
neath all this experience-veneer you've
acquired. | hate to see you waste
yourself.”

She argued stubbornly, “I’'m not
wasting myself. There is room, or
should be, for a person who can do
a little of everything and nothing
very much!”

His face was lighted with laughter.
He said, “Of course there is—you’ll
make someone a grand wife, some
day, Sue. Certainly if there is a good,
steady market for tact and charm, it
should be in marriage!”

Her eyes changed color and she
felt her heart beat faster. She said,
“I'm not ready for that job yet.”

“When vyou are,” advised Dan
slowly, “be very sure that you in-
tend it to be permanent—that you
don’t think, along with a lot of peo-
ple in this day and age: Well, if 1
don’t suit, or it doesn’t suit me, | can
quit and find another place!”

She asked, a little recklessly, “You
aren’t proposing to me by any
chance, are you, Dan?”

“No,” he replied coolly. “I'm not.
I think you prefer to play a lone
hand. You might starve all by your-
self, but | doubt if you’d starve with
someone else. But— since you've
mentioned it— 1 am perfectly certain
that you know I'm in love with you.”

She felt her color rise, and she
begged him, in the utmost confusion,
“Please, Dan, don’t ... | was just
being silly ... | didn’t mean . . .
Oh, why must you be so darned
serious about everything?”

“It is,” he told her calmly, “the
nature of the beast. Answer me truth-
fully. You do know, don’t you?”

“No,” she said, with an effort.
“l mean ... | wasn’t at all sure.”

Dan asked, with extreme gravity,
“Are you in love with me?”

“Dan, | don’t know. I do like you,
so very much. You—well,” she said
frankly, “I think about you a lot. |
get pretty excited, thinking. If you’d
said anything, on the boat. . .

“There were a lot of things I could
have said,” he told her, and it seemed
to her that his dark eyes were som-
ber, “but it wasn’t fair to you or to
myself to say any of them. | hadn’t
a job, about all the money | had in
the world had been paid out in pas-
sage back to the States. And I’'m not
going to say anything now,” he went
on evenly, “as it wouldn’t make
sense. You've a job at two hundred
a month. It’s a job you’ll hold only
if you're single. 1°'ve a desk position,
which isn’t going to last very long
... and even if it could last forever,
I wouldn't want it. | want to get
back to the work | know and do
best. | may never make a great deal
of money and | may change my job
as often as you’ve changed yours,
with this difference, they’ll always be
related jobs. | wouldn’t ask you to
chance it with me. Sue. And I've a
feeling you wouldn’t want to— unless
you loved me a great deal. Which,
my dear, you do not.”

She thought: He’s perfectly right,
of course. I'm not in love with him.
He—he just disturbs me a little, be-
cause he’s so odd and so different and
so difficult. 1'd be crazy to give up the
Dennis offer just because he asked
me. And as far as that goes. | have
no choice because he didn’t ask me!

Aloud she said simply, “Dan, |
think you’re crazy!”

“l know | am,” he agreed, smiling,
“crazy about you . which won’t
do me any good at all, so we’re not
talking about it. | shall,” he an-
nounced with the utmost serenity,
“get over it. At least, I’ll try!”

She said, “I'm crazy too. but I'd
like us to go on being friends.”

Dan Hardy flung back his dark and
well-shaped head and laughed in gen-
uine amusement. He said, “Do you
really think that if |1 love you, we
can't be friends. Sue?”

She said, bright scarlet, “Yes . . .
no .. .thatis ... I mean—"

“Here’s your dessert. Eat it,” he
advised kindly, “and cool your fe-
vered brow. Suppose | keep it a se-
cret. You can ask the daisies. He
loves me. he loves me not. daisies
won’t tell, 1 won’t either. Not after
tonight. Let’s dance now. Sue. We
haven’t for ages.”

They danced. Once. Then Sue
told him. “No more. I've got to get
back and pack my things. Tomor-
row’s the big day and while no one
told me when | must present myself,
| assume it’s to be bright and early.”

That wasn’t, of course, the reason.
She thought: If | dance with him
the evening through. I'll probably
end by making a fool of myself and
begging him to marry me at once.
I’ end by not going to the Den-
nises’ at all. And I'm not sure that
| love him. Not the least bit sure!

So she said, “Be a sweet lamb and
take me home, Dan.”

HE slept rather badly that night.

At Mrs. Larsen's brownstone door
Dan had said. “lI won’t be seeing you,
will 1?” and she had checked the
eager “Why not?” on her lips and re-
plied carelessly.

“l understand, like all good do-
mestic help. I am permitted time off
—which probably won’t hold true of
the country. But anyway. . . .” and
now her recklessness returned, “I’'m
permitted followers.”

“You’ll have them,” prophesied
Dan. Then he looked at her specu-
latively, said, with gravity and self-
reproach, *“l shouldn’t do this,”

[Continued on page 78]
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Yes, every canary needs yeast! Too often, their song and health
are ruined by faulty diets, lacking in the essentials that only
yeast can supply. Science has proved it! That's why French’s
now contains yeast!

In French’s, the yeast is in the Bird Biscuit, free in every package
of French’s Bird Seed. It’s the right way to feed canaries yeast. They
like the Bird Biscuit and eat it freely. Thus, they get the full bene-
fits of the yeast, correctly-proportioned in a food they really enjoy.

Yeast in French’s tones up the canary’s system naturally. It
keeps him regular . . . quickens digestion . . . encourages
the appetite . . . aids in warding off colds and sup-

plies vitamins that tend to prolong life. In a

word, it makes your canary feel like singing.
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Puffles with Spiced APPle B«n-«
Creamed Green P

ot Bran Muffins and Butte
neapple and Raspberry ice

Macaroons

(or Apricot Whip)
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Salmon

T’S REALLY a “splurge” dinner.

Yet you can serve this sumptuous
feast without pocketbook pinching.

Here’s the secret—the delicious new
entrees of Canned Salmon are so very
inexpensive. Because the entree costs
you less, you can spend more on your
dessert, salad, and other dishes!

Main dishes like Salmon Puffles are
crammed with nourishment for you,
too. Canned Salmon, you see, is a great
foundation food. Like meat and eggs,
salmon contains a rich store of the
protein we need daily to restore worn
out body tissues. Like milk, too, it is
rich in calcium and phosphorus needed
for sound teeth, strong bones.

And Canned Salmon—uwith its vita-
mins A and G and rare sunshine
vitamin D, iodine which helps prevent

mon

GC rolz

Carolyn Evans’ Recipe for
Salmon Puffles with Spiced Apple Rings

I To 1 cup medium white sauce, add 1
m thsp. each scraped onion, chopped
I parsley, 2 chopped hard-cooked eggs,
I 172 tsp. salt, dash paprika. Drain and
I flake 2 cups (1 Ib.) Canned Salmon
mm and add to mixture, reserving \2 cup
salmon for decoration. Make pastry
by cutting % cup shortening into 2 cups
flour, v2 tsp. salt, adding enough cold
water to barely hold mixture together.
Chill pastry, roll thin, cut into six 5-inch
squares or rounds. Place a large spoonful
of salmon mixture on half of each piece,
fold over, seal edges with fork. Make
three slits across each turnover, insert a
salmon flake in each slit. Glaze tops with
equal parts egg yolk and milk. Bake in
hot oven (450° F.) for 20 min.

For apple rings, core three large cook-
ing apples, and cut into thirds across
apple. Place rings in baking pan ; cover
each with 2 tbsps. brown sugar, 1 tbsp.
tomato catsup. Bake in moderate oven
(350° F.) for 30 min. turning apples
often. Serve hot or cold. Serves 6.

goitre—is also a “protective” food.

Serve salmon dinners and lunches

often. Booklet of salmon entree recipes
FREE. Canned Salmon Industry, 1440
Exchange Building, Seattle, Wash.

CANNED SALMON?cIr
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hooked a long hard arm around her,
pulled her to him, kissed her once,
hard and briefly, and then, without
further word or gesture, ran down
the steps and walked off.

Thinking it over afterward, Sue
concluded that this episode was the
most exciting. There she went
again, using that shopworn word in
connection with Dan! What made
him exciting? Not his dark good
looks, which weren’t good looks at
all but merely an originality of fea-
ture, not his personality, the reverse
of gay and casual—except at odd mo-
ments when he could be more casual
than any human being she had hither-
to encountered. That was it, his un-
expectedness.

She told herself severely: Sue
Hamilton, you’re a little moron lying
awake like this thinking about a man
who says he loves you but that you
don't love him and that he wouldn't
marry you anyway! Perhaps it’s just
a line. You go to sleep, or you’ll look
like a hag in the morning.

N MAY first, she presented her-
O self at nine o'clock at the Dennis
door, looking very fresh and crisp and
charming. The taxi man carried her
brand-new suitcase and hat box and
delivered them to the ancient butler,
whose name was Joseph. After which
a bell was pressed and a brawny
young house man appeared to assist
the driver with Sue’s equally new
trunk.

Mr. Arden appeared, made her a
curious little speech which appeared
half inevitable formality and half
genuine friendliness, and presented
her to Mrs. Gadman. commonly called
Gadjet, as Sue afterward learned.
Mrs. Gadman was the housekeeper.
She was old, stooped, gray, thin as a
wisp and gentle as a dove. It was
she who took Sue to her room and
explained that the young ladies had
gone to school, Mr. Dennis was down-
town and Miss Elsie was not up yet.

The house was bigger than it
looked from the outside, and ascend-
ing in the little self-operating eleva-
tor to the third floor, Gadjet explained
to Sue that Mr. Dennis’ suite was
on the second floor, as was Mr.
Arden’s room. On the third Sally
and Mary had their quarters, two
bedrooms, a little living room and a
shared bath. There was Elsie’s room
and bath, Sue’s and a guest room.
On the fourth floor, the domestic
service staff.

Sue’s room was small but quite de-
lightful, with rosy walls and turquoise
blue draperies, small, deep chairs, a
three-quarter bed, book shelves, am-
ple closet space, an extension tele-
phone and a secretary-desk.

She had most of the day in which
to unpack. She saw Elsie at luncheon
time, but Elsie was going out and
stopped merely to nod to her, casual-
ly, en route to the door. Mr. Dennis
had not returned and Sue and H.
Chester Arden lunched alone in the
lovely dining room.

The girls, he told Sue, lunched at
their school. They would be home
shortly after four. He expected Mr.
Dennis in by tea time.

After luncheon Sue escaped and
went upstairs to write to Jimmy and
to Helen Elliot. Around four o’clock
the small house telephone on the shelf
rang. It was Arden, very brisk and
competent. Mr. Dennis had returned

and would Miss Hamilton join them
for tea in the library?

Sue rushed to the mirror, did the
necessary things and, scorning the
elevator, ran down the two flights to
the library floor. Joseph opened the
door for her and Mr. Dennis rose
from behind his desk.

He said, smiling, “I'm glad to see
you. Sue. You don’t mind if I call
you that? This is not a formal house-
hold, although my very efficient sec-
retary tries to make it so,” he added
twinkling, “and | need not tell you
how deeply I hope you will be con-
tent with us. The girls will be in
presently. Would you,” he asked her,
“pour tea? You might as well know
now as later that | take it strong,
with three lumps of sugar.”

Sue poured, lifting the heavy silver
pot. The china was Sevres, delicate
and colorful, and the old spoons were
worn very thin. There was cinnamon
toast and dripping crumpets and she
sighed aloud. “I’ll put on weight!”

“You can afford to. | don’t approve
of this modern mania of over-slen-
derness,” said her employer. “Mary,
bless her, worries me considerably by
trying to lose weight. | keep assur-
ing her it’s merely puppy fat, but the
term neither convinces nor appeals to
her. How much do you weigh?”

“A hundred and five.”

He said calmly, “We’ll put ten
pounds on you in no time.”

“Oh,” cried Sue. “l hope not! All
my lovely new clothes!”

“Mrs. Gadman is an excellent
seamstress,” said Dennis mildly.

They were laughing together when
Elsie came in. She glanced fleet-
ingly at Sue behind the tea tray, her
expression perfectly readable. Sue
asked, “Tea, Miss Henshaw?” and
when Elsie, looking not at her but at
Arden, said, “Ring for Joseph, will
you, Chester, and ask him for some
iced tea?” Sue felt her color rice.

She said, disarmingly, “As you
weren’t here, | thought 1°d substitute
for you,” and was rewarded by Elsie’s
patronizing smile. As a matter of
fact, Elsie disliked pouring daily tea.
It smacked of duty and meant being
on time. But she had resented Sue’s
place behind the low round table. As
long as Sue had the common sense to
recognize that it wasn’t her place,
thought Elsie, she could pour till
doomsday in welcome.

Sally and Mary came in without
ceremony. Mr. Dennis made the nec-
essary introductions and Sue shook
hands with her new responsibilities
and suffered their appraising eyes
smilingly.

Sally was tall and slender, with fly-
away yellow hair and the bright blue
Dennis eyes. She looked a little like
Elsie, but with much more color and
life. She was pleasant to Sue, but
Sue sensed a rather definite hostility.
Mary, on the other hand, was frankly
sullen and Sue preferred it. Much
better to know what you face, she
thought. Mary was tall for her age
and very nearly fat. Lumpy, at the
best. She had brown hair, dark eyes
and features more or less obscured by
the roundness of her face. She said,
“Hello,” jerkily and escaped to sit on
her grandfather’s knee.

Elsie watched, smiling, from her
corner. Arden watched too and Sue
felt like an animal being put through
its paces, under all those watching
eyes. Only those of Charles Dennis
were friendly, without reservation.

OR the next few weeks, until the
FDennises moved to Long Island.
Sue considered honestly that she
didn’t earn her salt, much less her aft-
ernoon tea and two hundred a month.
She drove with the girls to school, to

[Continued on page 81\






FOOD FASHIONS FOR SNOWY DAYS

The faithful biscuit in three new styles! corn and
salmon Loaf . . . baking powder biscuit, with fish and
vegetable trimmings — a delicious, busy-day, one-dish
meal. Blackberry Shortcake ... thatwandering biscuit
recipe again. With fruit and whipped cream, it's a
new style in shortcake ensembles! ANd— cocoa Scones
. . . biscuits again, this time glorified as a tea-bread.

These recipes are packed in your Pillsbury’s Best bag!

Good cooks demand Pillsbury’s Best for two good
reasons. First, a never-changing, unfailing, all-purpose
flour. Second, a collection of original and economical
recipes, packed in every bag, changed frequently.

Pillsbury’s Best is not a one-wheat flour. It is milled
from a "balanced” blend of fine wheats, perfect for all
baking. Also, Pillsbury’s Best is in "enzyme-balance”
(ask your doctor), which means that all the rich
food-energy of the wheat is in easily digestible form.
Entertain confidently! Send for “ 21 SuccesHful Little Dinners,” Mary Ellis Ames*

new 48- page booklet of menus, party suggestions, recipes. Send 10c (coin, not
stamps), to Dept. 31, Pillshury Flour Mills, Minneapolis. (Offeredin U.S.A.only.)
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Mary’s obvious resentment, and she
called for them. She took them to a
movie they wanted to see and to the
dentist’s and the doctor's for their
spring going over. She shopped with
them on Saturdays for their summer
things, the tacit understanding being
that while they were old enough to
know what they wanted, they must
be gently guided in their choice.

HE first-name stage had been easi-

ly reached. Mr. Dennis had called
her Sue from the beginning and Mary
was the next to follow him. Her
hostility was only a veneer of sus-
picion. She was afraid of being
laughed at, she had all the delicate
terrors, the heartbreaking anxieties of
adolescence and she suffered because
of Sally’s seniority and good looks.
She, Mary, was plain and fat and
therefore would rather be dead, or so
she exclaimed passionately to Sue one
hot May evening when, wandering
into Sue’s room, she found her writ-
ing letters.

“You aren’t plain,” denied Sue,
calmly surveying her. “You have
very fine eyes and nice eyebrows.
You have good teeth. And you’ll
have a good skin when you stop
smearing it with all sorts of creams
which won’t do it any good until you
start working at it from the inside
out. Diet, water, air, exercise, sleep

You’ll be amazed at the result
and then you can use all your beloved
creams with impunity. As for being
fat, part of it is your age and part of
it is laziness, too many sodas and too
many boxes of candy. You can diet
without starving to death, you know,
and it’s worth it. When you’re Sally’s
age, you’ll be very pretty.”

“Oh, Sue!” cried Mary, with a gasp
of pure rapture. Then she added tim-
idly, “Do you mind if 1 call you
that?”

“No,” said Sue, “I don’t, | like it.”
She looked at the fat little girl with
a twinkle of pure amusement.

“Don’t worry, Mary,” she said,
“you’ll be a knockout one of these
days. And moreover you won’t have
to rely just on your looks. You like
to read, you’re intelligent. You’l
have just what it takes, you wait and
see. But don’t wait with your hands
folded. Work for what you want, no
one ever got anything without work-
ing—"”

“Sally does,” said Mary, quivering.

“Do you remember Sally three
years ago, when she was fourteen?”

“Of course | do, of all the mean,
nasty—”

“Wait a minute. What did she
look like?”

“Oh,” said Mary, “she was thin,
her feet and hands were too big and

she wore braces—Ilike 1’'m wearing
now—on her front teeth.”

“Well,” said Sue triumphantly,
“Sally worked, didn’t she? And time
made a difference. You're just prov-
ing it to me. Of course there must
be material with which to work. Sally
had it. So have you. And | recom-
mend that you do a little thinking
about exercise and diet, soap and wa-
ter. 1’ll help you all I can. s it a
bargain— just between us two?”

“Oh,” cried Mary, in an ecstasy of
excitement and gratitude, “you’re
such a darling, Sue. Sally and Elsie
— | detest Elsie, she reminds me of a
faded snake,” said Mary vehemently,
“they say you’re calculating and want
to worm your way into Grandfather's
good graces.”

“Mary, keep still,” began Sue firm-
ly, but Mary did not even hear her.

“And Elsie said she wouldn’t be a
bit surprised if you were trying to
marry Grandfather; that’s very silly
because he’s an old, old man,” she
commented disdainfully. “Anyway,
| don’t believe a word of it. | do like
you, Sue, | think you’re swell.”

So that’s what they think, is it,
thought Sue, with an uprush of anger.
Aloud she said, “That’s fine, Mary,
| like you too. Run along now, like
agood girl. | must finish my letters.”

When Mary had departed, Sue
chewed her pen and considered. She
thought: If | had an ounce of proper
pride, 1’'d up and quit this instant. |
haven’t the ounce, it seems, she went
on thoughtfully, because I'm so mad
I’ll stay till doomsday if only to
prove they’re wrong. Well, I've one
friend at court anyway!

She shook her red head and settled
down to finish her letter to Jimmy.
She had seen him two or three times
since coming to the Dennises. He
was, unfortunately, free mornings,
and after Sue had taken the girls to
school she had practically nothing to
do until they returned again.

She had not seen Dan at all, but he
had written her. She left his letter
until the last, pondering over her re-
ply, tearing up sheet after sheet, try-
ing to infuse the written words with
just the right light touch. He had
asked her to have dinner with him
before she went away. He had some-
thing to tell her.

UE procured time off without any

difficulty and went out to dine with
Dan a few days before she left for
Long Island. She had a good deal to
tell him about her platinum-lined job.
Was she, he inquired, happy in it?
Sue, nodding vigorously, assured him
that she was.

Then he asked, “Where is Mr.
Dennis’ country place?”

She told him, and Dan said, “Well,
you’ll be seein’ me.”

“Dan, what do you mean? What’s
happened to your job?”

“Oh, | didn’t mean 1’d turn up ask-
ing for a place as under-gardener,” he
assured her, “but there’s a new road
going through your district down
there, complete with ramps and land-
scaping and State Police quarters, one
of the last links in the chain. |'ve
the job of seeing it through. 1 begin
next month and | won't be living far
away, so perhaps if you’re a very
good girl your boss will let me call
at the back gate now and then.”

“Dan, that’s perfectly wonderful!”
she exclaimed, and showed him such
starry eyes that he looked at her
gravely and shook his head.

“None of your wiles, woman,” he
said sternly.

“l wasn’t wiling,” she told him in-
dignantly. “I’'m just glad, that’s all.”

“Seen your little friend Jimmy of
late?” inquired Dan.

\Continued on page 82]
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You will find Saraka pleasant to take—and
pleasant after taking. The action of Saraka is
thorough but not violent. Most people say
they have no feeling o f having taken alaxative.

around you, you see people
who are healthy — happy. And you
wonder why you should be the unlucky
one afflicted with habitual constipation.

Perhaps the answer is— lack of exer-
cise! You don’t have the time for out-
door sport. Or perhaps your diet is
lacking in needed bulk. So the intestinal
muscles become weak . . . flabby.

Strengthens Muscles
Let Saraka help you overcome habit-
ual constipation. Unlike ordinary lax-
atives, Saraka* does not make weak in-
testinal muscles still weaker. Instead it
exercises those muscles . . . encourages
them to become strong workers for your
better health. Most users are reminded
ofhealthychildhoodwhen chronic consti-
pation was something never thought of.

Inside the intestines, the tiny Saraka
granules absorb water. Gradually they
e-x-p-a-n-d into soft, smooth BULK.
W hich is just what the intestinal mus-
cles need. Automatically they respond
to this increase in bulk. They expand
— contract — exercise. And
makes them stronger.

exercise

Bulk Plus M otility*

To make sure that the extra bulk
keeps in motion, Saraka contains a spe-
cially prepared cortex frangula— which
mildly stimulates the intestinal muscles
to healthful activity. So you have Bulk
Plus Motility, a combination which is
not found in ordinary laxatives.

Ask your doctor about Saraka. We
are confident that he will tell you it is
so safe that it may be taken every day if
necessary. You will find Saraka at your
druggist’s. Or mail the coupon today
for the special trial-size tin. It’s free.

SCHERING CORPORATION
Dept. 282, Bloomfield, N. J.

Canadian Address: Scherinjj (Canada) Ltd.,
P. O. Box 358, Montreal, Que

I should like to try this new way to combat
constipation. 'Please send me the special trial-
size tin of Saraka.

ADDRtSS

*Reg. U. S. Pat. Off.
Copyright 1936, Scherinpr Corporation
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She was a little disconcerted by the
change of subject but rallied bravely.

"Oh. a couple of times. He's com-
ing for tea the day before we leave.”

Jimmy came to tea and ingratiated
himself with Mr. Dennis. Elsie and
the two girls. Elsie. Sue noticed from
behind the tea service, regarded him
with interest and exhibited her spe-
cial slow smile for him at intervals.
Mr. Dennis frankly enjoyed him and
he was attentive to both youngsters.
Sally tossed her fly-away curls and
preened and even Mary came out of
her shell. Only H. Chester Arden,
sitting in a corner like Jack Horner,
put in his thumb now and then and
if what he pulled out was a plum, he
looked at it with distaste. It was
evident that Jimmy was too frivolous
for H. Chester.

Toward Sue, Jimmy behaved as an
old friend, one who regarded her with
fraternal affection. As this was an
attitude which she certainly had not
encountered in him hitherto. Sue was,
not unnaturally, impressed.

However, she accompanied him to
lhe hallway when he took his depar-
ture and there he seized her hands in
a far from fraternal grip.

“You're sitting pretty, darling. " he
murmured, “and there’s a place here
for me. I'm sure of it. Give Arden
a kick for me, will you. and hasten
his departure. ’'Bye. Be seein' you
soon.”

“Not till fall,” she said sadly.

"Don’t count on that. Toots." said
Jimmy gayly. “Or didn’t you hear
Mr. Dennis say kindly. ‘Perhaps
sometime you will come and spend a
v.eek-end with us. We want Sue to
feel that she is free to have her own
guests, you know.””

"Jimmy! | hope you refused!”

“Have | gone nerts? 1 accepted.
And | won’t let him forget that. Con-
sider yourself kissed. Adios."

Jimmy, reflected Sue. was impos-
sible. And great fun.

HE exodus to Long Island was ac-
Tcomplished by means of automo-
biles and trains. Gadjet went ahead
to see that everything was in order.
The cook, chambermaid and Joseph
departed in one car. right after lunch-
eon, and were driven by Frank, the
handy man. The family went in the
big car with the chauffeur, all except
Arden, who drove his own car.

The place was on the Xorth side of
the Island. It was called, without
much imagination, “Shoreglen.” and
was really very attractive. There
were over fifty acres, a sandy white
beach, a dock and boat house. The
house itself was very comfortable and
hideous after the fashion of archi-
tecture fifty or sixty years ago. It
was of frame, large and sprawling,
with mansard roofs, a porte-cochere
and great porches.

Sue settled quickly into the routine
of the house. She swam with the
girls, rode with them, played tennis
with them, hiked with Mary and kept
an eye on her younger charge’s diet.
She went with them to several garden
and dancing parties during that first
month and acquitted herself as their
unofficial hostess. The place was al-
ways full of young people, and there
were week-end guests, generally Sally’s
friends, and youngsters for lunch and
dinner and tea.

H. Chester, in the country, aston-
ished her. He seemed a great deal

more human. He played an excellent
game of tennis and swam well. As
time went on and July drew near,
their activities lessened and he spent
a good deal of time with Sue.

One day, lying out on the raft, Sue.
beautifully tanned and very pretty in
her brief green suit, asked him:

"Would you tell me something?"

"Of course.”

Without his spectacles H. Chester
was much more personable. He
beamed upon her almost fraternally.

“You'll think me very curious. But
it's your first name. What does the
H. stand for?”

He said, and laughed suddenly,
looking very much younger and more
attractive. "I tell very few people.
Will you promise me that it will re-
main a secret?"

Sue crossed her fingers and mur-
mured fervently. “l promise.” But
she made reservations. Dan and
Jimmy. They didn’t count.

“Heronimus!"

W ithout a sound, until she splashed.
Sue rolled off the raft. When she
came up. her brown face glistening.
Arden reached down and helped her
clamber up on the raft again.

He said. “Pretty bad. isn’t it?"

“1 think it’s grand!” She laughed
all over her little face. And then be-
cause the day was so clear and fine,
the water so exhilarating and her job
such fun. she mourned. "But | can't
call you that!”

“Chester’s all right. I've been
waiting.”

RESSING. Sue told herself in
D some amazement: | believe he's
loosening up. Perhaps | hastened it
a little. Perhaps it was a mistake.
| don’t know. Heronimus! Wait till
Jimmy hears that!

He wouldn’t have to wait long. He
had managed what Sue believed to be
impossible—the invitation to Shore-
glen. She had had no intention of
asking him. but Jimmy was too clever
for her. He had spent a good deal of
time in second-hand bookstores after
his first call. For during his hour un-
der the Dennis roof he had heard his
host mention an old book which his.
booksellers had not been able to pro-
cure for him. Jimmy, searching as-
siduously. had turned it up. had put
a deposit of two dollars on it. beaten
the obscure bookseller down from
seven dollars to five, borrowed three
from a temporarily solvent friend and
sent the book off to Long Island with
a graceful little note.

Mr. Dennis was charmed at such
consideration in one so young. "De-
lightful young man,” he said to Sue.
“Why don't you ask him down?”

She had a thousand excuses on the
lip of her tongue—there were other
guests, she didn't wish to impose. . . .

"Nonsense,” he said. He smiled at
her affectionately. “Can't | ever per-
suade you to consider yourself at
home here? Ask him by all means.”

She did so. with misgivings, and
Jimmy drove down the following
week in a battered car which he had
borrowed from a friend. He stayed
the week-end. devoted himself to Mr.
Dennis, to Arden's annoyance, and
was so charming to Mary that she
suffered all the thrilling and pleasant
throes of her first crush. He golfed
with Elsie, played tennis with Sally
and was brotherly toward Sue. And
departed when his week-end was over,
secure in the knowledge that Dennis
had asked him to come back, any
time. "Just ring us up,” he said
cordially. “We can always fit you in.”

Sue was a little dashed by Jimmy’s
neglect of her and more than a little
irritated by the reason for it. He
had confided it to her one day on the

[Continued on page 87]
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NAILRE IS STINGY WITH TGOH BNAIVEL

This Beautiful Enamel, Once Worn Away, Never Grows Back.. NEVER.!

ECAUse o.

Reooat gently flcets film
—irstead of soudding |ta%/

ECAUbc W, 17" N'-
Ryxrkr, vilh nasstp simbes
gnsad poaes Hha

cLwfs * FESIHENT ICDHPSIE
7 acone contans IHUM

P
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Protect precious enamel
..win flashing new luster
and Be Safe . .. change
to Pepsodent Tooth Paste
containing IRIUM!

Nature is lavish in restoring skin, hair, nails.
But She’s terribly stingy with tooth enamel.
Once you allow it to be injured, or you
permit film to start its deadly decay, enamel
can never grow back —never.

That is why the discovery of IRIUM has
caused such a sensation in the dentifrice
world. The flashing new luster it brings
with safety is causing new thousands every
day to change to Pepsodent, the only tooth
paste containing IRIUM.

Acts on new principle

Instead of acting on enamel with scrub -hard
friction, Pepsodent containing irium softens the
tough film that forms and glues itself on teeth
and gunrs. Then gently lifts and floats it away—
polishes the enamel to a brilliant sparkle you have
never even seen before—and imparts a new, firm,
refreshed feeling to the guns.

You get a new taste-thrill out of eating, drink-
ing, smoking! And bad breath--—- caused by
film on teeth which ordinary tooth pastes fail to
remove completely—is no longer a worry to you!
For the first time, you know what cleanliness of
mouth, teeth and gums really means!

Be safe every day of your life! Get results alweys
hoped for but never experienced with a dentifrice
—and get themwithsafety! Change to Pepsodent
Tooth Paste containing irium.

All Pepsodknt now on sale contairs irium.
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'“GOD'S COUNTRY AND THE WOMAN"

Beverly Roberts is known in Hollywood as being
even more radiantly alluring off the screen (if that’s
possible) than on!

Miss Roberts says "Allure is mainly due to vitality.
It seems to light one up from within! | keep mine by

daily outdoor exercise . . .

that’s secret No. 1.

"Then comes plenty of sleep. And of course | eat
simpley nourishing foods, such as Quaker Puffed

QUAKER PUFFED WHEAT

'‘BhSaJzftaAt oft thu. S-taAj **

"IS
COURSE, THAT IS
ALSO THE QUESTIONS, "IS

IT REFLECT EXACTLY THE SPIRIT

c ttv w oJjouZ

T’'S a funny thing but when | walk

into a house | always look first at
[he pictures, miss them if they aren’t
there, and study them when they are
(here. Somehow, to me, they are the
index of any home; that is, of course,
if they have been chosen because peo-
ple wanted them, and not just hung
because they were wedding presents.

I remember one picture | bought
when | was a freshman at college. It
went through all the fun and tribula-
tions of school with me and right

ck/eAub kelp Jp>*ith&

FOR HER PARTIES

ST. PATRICK'S FUN—10c. A new party.
A paddy party—l0c. For St. Patrick’s.
A blarney party-10c. Stunts for all.
bridge parties—25c. A St. Patrick’s
bridge— just one of 12 smart parties.
GAMES | LIKE TO PLAY-20c. They amuse
Neysa McMein’s guests. Why not
try them at your next party?

PARTIES FOR THE BRIDE-20C. An Irish
linen shower is one of many others.
the YOUNGER SET-15c. For the teens
the gay, boisterous fun they love.

IT STRAIGHT?" OF
IMPORTANT, BUT THERE ARE
IT RIGHT?" "DOES

h

ROOM?"
OF CHOOSING,

I WANT IN MY

i/loul/ipuZzZ otM t?

along into my first job. It saw me
through a terrific bout of homesick-
ness once, and when | first went
abroad, it went too.

I've learned a lot about pictures
since then; new schools of art have
come into being; there are new fash-
ions in framing and hanging pictures.
All of them interest me, as they in-
terest everyone who has a home. And
I know that interest can be turned
into knowledge. There are ways of
being self-taught in the matter of art

om jity u Wii/i
FOR HER PANTRY

SANDWICH secrets—10c. Canapes, open-
faced, hearty, and bridge sandwiches.
party drinks—10c. Hot punches, tall
fruit drinks and sundae recipes.

SALADS—10c. Fresh, new combinations.

FOR HER GARDEN

A GARDEN PRIMER-IOc. How to begin
and maintain a flower garden,

ROCK AND WALL GARDENS—10c. Plan,
build and plant one to fit your garden.
bulbs—l10c. Fall and spring varieties.

ckilctu ift u/ktaz ifou A& cjaboutlds

“l use McCall’s constantly in my clas-
ses, assigning specific reports from
Dr. McCollum’s articles, and various
other departments.”
E.B., Neward, Dela.
“l have given so many entertaining
parties with your booklets—now I
wonder if you will help me again?”
Mrs. E.G.P., Minneapolis, Minn.
“l found the article on table setting,
favors and decorations just exactly
what | wanted.”
P.K.L., Johnstown, Pa.

“l was able completely to transform
a dull living room with the curtains
you advised. Let me express my ap-
preciation and thanks for your help.”
F.0.G., Williamsport, Pa.

“May | congratulate you on those
lovely Homemaking covers in color?”
M.O., Rutland, Vt.

“l am delighted with the Home of the
Month. | have received many ideas,
and | plan to incorporate these in our
new home which will soon be built.”
Mrs. D. C. B., Commerce, Tex.

TURES, GRAPHICALLY TOLD IN OUR NEW
TRATED BOOKLET, ALL ABOUT PICTURES-25c.

WE HAVE FOR YOU THE WHOLE STORY
FRAMING AND HANGING PIC-

ILLUS-

for your home. If the woman’s club
in your town hasn’t already sponsored
an exhibit, get right about it, for that
is one way to keep informed of trends
in art. Pictures are permanent in-
vestments, so select them with care.

Try this experiment. Go outside,
come in your front door and look at
the pictures in your house. Is there
a good reason for every one? Does
each help tell the story of your
house? Are they all your friends? |
do hope so, for you live with them.

FOR HER HOUSE

ALL ABOUT KITCHENS-I5c. Make your
workroom a cheerful, efficient place.
PUT FURNITURE IN ITS PLACE-lOc. How to
make the most of your living room.
ALL ABOUT LAUNDERING—30c. Modern
ways of washing and ironing at home.
ALL ABOUT CURTAINS-20c. You can de-
sign. cut, make and hang curtains.
all about slip covers-20c. Directions
for making chair covering and pillows.
McCALL'S SPENDING PLAN-25¢c. A ne W
budget bank with income control plan.

“Would you please pass along to the
proper person thanks for the timely
suggestions about washing woolens?”
D.S., Dartmouth. X. D.
“The marlows have been a great joy
to us. They are so easy to prepare
and so delicious that we want all our
friends to enjoy them too.”
Mrs. M.E.S., New York City.
“We would like suggestions, please,
for a club. My daddy has let us fix
part of the garage for a club house.”
J.R., Tahlequah, OKla.

Send all orders for booklets, requests for help and comments to MODERN HOMEMAKER, McCall's, Dayton, O.
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add new case...

There i* a new thrill of plcaturc await-
ing your first glimpse of the smooth,
clean lines and the gleaming, modern
beauty of the new 1937 Wcstinghousc

Naw Features

more pleasure
to Electric Cooking

Electric Ranges.

but, beauty is truly "more than skin
deep” in these simplified and improved

new models.

The many advanced features ottered
by Wecstinghousc for 1937 set » new
“high" in the time-saving, ease and con-
venience of electric cooking. They con-
tribute further to dependably successful
cooking results and they make it more

economical than ever.

Treat yourself to a private preview of
your new 1937 Wocstinghousc Range.
You can see it at the nearest Wcsting-
housc retailer's store. Then let him tell
you how easy he can make it for you to
start at once to enjoy the carefree pleas-

ures of modern electric cooking.

The Emperor — style and beauty leader o fthe 10 advanced models in the 1937 Westinghouse line.

Cuts
Q>sts

8% 104610

NEW 1937 WESTINGHOUSE ELECTRIC RANGES ...

combine in new and greater measure those kitchen-proved features women say they like best

1. New Clock — New Surface Lighting. ..
Entire cooking surface brightly illumi-
nated— front controls on clocks make
automatic cooking simpler than ever.
2. New Curved One-piece Top ... Smooth,
rounded-corner cooking top offers greater
ease in cleaning and improved design.
3. New Switch A larkings End Guesswork. ..
You can always see at a glance the exact
heat position o f each surface unit.

fouAt ntcc&

Q Westinghouse

4. One-piece, llum inated Oven ... All porce-
lain enamel with corners rounded for easy
cleaning and with flat-bar, non-tip shelves
for greater convenience.

5. New and Faster Oven Units...Give
faster and better broiling, even heat
balance for greater speed and better
results in baking.

6. New Single D ial Oven Heat Control. ..
Greater case and simplicity of operation

accomplished by new combination oven
switch and temperature control.

7. Super-accurate Oven Tem perature Controls

. “Lifetime” thermostats maintain
identical temperatures, insure exaedy the
same results every time.

8. New Oven Heat Evener... Insures
proper heat distribution to all parts of
oven, prevents foods burning on bottom.

NEW FREE BOOK FOR YOU

WIStINt.HOUSt: IU< IKK A

KAMI

ADDIU 4b

MANUFACTURING CO
Dtp* 11y, Hintidii, Oluvt

Send my Copy of >our U«<k de-cribing
the 10 tk-w I'»7 Weitingh jute Electric Kinyo.




Na nally
famous authority known u. thoritytn
on etiquette cooking Arddlens

IDEAL SPRING PARTY

FEATURING P e a ch D ow n sid e ™~ U p C a k e

A PARTY, planned by
Fmily Post and Betty
Crocker. That’s news!
Big news. All over the
country, between now
and summer,

arties will be

eld, follow-

ing the sugges-

tions contained

intheir folder.

< A e e [/

-inside every sack
of GOLD MEDAL
"Kitchen-tested" FLOUR

(Now at your grocer’s)

YOU COULDN'T FIND two greater authorities, to give you
suggestions on a party, than Emily Post and Betty Crocker.

Their complete Suggestions are given in the folder shown
here. Novel ideas. A happy menu. Recipes.

And when you make the good things for the party, includ-
ing the cake pictured, use Gold Medal Flour, the flour the
recipes were planned for.

This is important! Did you know that avery large percentage
of all baking “failures” are due to using flour that is not uni-
form? You can see how important it is to use uniform flour.

Every single batch of Gold Medal Flour is tested by Betty
Crocker’s staff of experts under home conditions, to make sure
of perfect results in baking cakes, pies, pastries, bread. No
batch failing to come up torigid standards is ever put into sacks.

Over 300,000 wonen, in one month, are estimated to have
changedto Gold Medal kitchen-tested” Flour. Isn’t that agood
InCII\I/C:;ISQ g&{ﬁ%ar%ﬁelpaba{s;kmgf GOId I\/bda] Flour THE FEATURE ofBetty Crocker-Emily Post’s “IdealSpring Party” is this Peach "Downside-Up Cake"you see here.

As good as it looks! This cake was baked by Betty Crocker herself, using Gold M edalFlour and the recipe given in the

yourself. .. in Oerr to Inprove your bak|n97 folder. Whetheryou are going to have a party or not, serve this cake. Yourfam ily w illpraise your cooking—and you!

PARTY QUESTIONS ANSWERED FOR YOU

WHAT TYPE OF SERVICE shall you have? What kind of table WhyNotNow?
decorations? What color scheme? What will you serve? What will be This slogan has
the food "high spot” of the party? All these questions, and others, g:z”erf:m'gasf to
are answered for you in a novel, entertaining fashion in the folder American home-
Betty Crocker and Emily Post have prepared for you. m'r'kklg?%al?iatvf

All the suggestions offered in this booklet are in the mood ofspring, gf;' will proba-
early spring—the season we are now approaching. 2('/:”(136"“;'25:
Let Emily Post and Betty Crocker make your party a success. Get ; ahy ”b"y‘ now'?

PINEAPPLE UPSIDE-DOWN cake is ~ THE HUMBLE PRUNE isglorified in  their party folder, and take advantage of the ingenious ideas they give S Company of General Mills purn Mcin'n"ezzgr

another variation of the upside-down  this mighty-fine-tasting “Prune Upside-  you. A copy of the folder is enclosed inside every sack of the famous i lis, Minn___The phrase “Kitchen-tested” is a

recipe given in the folder above. It’'s a Down Cake.” Make it the way Betty : X registered trade-mark of General Mills, Inc.

delightful novelty. Why not serve it? Crocker does. Recipe in the folder above. Gold Medal "Kitchen-tested" Flour, which your grocer sells . . .

3708 Copyright 1937. by General Mills. Inc

WHEN YOU WANT ADELICIOUS CAKE OR PASTRY. OR ANY KIND OF BREAD. REMEMBER THE EASIEST WAY OF ALL ISTO ORDER IT FROM YOUR GROCER OR YOUR BAKER
DIRECT. YOUR BAKER TODAY, WITH TRULY PROFESSIONAL SKILL. TRANSFORMS WHEAT. OUROUTSTANDING SOURCE OF FOOD-ENERGY. INTO DELICIOUS, NUTRITIOUS
FOODS FOR YOUR TABLE. BAKED FOODS FROM YOUR BAKER ARE DELICIOUS. ECONOMICAL. COMPLETELY WHOLESOME. SERVETHEM GENEROUSLY EVERY MEAL I



THE HIGH ROAD

[Continued from page 82]

beach, during a swim. He hugged
his knees, looked out across the water
and said calmly, “Of course, my
angel, you will realize that | pay no
attention to you whatever. But there
are reasons. Your friend Elsie is one.
She would resent attention to anyone
but herself. And it is diplomatic to
be attentive to one’s host. When |
have established my footing more
firmly, I’'ll make up for lost time. |
loathe wasting moonlight and roses,
but—well, you’ll not suffer by it.”

She said indignantly, “I’'m not suf-
fering now, Jimmy Bates. Of all the
cold-blooded, calculating— "

“Hush,” he said gently, “you deep-
ly wrong me.” He waved a hand at
Sally, picking her way across the
sand. “Race you to the raft, young
lady,” he challenged her.

On Monday he had gone and every-
one missed him and admitted it, ex-
cept Sue. She didn't miss him, she
told herself crossly, he was the limit

. all he wanted was free meals, a
comfortable bed and entertainment
without paying for it. He made her
sick. But it was dull without him.

HAT Monday night there was the
Tmoon which Jimmy had deplored
as wasted. Mary was early in bed with
a slight cold and Sally had a school
friend visiting her. Elsie had .gone
out and Mr. Dennis was reading in
the library. Sue, going out on the
porch for a breath of air. was startled
when Arden rose from a swing nearby.

FLAMBEAU TRAIL

[Beginning on page 30]

the pitchy fire which the bull cook
fed in the huge Dutch oven was like
aromatic incense on the pagan altar
of lusty wood gods. Down river came
a pack of hurrying men, led by the
tallest; their way was the way of the
flowing logs which they rode stand-
ing erect.

Old Charley Prince came to life
with alacrity. “You, Moose Ear!” he
bellowed at the dull-eyed cookee.
“Quit them spuds and start draggin’
stuff off the wanigan! If supper’s late
tonight we’ll all have to run for the
brush!” He peered speculatively at
Ranse Fortune. “Yonder comes Boy’
Greer and his drive crew. | swan,
when he sees that dam!” He rapped
the dottle from his pipe and went
limping ashore, wagging his head in
suppressed excitement. After all. it
had been a dull winter in the woods.

Ranse Fortune stared upstream, but
did not move. “Ca’lina,” he said
presently, “you’ll be gittin’ back to
the house, | reckon.”

She looked up at him doubtfully.
When he used her full name it was a
sign that he was disturbed.

“Daddy ”

“Mind, now!” he admonished.
“Eve heard tales of these men. River
hogs, they call themselves. Sounds
like trash. You’ll be gittin® along!”

He had not used that tone since she
was a little girl. She moved away.

Over the top of the jam there came
presently the drive crew, swinging
with surety down the erratic slope.

“l was thinking of you,” he said,
“sit down here with me, won’t you?”

She said, “Just for a minute. |
have to look in on Mary and I’'ve got
to see that Sally and the Taylor girl
don’t slip away from under my nose
for moonlight bathing.”

“You’'re doing awfully well with
the girls,” he complimented her,
“much better than | had expected.”

She said, sinking back against the
cushions beside him, “Oh, | don’t
know. |'ve thinned Mary down a bit
— 1 do think she looks well, don’t
you? But Sally doesn't like me.”

“Doesn’t she? | don’t see how she
could help it. | tried not to.”

It came without warning, the arm
about her, the sudden embrace, the
swift and not at all clumsy Kiss.

“You do get under one’s skin,”
murmured Mr. Arden pleasantly,
“and | think we’re a good deal alike.”

Sue drew away, not hastily but
deftly. She thought: Here’s a pretty
kettle of fish. If | get sore, then he'll
make trouble for me. . . .

She said lightly, “Chester, the
moonlight has gone to your head.
How are we alike?”

He said, “Opportunists. And this
is one opportunity 1'd be a fool to
neglect. Has it never occurred to
you, Sue, that we might have a very
amusing time together? After all, it
is pretty stupid day in and day out
surrounded by youngsters and bores.
But if one had a secret diversion?”
He added, “l don’t expect to marry,
you know, for a good many years.
I had,” he went on, insufferably frank,
“thought of Sally, but she is very
young. And before she is of the
proper age, |1 won’t be here. | hope
I won’t be here much longer. But
you are a sophisticated person, and
you like me a little, don’t you?”

[Continued in April McCall's |

They were garbed in thick woolens of
violent hues, garish plaids in check-
erboard patterns, their trousers
“stagged” just below the knees, their
heavy boot soles studded with sharp
steel caulks. Big men mostly, all of
them powerful, and many were full-
bearded and fearsome looking. Some
carried long pike-poles while others
had peavies or long cant-hooks, and
they used these to balance themselves
as they ran along the sloping logs.

The one who led them was boyish-
ly smooth-faced save for a curly fuzz
darkening his upper lip and chin, yet
his deep-lunged chest and broad shoul-
ders were those belonging to a big
man, and a V-shaped scar on his cheek
marked him as a full-fledged warrior
of the river towns. His manner was
the true calm of an overlord sure of
his prowess. Boylan Greer at twenty
was boss of older and more hard-bit-
ten men because he had their respect.

His caulks bit out pieces of clean
sod as he leaped ashore from the last
log, and turned to survey the awe-in-
spiring jam with expertly appraising
eyes. A glance sufficed for the dam.
The drive crew formed a half-circle
behind him, waiting in silence. Ranse
Fortune stood there with folded arms,
face a little grayer. Old Charley
Prince came hobbling over, wiping his
hands on a hastily-donned apron.

“l told him plenty, Boy’,” declared
the cook. “I warned him you’d throw
a cat fit when you come along and
found the drive hung up!”

HE river boss said with amazing
calmness, “Get back to your job.
We’ll want supper in half an hour.
There’s a night’s work ahead of us!”
He turned to the others and his
words cracked. “Steve! 'Phonse!
Carey! Skin back on the jam, and
[Continued on page £5
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Cut in Hollywood, where a "starry”
smile is worth more cold cash than
anywhere on earth, they found out how
Calox makes teeth sparkier So it's
calox in the dressing rooms of many
famous stars!

Would abrighter smile improve your
personality ?... help you socially ? Then
use the dentifrice that has been testedin
the greatest "Personality Laboratory”
in the world... in Hollywood.

Use Calox Tooth Powder. Use it
twice daily. More often, if your teeth
dull quickly, stain easily. Wake up the
natural brilliance of your teeth! (see
free trial offer below.)

McKesson & robbins, inc.

Foil

COUNT THE REASONS FOR CALOX!

Calox is fine and soft...cleanses safely. And
doubly assures cleansing by releasing live
oxygen in the mouth. Oxygen is Nature’s
own purifying agent. Calox helps neutralize
mouth acids. And it is as carefully made as
an individual prescription. It is a product
of McKesson & Robbins, who have supplied
physicians since 1833.

R, P—. THE FAVORITE DENTIFRICE
K EI m OF HOLLYWOOD STARS

McKesson & Robbins, Inc., Bridgeport, Conn. Dept. M-I.
Please send me free aweek’s trial of CaloxTooth Powder.

Name_
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KNOX

(TRUTH

IN ADVERTISING)

JELLIED PEACH COBBLER
(6 Servings—uses only V4 package)

1 envelope Knox Sparkling Gelatine
v4 cup cold water '/i teaspoonful salt
1/2 cup orange juice Vi cup sugar
v4 cup melted butter 1 cup hot water

1 tablespoonful lemon juice
2 cups sliced peaches (fresh or canned)
iy 2 cups cake or cracker crumbs

Pour cold water in bowl and sprinkle
gelatine on top of water. Add sugar,
salt and hot water and stir until dis-
solved. Add orange juice and lemon
juice. Cool until beginning to thicken,
then add peaches.

Cake, cookie or baking powder biscuit
crumbs, Zwieback or graham crackers,
finely crushed, may be used for the
crust. Mix crumbs and melted butter
thoroughly. Put part of crumbs in bot-
tom of mold or pan that has been rinsed
in cold water, packing them in firmly.
Pour in peach mixture. Sprinkle top
with remaining buttered crumbs and
chill. When firm unmold and garnish
with sliced peaches. Serve with either
thin or whipped cream or hard sauce.

NOTE. If canned peaches are used, use
one cup hot peach juice instead of the
hot water called for in the recipe.

W ith little trouble and small ex-
pense, a dessert or salad made with
peaches and Knox Sparkling Gela-
tine brings real glamour to the plain-
est meal. Because it is plain, Knox
combines with every food. Because
plain gelatine goes far, a package of
Knox makes 4 different dishes, 6
servings each. For three recipe
books, write Knox Gelatine, Box 108,
Johnstown, N. Y.

GELATINE

The Knox Family is now producing KNOX
JELL in six rich fruit flavors. If you have
not yet tried it expect a real treat, for like
its twin (Knox Sparkling Gelatine) it is
real Knox Quality. Be sure to say KNOX
when you order GELATINE or JELL.

ACUBE
MAKES A CUP

'edinandTea Tee
for fill Mexcan ancL
-American Dishes....

mexene
CHUG POWDG6K

"Tree J-am ple

As peppy as a Mexican Hat

Dance ... as differentas a trip If your grocer cannot
to Old Mexico . . . that mildly SIH)EIEY you, send for
?muant MEXENE Seasoning F Sample of MEX-
orMeats, Soups, Salads,Vege- ENE—enough to make
tables and all cooking. Get a Chile—and” Mexican
can and pep up menus! Cook Book.

WALKER'S AUSTEX CHILE CO.
Dept. M71 Austin, Tex.

sftho WALKCRV AU/TCX

CHILC *TAMALC/ ¢/AfIDUJICH /PRCAD

FLAMBEAU TRAIL

[Continued from page 87]

find me the key log! Burke, you and
Jenkins get that powder off the wani-
gan! We’ll blow the dam, and start
working the jam from this side until
she begins to loosen up. We’'ll lose
the water unless we hurry. Rest of
you start sinking holes in the rocks of

that dam. | want powder in at least
four places. We’ll take her out at one
shot!”

Old Ranse Fortune swallowed twice
before he found speech.

“That’smy dam, suh! We—1 built
it last winter when the freeze was on.
You aim to wreck it?”

Boylan Greer gave a start, then
swung about and faced the other as
though seeing him for the first time.

“Old man,” he asked curiously,
“you come from the South?”

“From No’th Ca’lina, suh.”

“You fought in the war?
you fought at Manassas.”

“l did, suh! But—the war ended a
long while ago!”

The heavy fists of the river boss
clenched until they were like oak
knobs. “Why would it be an old man
who fought at Manassas that hung
up my logs? Why haven’t | guts
enough to tie a powder bag around
your scrawny neck, and drop you in
the first shot hole?”

Ranse Fortune’s voice quavered
yet he answered fearlessly. “Because
I’'m an old man, as you say. But you
might as well do it, suh, if you de-
stroy my dam. | cain’t build another
till next winter, and that will be too
late!”

Boylan Greer came close and put an
unsteady hand on the other’s shoul-
der. “OIld man, I'm going to blow
your dam to hell, understand? And
you’ll never build another dam here
or any place else on the Flambeau!
Never, | say! Because this river be-
longs to me, or to any other lumber-
man who keeps his logs clear of mine.
We don’t want settlers! Let ’em stay
off Flambeau Trail until the lumber-
men who blazed it are through with
the job. That’ll be years and years
yet, maybe forever, old man! Trees
grow faster than we can cut ’em
down. We’ll—"

Maybe

ANSE FORTUNE reached up and

took hold of the other’s arm.
“Take your hand off me, suh,” he
remonstrated quietly.

Boylan Greer stepped back.
“Right!” he declared with bitterness.
“You’ve got me licked in one way
because your age gives you a power
greater than a dozen men. But Il
lick you in another! 1’ll send your
dam sky high, just as 1°d blast out
any snag that blocked the channel
for my logs!”

He whirled on his men. “I want
some hustling!” he raged. “Think
we can wait all night? Put in shots
big enough to be heard in Dixie!”

“Jest like Thunder Eyes when he
was hoppin’ mad,” gloated Charley
Prince, nudging one of his helpers.
“Man, I'll bet he kin almost bite a
spike in two!” He stirred his flap-
jack batter briskly. “There’s no stop-
pin’a Greer when he gets that way.”
Suddenly he stopped stirring. “Thun-
deration!” he muttered. “What’s
cornin’ off here?”

The girl Lina had appeared as
though from nowhere. She was mov-
ing, thought old Charley Prince, like
a sleepwalker, for her hands were
held unsteadily before her. Then he

rayart6

Beautiful Wardrobe
Protected from Moths
at Selznick International
Studio by LARVEX...

One Spraying Guards It All Year!

If you, too, want sure protection against
mot damage, don't take chances with” moth
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noticed the long-barreled cavalry pis-
tol which she endeavored to keep
steady as she walked toward Boylan
Greer. Something about her widened
eyes terrified old Charley suddenly,
for he dropped his work and yelled,
“Watch out, Boy’!”

The river man caught meaning in
that cry and he jerked around. As he
saw the girl, he relaxed and waited.
Old Ranse Fortune called in an ago-
nized voice, “Ca’linal!” but she paid
no attention. Before he could stir
she was within two paces of Boylan
Greer, and there she stopped.

“River-hog!” She made the term
bite like a thin lash cutting across his
face. “When you blow up that dam
I’'m going to blow you—to hell!l”

OR a long moment he stared at her
Fwithout changing expression; then
the anger died out of his face and ad-
miration showed there. He took a
step forward, but stopped as her right
forefinger whitened on the trigger and
she turned her head and half closed
her eyes. Boylan Greer laughed as he
realized she was afraid of firearms.

“You’'d shoot all right,” he con-
ceded. “But what could you hit?
Think 1'm afraid of an old hog-leg
gun that probably isn’t loaded?”

“Please, suh!” Old Ranse Fortune’s
voice was pleading. “It is loaded!”
His voice cracked. “Ca’linal Don’t

you do it!” His voice rose shrilly.
“Nothin’ is worth that! Put down
that gun!”

Boylan Greer grinned at her, but
there was a sort of shy wonder in his
face. The girl’s beauty had that trans-
lucent quality which belongs to spring.
“Ca’lina,” he mimicked, “you’d bet-
ter mind—or I’ll put my mark on
you!”

Her eyes opened at that. “I said,”
he told her, and his eyes were as hard
as agates, “that if you pull that trig-
ger, I’ll put my mark on you before
I die. I’ll live long enough for that!”

Doubt clouded her face. “Char-
ley,” he flung over his shoulder, “tell
her what I mean!”

The old cook looked distressed.
“l’'m a-warnin’you not to tech off that
shootin’-arn, miss. Because Boy’
Greer means what he says. Ef'n he
puts his mark on you—it’s a Flam-
beau Injun custom—no man on the
river or elsewhere in this country
dares look at you twice. Suthin’ like
brandin’ a log. What’s his’n is his’n!”

The river boss had not taken his
eyes off the girl. “Well?” he asked.

“If you don’t call off your men,”
she replied tonelessly, “I’ll shoot you
down as surely as | stand here!”

He made a grab for the gun. She
stifled a scream, there was a clapping
report and blue smoke wreathed them.
But he had caught the weapon by the
muzzle, jerked it from her and flung it
aside. For an instant he swayed un-
steadily, looking down at his right
hand as though in astonishment. It
was powder-blackened, and from a
jagged wound in the palm the blood
welled, dripping off the fingertips.

Tension broke among the men.
They quit work, muttering ominously.
“Get back to your jobs!” he lashed
out at them. “Have | asked for help?
Put all the powder you've got in that
dam and blow up the last sliver of it.”

He turned on the girl, his eyes like
black flint. “I said 1'd mark you, but
you didn’t believe me!” Suddenly he
caught her, and with deliberation
wiped a red-stained forefinger on her
left cheek. “So you’ll not forget—
that 1'm coming back!” His lips
were set in a grimace of pain and
fury. “Wipe it off, but you’ll always
feel it burning there!” As abruptly
he freed her, and whirled on Charley
Prince.

[Continued on page 90]
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[Continued from page 88]

“Where’s that whisky you’ve been
hiding on the wanigan?”

“Boy’,” chattered the cook, “you
ain’t figgerin’ on swiggin’ it? You
know likker alius made you sick. You
never could drink!”

“Get it!” Boylan Greer’s face was
terrible. “Get it quick! And the
cleanest lint you've got!”

Old Charley Prince scrambled to
obey. “Maybe a small nip won’t
hurt you,” he decided, producing the
bottle.

“Who said anything about drink-
ing? Pour it on that wound!"

HE girl moaned and buried her
Tface against Ranse Fortune's shoul-
der. Tears were running down the
old man’s cheek. Boylan Greer's face
was like a mask, although once he
closed his eyes as the raw liquor bit
into the flesh.

The bull cook hurried up with some
fresh pine pitch. “It’ll draw out the
pizen,” explained Charley Prince,
rubbing in the sticky stuff. “Best
salve on earth.” Carefully, then, he
began winding a lint bandage around
the hand. Boylan Greer continued to
stare at Ranse Fortune and the girl
with that terrible frozen smile.

“I'm right sorry, suh,” said the old
man at last.

But the river boss made no reply,
and at that moment there came a
shout from the dam.

“All set, Boy’! Shall we let her
go?-’

“Cut your fuses in half.” he an-
swered. “Let her go!” He shot a tri-
umphant look at the Fortunes. “Best
get back!” he warned. Presently men
were running from the dam, crying:
“Fi-ii-re! Fi-ii-re!”

Seconds ticked off, with no sound
save the muttering of rising water
behind the great logjam. From points
along the dam thin spirals of smoke
twisted upward, to be fanned out by
the wind. Abruptly, then, the earth
shuttled crazily, there was a tremen-
dous upheaval of water, rocks and
broken timbers, while a mighty gust
presaged successive peals of deafen-
ing thunder; then clopping sounds as
debris fell back into the river. Sud-
denly the stream flowed smoothly—
the dam had vanished!

Old Charley Prince yanked off his
derby and waved it. “Whurroo!” he
yelled. “You've loosened her, Bov'!
The jam’s goin’ out!”

No doubt of it. Those earth-quak-
ing detonations had somehow freed
the key log, and now the great sticks
were slithering viciously into the cur-
rent. True, the pressure of water be-
hind the jam was helping enormously.

Boylan Greer shouted joyfully,
“Tear into it, you river-hogs! We'll
be clear in a few hours!”

It was amazing to watch the sure
skill of the men armed only with
peavies and pike-poles. No sooner did
a log hesitate than they were on it
savagely, freeing it, urging it to join
its fellows in the brown mass which
swam downstream. All men—even
Boylan Greer and his crippled hand
—were working like mad.

Darkness came and with it the pat-
ter of rain. But a great fire blazed
on each bank, and in the reddish light
the weirdly garbed men seemed like
fiends prodding newly-arrived souls
down some Styxian river. They
snatched food during brief pauses and
drank huge mugs of coffee.
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Lina had gone back to the mill, but
old Ranse Fortune stayed out and
watched the miracle of men conquer-
ing the forces of nature. Lower and
lower sank the jam, and then at last
there were excited shouts while men
scampered for the safety of shore.
There was a grinding noise, a pro-
longed moment of travail, and the
last of the logs vanished frothily in
the maw of the river.

“Old Flambeau’s swallered ’em!”
cried Charley Prince. “Whurroo!”

Boylan Greer appeared suddenly
before old Ranse Fortune. His hair
was matted like the coat of a wet dog;
his clothes flapped against his body
as he walked.

“1 feel,” the others heard Ranse
Fortune say rather loudly, “that |
owe you an apology, suh. If I had
known what this meant. . . .”

They heard Boylan Greer reply in
lower tones, and they did not catch
the drift of his words. He turned and
strode off; but before he did so, he
stood for a long moment staring at
a square of yellow light in the win-
dow of the mill. Then, running, he
leaped on one of the last logs, caught
his balance, and went riding off into
the night, bound down river to join
his men who would push on sleepless-
ly until the drive reached the mouth
of Storm Creek and the danger of
further jams would be past.

There in old cabins they would
slumber lustily like weary gods until
the wanigan boat, bringing old Charley
Prince and the magic of his cookery,
caught up with them. More long
days and short nights would follow
until the winter’s cut was brought to
market. Then would come high rev-
elry—drinking, dancing, fighting—so
long as purse and vitality endured.
River-hogs they called themselves,
yet they swaggered a glorious way
through life, singing, fighting and
dying as truly robust men in whom
there is no shallow strain.

INA,” said old Ranse Fortune, as he
. warmed his seamed hands at the
glowing stove, “he was one Yankee
I'm proud to have known. He said
what he’d do, and he did it!”

In the yellow candlelight her face
seemed more pale, save for her left
cheek, which had been rubbed until
color had been brought to it. Old
Ranse smiled. “Lina, does it burn
like he said it would—that mark?”

Her grave eyes filled with tears.
“He—he ruined us! Yet I'm glad |
didn't kill him. Daddy, do you be-
lieve it’s true . . . the Flambeau cus-
tom . .. that no other man dare look
at me twice . . . now. . ..”

Old Ranse replied, “Lina, do you
hate him so much? He said that when
the drive is over and his men have
had their fling, they’d rebuild the
dam. Remember that he said he'd
have no dam on the Flambeau that
he didn’t want. But he wants a dam
here to back up flood water; a big
dam that he can sluice logs through.
Said his drive usually got hung up on
the shallows in this place. Thatll
give us all the water we need for the
mill. Cain’t quarrel with that.”

He yawned sleepily and began pull-
ing off his soggy boots. “That mark

I wouldn’t be too ashamed of
that, daughter. It was clean blood.”

Yet long after she had crept into
her bed in the loft above the room
with the ponderous millstones, her
left cheek burned. Smilingly, in
the secrecy of darkness, she won-
dered if all the things he had said
would likewise come true. “What’s
his’n is his'n,” old Charley Prince
had declared. She saw again the
stormy face of Boylan Greer as he
vowed he’d come back. But no long-
er she felt terror.
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MIDNIGHT
SAILING

[Beginning on page 20]

means of a rope Hemple's bag was
lowered. Then the pilot went down
the Jacob’s ladder out of a port in
the liner’s side— forty feet or more
before he paused, gauging the rise of
the boat beneath him. It came to meet
him and Hemple jumped, and a hand
caught his arm to hold him steady.
Then he settled himself on the thwart
at the stern as the two apprentices
bent to their oars.

Hemple looked up at the towering
hull which reared like a cliff high over
his head. This boat was a mammoth
floating hotel. Those windows amid-
ship on A-deck, he knew, belonged to
elaborate suites de grand luxe, each
with a private deck of its own.

Very faint from the bridge came
the sound of a bell. That would be
the engine-room signaling back that
the order to go had been understood.
He heard the thrash of four propel-
lers lashing the water in sudden fury.

IFTLY the liner gained headway

eastward, while the yawl moved
toward a trim little steamer slowly
circling to intercept it. Hemple sat
quietly, thinking his thoughts.

He was thinking again of Karen
Lord. Just Laura’s age when Laura
had died, bringing such sorrow to him
and Xorah. They were not so differ-
ent, Karen and Laura—except that
Laura had not been spoiled by wealth
or a snooty mother. Laura had not—

He sat erect. A voice had called
distinctly, “Hey, wait!” A woman's
voice. He half rose from the seat to
peer across the rolling water.

The two apprentices ceased their
rowing. One of them said, “It’s some-
body swimming!” Then Hemple’s
eyes caught the flash of an arm in the
eddying wake churned up by the liner.

“We’re coming,” he shouted.

“Be there in a minute,” called the
voice. He knew whose it was and the
knowledge shocked him.

She vanished, and then he saw her
again atop the rounded crest of a
wave. She was swimming rapidly—
an expert, almost effortless crawl.
Half grudgingly Hemple admired her
nerve and the strong unflurried beat
of her stroke—a girl in the sea, ten
miles from shore, swimming so un-
perturbed from a ship which now was
half a mile to eastward!

He caught her arm and gripped it
tightly.

“Thanks,” said Karen. “Very nice
of you to wait, Mr. Hemple.” She
grasped the gunwale, ducked low and
squirmed, and her foot hooked a hold.
“Allee-oop!” she cried.

Hemple gasped. She was wearing
a slip, and that seemed to be all. It
clung to her body as she stood there,
dripping water and shivering slightly.

“Here, put this coat on!”

“Don’t get excited, Mr. Hemple.
| told you this was very important.
It’s all 1 could do when you turned
me down.”

The pilot felt a twinge of remorse.
He saw a giant bronze propeller,
twenty-three tons of whirling dervish,
sucking her into its thrashing blades.

“You might’ve got caught— !~

“l know,” she said calmly. *“I
swam out fast while the ship was
drifting. Under water, so no one
saw me.”

“How’d you get down? Did you
dive?” he demanded.

“A rope. | stole it from the boat
deck. Carried it under my coat to my
cabin. The rest was easy.”

She sat huddled beside him upon
the seat. Her wet brown hair brushed
Hemple’s cheek as he bent to peer at
her face.

“Now, why did you have to get off
that ship?”

“You saw Tommy Atkins,” she ac-
cused him. “Mother wants me to
marry him. But | can’t stand the
man. Gee whiz!”

Hemple, bewildered, blinked at
Karen. It didn’t make sense to him.
He said so.

“But | thought he’d just come to
see me off. He went ashore with
Mother all right, but after we sailed
he knocked at my cabin! Grinning
all over. Thought he'd been smart.”

The pilot shook his head in amaze-
ment. A wealthy suitor whom Karen
disliked: and just because he had
chosen to cross with her, she had
risked her life to disappoint him!

“That's all the reason— ?”

“Well, not all.”” An impish smile
appeared on her face. “l didn’t want
to go anyway. Mother insisted—to
visit my aunt, Lady Amsinck.” She
made a mouth. "It was just a ruse
to get me away.”

The liner was now a distant blur
of lights and grays far over the water.

The yawl drew beside the trim little
steamer. A hook was inserted under
a cable fastened at bow and stern of
their boat. A steam winch snuffed for
a busy moment and they were hoisted
clear of the water and set down, yawl
and all. on the deck.

“It's after two o'clock,” said Hem-
ple. "Now. young lady, you get into
bed. Don't know about clothes, but
we'll see in the morning.”

He led her to one of the little cab-
ins reserved for pilots biding their
time to board some vessel off Sandy
Hook. But Hemple didn’t retire at
once. First, he must have a radio sent
to the master of that vanishing liner.
In the morning, when she failed to
appear and the telltale rope was found
overside, they would think that the
heiress had drowned herself. It would
hardly do for that to get out!

EMPLE emerged on the afterdeck
H as the sound of oars approached
the vessel. The No. 1 yawl was com-
ing home with two more pilots— Lund
and Bellows. Bellows would be no
help at all, but Lund was an earnest,
taciturn man who read incessantly
while he was waiting.

“We've got a young lady guest!”
began Hemple. He told them the
story and Beliows chuckled.

“Looks like she’s got a case on
you, George! When a girl swims
after a married man. . . .”

Hemple felt annoyed. Everyone
knew his devotion to Norah. He was
glad to hear Lund’s serious voice:

“l remember something | saw in
the paper. It was in that Ned May’s
Broadway column.”

“What was that, Tom?”

Lund nodded his head as he groped
in his mind till he had found each
part and pieced it.

“Yes,” he announced, “about Karen
Lord. There was a fellow named
Hudson Keeble. His family's rich,
but that made no difference; he
wanted to make himself a doctor. It
seems he came out of medical school
and got himself a job as interne. She
didn’t like it. Took all his time. She
got sore and broke the engagement.

“Ned May’s one of those gossip
writers,” Lund explained, a little bit
sheepishly. “Next time Karen Lord
was mentioned, he said she’d took up
with a night club dancer. He’s one
of those very good looking Spanish

[Continued on page 94]
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WITH CANNED HAWAIIAN PINEAPPLE

Think of the joy of knowing ways to
meke main-course dishes nmore appetiz-
ing to hungry families observing fast
days—particularly during Lent!

Canned Hawaiian Pineapple—served
either as an accompaninment or in place
of a vegetable—adds color and flavor
to a wide variety of sea foods.

Serve the Slices—either broiled,
baked or fried—with whole fish, fillets
or steaks. Combine Crushed Pineapple
or Tidbits with flaked salmon, tung, fish
flakes or shrinp for delicious salads.

Then, too, many other foods popular
at this time of year—such as macaroni,
noodles, rice, eggs—take on new flavor

To dress up your fish main-course, at the same time
adding appetizing color and flavor, serve Sliced
Pineapple—broiled, baked or fried—with salmon,
halibut, haddock, cod, sole—whichever you prefer.

and attractiveness when Canned Pine-
apple is used either as an ingredient or
as the main feature. The dishes shown
here are delightful examples of the
many possibilities versatile Pineapple
offers the ingenious homemaker.

Rermember, also, Canned Hawaiian
Pineapple is most healthful: vitamins
A, B C, food-iron and copper for the
blood; reinforcing alkalinity, natural
sugars for quick energy.

For extra flavor—any season, any
meal—have a good supply of Canned
Hawaiian Pineapple handy! Pineapple
Producers Cooperative Assn., Ltd., San
Francisco, California.

Place creamed shrimp or other sea food in scallop
shells or ramekins. Top with drained Crushed
Pineapple and bits of butter. Then bake in a mod-
erate oven (350°) from twelve to fifteen minutes.
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TONIGHT

GOODNESS! JET-OIL WILL SHINE NOW I'M
THESE THEM IN AJIFFY! ALL READY
SHOES FOR
LOOK AWFUL! THE
MEETING!
1 -
worlds fastest shine
WHEN BUYING SHEET MUSIC -F IUSh
ask your dealer to show you SAVES WORK
[CENTURY CERTIFIED EDITION]
IT COSTS ONLY 15< A COPY -THE TOILET
Catalogue of 3000 Selections
FREE ON REQUEST GLISTENS

| CENTURY MUBICPUBLISHING QO |
243 W .40 thSTREET N.Y.C.

A WORD OF

ADVICE

TO HOUSEWIVES

Don’t take chances with asubstitute! Use
only genuine O-Cedar Polish—first choice
of housekeepers the world over for 30
years. Quickly restores lustre, protects

and preserves your furniture.

O-Cedar Alops pick
tipand HoLp dust-
zvon't scatter it. An
O-Cedar Alob for
every need—all easy

to 'wash.
@] d d a r
POLISH « MOPS = WAX

AND GERMS
ARE KILLED

You don’t have to scrub and scour to
clean a toilet bowl. You don’t even have
to touch it with your hands. Sani-Flush
is made especially to do this unpleasant
job for you. Just sprinkle a little in the
howl. (Follow directions on the can.)
Flush the toilet and see stains and in-
crustations disappear. Spots vanish.
Odors go. Germs are Killed.

Sani-Flush purifies the hidden trap
that no other method can reach. It can-
not injure plumbing. sani-Fiush is atso
effective for cleaning automobile radiators
(directions on can). Sold by grocery,
drug, hardware, and five-and-ten-cent
stores—25 and 10 cent sizes.

The Hygienic Products Co.,
Canton, Ohio.

CLEANS TOILET BOWLS WITHOUT SCOURING

CORN REMOVED WITH

CASTOR OIL
Say (I;ioodbye to risky razors, and corn-pads. A

PREPARATION
new liquid’ NOXACORN relieves pain and forms
a thin protectm? film over the corn. Then the
corn (or callus) loosens and comes out with ease.
Absolutely safe. Contains six ingredients includ-
ing camphor, iodine, castor oil. 35" bottle saves

untold misery. Druggists
refund money if it fails. NOXACORN

MIDNIGHT
SAILING

[Continued from page 93]

fellows—always having affairs with
women. So her mother got scared
she’d elope with the night club man.
In a little while she’ll be twenty-one,
and then she inherits her grand-
father’s money.”

“l see,” muttered Hemple.

“Better grab it, George, while the
grabbing’s good. Any girl jump in
and swim after me!” Bellows winked
as he wagged his head.

N ARM reached out to take the
Alclothes which Hemple had got
from an undersized steward; and a
few minutes later she entered the
wardroom, a cute little gamin in white
duck trousers, an over-large shirt
which flared at the throat and a pair
of canvas sneakers that flapped as
she walked.

She saluted pertly, said, “Yo,
heave-ho!” and, linking her arm in
Hemple’s, smiled. The pilots returned
her smile, delighted.

“Um, breakfast!” said Karen.

“Right you are.”

In the eyes of Hemple’s fellow
pilots she was regarded as “George’s
baby.” By one’s and two’s they drift-
ed out to smoke their pipes, and pres-
ently he was alone with her as she
devoured her eggs and bacon.

“Want to send a radio to your
mother?” he asked.

“No! She’d have a fit.”
The lines in Hemple’s forehead
deepened. He wasn’t good at this

sort of thing.

At last he blurted, “What about
that Spanish dancing fellow?”

He heard her gasp as she put down
her fork. A slow flush of color rose
to her cheeks.

“What do you mean?”

“Have you got any notion you’re
going to elope?”

“l could if 1 wanted to,” Karen
said stoutly. “The age of consent’s
eighteen, remember. Why shouldn’t
I marry Rico? He loves me.”

“Tell you so?”

Karen laughed softly.

“He certainly did,” she assured
him. “Mucho!” Then her manner
changed. She was very earnest. “You
simply dont know what a life |
live. Mother trying to run it for
me, as though | were still a child.
And my father!” Suddenly there
were tears in her eyes. “You've
read about him. Those women, all
that was said in court—oh, it has
been just awful. Sordid. 1 want to
be free from my parents—free!”

She looked so woebegone, so ap-
pealing, that Hemple, patting her
hand, said, “There!” Her response
to his sympathy almost scared him.
She flung her arms about his neck and
immediately burst into sobs, like a
small hurt child.

He thought that he understood her
trouble. She had no father—none
she could turn to. Her mother was
domineering and cold. A poor little
rich girl, that was Karen; Hemple felt
himself drawn to her, paternal.

“There, little lady. You’re going
to be happy.”

“Rico could make me happy,” she
sniffled. “He’d be much better than
wh-what 1’ve got.”

Hemple frowned at an open port.
As the vessel rolled he noticed the
water blend in the distance with light
gray mists. It was growing hazy.

“How long have you known this
Rico fellow?” he asked.

“Not very long,” she admitted
“Three weeks.”

But Hemple would always think ot
marriage in terms of his own. He
told her about it. Norah had waited
for him three years—three years
while he finished his term as appren-
tice. And in all that time, said Hem-
ple, he hadn’t so much as looked at
another, and Norah, waiting for him
ashore, had been patient and true.

But when he finished trying to tell
her, Karen just beamed and said,
“You’re sweet.”

“Hold on. You don’t get—"

“l get it, all right. You don’t think
I ought to marry Rico because |

haven’t known him longer. Just the
same |’'m going to, though. If it
doesn’t work out, there’s always

Reno. Anything’s better than this.”

Hemple smiled feebly. Well, he
had tried. And who was he, a Sandy
Hook pilot, to tell a young lady who
shuttled to Europe in suites de grand
luxe, like a royal princess?

Karen went forward to wash the
marks of her tears and he sauntered
out on the afterdeck. One yawl was
just leaving to meet a tanker nosing
slowly toward Ambrose Channel. An-
other vessel, a proud three-stacker,
was looming in through the gathering
mists.

Hemple’s thoughts were stili on
Norah—on golden Norah, the bride
of his youth. He grinned as he
thought of something. Today she
was coming in to Manhattan to buy
him a pair of lounging slippers. But
he wasn’t supposed to know about
that. He had heard her telling her
sister Nell. A surprise for him when
he came ashore—and he must be
sure to look surprised.

A small hand took his arm.

“What ship is that?”

“The Neptune,” said Hemple. “Mr.
Gibbs here’s taking her in.”

Karen smiled at the pilot waiting,
satchel in hand, to board the yawl.

“You seem to be calm, Mr. Gibbs!”

“lI’'d as lief she drew less water.”

“Neptune’s mean in a fog,” ex-
plained Hemple— “in case it decides
to get real-enough thick. Channel’s
not much deeper than she is.”

An apprentice came aft with a slip
of paper and handed it to him. He
read the message. He started, and
Karen, watching his face, saw its
quick change. His cheeks were sud-
denly ashen.

Gibbs was about to enter the yawl
when Hemple reached his side. She
stared. She saw him show Gibbs the
piece of paper. They exchanged some
words and Gibbs gripped his hand.
Then Hemple beckoned to Karen.

“We’re leaving. . . . |I'm taking
the Neptune in,” he added.

E sat beside him back in the stern

while the two apprentices pulled
at the oars. Hemple said nothing. His
thoughts, his eyes, seemed to be fixed
on something afar.

At last Karen whispered, “Is any-
thing wrong?” Waithout a word he
gave her the message. Apparently
it had been sent to him from the
pilotage office ashore. It read:

Your wife hit by auto. St.
Vincent’s Hospital. Suggest re-
turning first ship. Rest assured
will do everything possible.

“I'm terribly sorry,” Karen mur-
mured.

She was more than sorry. She was
shocked, recalling how Hemple had
talked of his wife. She took his hand
in hers and held it. A lump had
formed in her throat. It hurt her.

As the yawl climbed high on the
crest of a wave Karen seized the
ropes of the ladder. She scarcely no-
ticed the stares of the sailors standing

[Continued on page 99]
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Baby’ Hands touch . ... ... ..

Keep YOUR youngster’s surroundings hospital-clean

with “Lysol” disinfectant . .

. one of the important

aids against Germ Infection

abies are so susceptible to Infection,
B and can pick up germs so easily.

Resistance to Infection is a matter of proper
diet, rest and exercise . . . AND of immacu-
late cleanliness of baby’s surroundings.

The same simple, effective method used
in the care of the Dionne babies is available
to every mother-—at a cost any home can
afford. Immaculate cleanliness is not a mat-
ter of money, but of modern knowledge and
thoughtful care. Cleaning with “Lysol” cre-
ates hygienic cleanliness.

If your baby was born in a hospital,
“Lysol” probably kept the surroundings clean.
If your baby was born at home, “Lysol” was
probably used by the doctor or nurse there,
too. At such a time, reliable disinfection is
of the utmost importance, and “Lysol” is
widely used for this purpose. Since the day
the Dionne quintuplets were born, all their

surroundings have been kept scrupulously
clean with the aid of “Lysol” disinfectant.
Help surround your babies with hygienic
cleanliness—by using “Lysol” disinfectant
to keep the baby’s room *hospital - clean.”
Use it in the cleaning water for washing
floors, walls, furniture, bathroom and
kitchen. Disinfect, as you clean—with de-
pendable “Lysol”—to help reduce the risk
of Germ Infection in your home.

Use a cleaning cloth dipped in “Lysol”
solution, to wipe down those places where

frequent touching or handling is likely to
leave germs—such as door knobs, stair rails,
telephone mouthpieces, kitchen sink and
drainboard, toilets, wash basins. Be sure
to rinse the garbage pail every day with a
“Lysol” solution, and pour some of the
solution into the garbage itself.

“Lysol” disinfectant is economical because
it is concentrated. A little goes far, in the
dilutions recommended on each bottle for
all the important household uses of “Lysol”.
Your regular drug store carries “Lysol” dis-
infectant. .

DR. DAFOE ON THE RADIO!

“Lysol” presents the famous doctor of the quin-
tuplets, in 3 talks weekly, on “Modern Child Care”
-Mon.,Wed., Fri.—C.B.S., 11.46AM .-E.S.T.

GUIDANCE FOR WIVES AND MOTHERS

Lenn & Fink Products Corp., Dept. 3-M.C.
Bloomfield, N. J., U. S. A.

Please send me the book called “LYSOL vs. GERMS”, with
facts about feminine hygiene and other uses of “Lysol”.

Nam

Street: —=

City State
TOpr., 1**37, by Lehn & Fink Products Corp.
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4SEED NOVELTIES FREE” TESTING

To One Person In a Family Only...If 2 STAMPS Are Enclosed To Cover

If you have 1937 Seed
K, see This Offer Page 3
This offer will not appear

Boo

again

>

<0

Packing And Postage,

In cnir many Trials of Pe-
tunjas last 'year this new
variety Fprov_ed a wonder,
beinga Flaming Rosecolor.
Plant rounded’in form, lit-
erally smothered Wlth_flow-
ers about 2" inches in di-
ameter. Photo above made
from one plant in August
b)é actual count produced
585 Buds and Elowers.

Test Packet 50 Seeds.

Snapdragons shades
Here’ssomething very spec-
ial in Snapdragon$ and
cannot be duplicated any-
where. It is the result of
many years of cross breed-
ing, “is rust-proof and con-
tains at least 40 different
" Art Shades. We control the
Seed and want to make a
wide Test this
Test Packet

A» »

ear.
OO Seeds

in this Ptiblication.

11

FLOWETRS

All five we heartily recom-
mend. Every one Wayside
test-proven for merit. You
can’t go wrong on them.

Towers of Gold. Old time Red Hot Poker
turned to gold. 3 for $1.80— 12 forS5.00.

New beautiful Butterfly Bush Fortune
(patent appliedfor)

True lilac-blue blooms 18-inches long.
Flowering plants $1.00.

Queen of Hardy Asters, the lavender-blue
Wonder of Staffa.
3 for $1.45— 12 for $5.00.

Double Russian Violet— has exquisite
fragrance. Much in demand. Order early.
3 for $1.20— 12 for $3.50.

New Day Lilies. Five new lovely apricots
and yellows. Four foot bloom stems. See
new Catalog for colors and prices.

Send for Catalog giving full descrip-
tions and close to 100 color cuts. No
other contains as many new things.

Waxjjide Gjardenj’

Xufkrrvd dsuicL)

76 Mentor Ave., Mentor, Ohio

Canada 10c. Read SPECIAL OFFER Below

RAINBOW DROPS

Thig was one of the most
attractive Flowers grown in
our Test Gardens last year.
Grows 10 to 12 inches tall
{)_roducmg hundreds attrac-
tive 5-Petal Flowers about
inch in diameter in many
tinted shades and hues.
Easy to grow from seed and
blooms freely a few weeks
after plantln%

Test Packet 100 Seeds

GRGMAL 06GE R PRASMAINT o
in all sections of the country this summer before offering
for sale. All 4 are eas¥ to grow and should produce
hundreds of Gorgeous Flowers during summer.

We will mail 4 Test Packets, one of each as described,

to one person in a family only, if 2 STAMPS are en-
closed to cover PACKING and POSTAGE... Canada 10c.

Mills 50th Anniversary Seed Book for 1937 is Free
with each lot. It is printed in new style with 178 color
photos to show progressin ourso years supplying SEEDS.

MCNSTEIrW  ZINNIAS

Here is a Zinnia Novelty of
unusual size and beauty.
Plants have grown over 4 ft.
tall with flowers over 7
inches across. It produces
many brilliant Colors and
delicate Art Shades. In a
large test plot we counted
over 25 shades and caolors.
We are making Tests in all
sections of the country.
Test Packet 30 Seeds

F. B. MILLS SEED GROWER, Box107,ROSE HILL, N.Y.

The first step toward a successful
flower garden is to plant Mandeville
Flower Seeds, triple-tested for ger-
mination, quality of flowers and com-
pleteness of mixtures. COpYrighled
map on back of each packet tells exactly
when toplant that variety in your local-
ity. There are 137 varieties of Mandeville
Triple-tested Flower Seeds displayed in
retail stores from coast to coast. Priced:
5c, 10c and up. Valuable information
gathered from our 61 years’ experience
as flower seed specialists is contained in
our informative pamphlet, “ Making A
Flower Garden” . A copy ofthis useful
Bulletin will be sent you FREE! Mere-
ly address: Mandeville & King Co.,
1056University Ave., Rochester, N. Y.

TRIPLE- TESTED

FLOWER SEEDS

Sensational Introductory Offer
These 4 Packets— Value 40c —
Mailed for 10c in coin or stamps.
Free Blooming — Easy to Grow.
Excellent for Cutting & Bedding.
1937 Garden Guide & Catalog
mailed FREE on request.

X
1Pkt. each of
Guinea Gold
Marigold
California
Giant Zinnia
FeddingPetunia

nnualLarkspurj
SEEDSMEN FOR 109 YEARS

Robt.BuistCo.'Dept.F, Phila.,Pa.

Guaranteed to Bloom
Add interest to your garden this
year_with a fascinating Water
LilyPool.Beautiful,fragrantwater
liliés areeasy to grow—hno weeding
-no watering-no

hoeing. Vivid colors.

NEw CATALOG Now Ready FREE
Beautifully illustrated in natural colors.
Contains ‘everything about a Water
Garden. Write for FREE copy today!

W!* TRICKER N¢:

Everythingfor the Water Garden
7331 Brookside Ave. 7340 Rainbow Terrace
SADDLE RIVER, N.J. INDEPENDENCE, OHIO

1 p p | BURPEE'S
M T [g” Regal Lilies

3Bulbs for ZSc
One of the easiest grown and most beautiful of all lilies.

Were 25c each; now 3 for 25c; 7 for 50c; 15 for $1.00.
All postpaid. Write for Burpee’s Seed Catalog. All best
flowers and vegetables. Lower Prices for 1937.

W. ATLEE BURPEE CO., 617 Burpee Bldg., Philadelphia

HOW TO GROW
PLANTLETSfromSEED

FREE

for the Asking

—an interesting new bulletin:
"Growing Plantlets from
Seed.” Tells when to sow and
how to get the most from seed
—How to develop strong, healthy roots that don’t
break offin transplanting. A bulletin every gardener
should have. Write for Free copy today. Address
Dept. M-3. Peat Institute of America, Div.
Peat Import Corp., 155 John St., New York, N.Y.

Burpee's New Marigold
CROWN OF GOLD

All-America Gold Medal 1937

The only Marigold with entirely odorless

foliage. " Brilliant_ golden orange. Sweet-
scented flowers. Early flowering. Blooms

all summer. Pkt. 25¢; % oz. $1.00. Seed
Catalog FREE. Lower Prices for 1937.

W. Atlee BurpeeCo.,481 BurpeeBldg., Philadelphia
CONDON'’S GIANTTO M T
EV BEAI%ING A

‘eQu

een of the Market.”

O

Big Money Maker.
Large Solid Fruit— Excellent Canner
To introduce to you our Vigorous Northern
Grown “ Pure Bred” Garden Farm and Flower
Seeds. Bulbs. Strawberry Plants. Fruits
and Nursery Items we will mail you 125
Seeds of Condon’s Giant tps n f 1 *
EVERBEARING Tomato mm H p F
.and our big 1937 Catalog = mm'B s Bh
Most Complete Seed and Nursery Book-
180 pages —600 pictures. Bargain rices.
Write Today. Send Sc Stamp to cover Postaoe

BROS. SEEDSMEN cockrora. minois

EIZIICI3ESO33

Giant Dahlia-Flowered Zinnias. Four Best Colors:
Scarlet, Yellow, Lavender, Rose. 1 Pkt. of each
(value éOc) postpaid, only 10c. Seed Catalog Free.
W. Atlee Burpee, 482 Burpee Bldg., Philadelphia

COND

BY F . ROCKWELL

STOOD the other day on a

wind-blown hill with a young

couple who were selecting a
site for the home they plan to
build this spring. Now there is
nothing very exceptional in
that. More young couples—
and older ones, too—are build-
ing new homes today than ever
before. That is why this month
we are talking over the plant-
ing of these new homes— and
also of the old homes that need
new planting.

But these particular young
people were exceptional in that
they were planning their house
and the planting around it at
one and the same time. By do-
ing so they were saving several
years in obtaining landscape ef-
fects, untold trouble and much
useless expense.

THE FRAMEWORK FIRST-THEN
THE FRILLS

On a new place | advise let-
ting the lawns and permanent
flower beds wait until the sec-
ond year—or at least until fall
if the place is started in the
spring. This does not mean
that the grounds need look like
the Sahara during the first sum-

mer. There are easy ways of
getting temporary greenery
and color.

But the first things to con-
sider are the large trees, the
hedges, the locations of drives
or walks and the main divisions
of the planting. These form the
framework of that part of the
home which is out-of-doors.
Until this framework is con-
structed it is wasted effort to
start the final decorations.

THE BIG TREES COME FIRST

No single item in the planting
list goes further toward giv-
ing the place real and everlast-
ing character than a fine tree
or two. They frame the house
and make the picture; and their
graceful shade on summer days
means the difference between
misery and enjoyment.



THEN THINK OF TODAY

Horticultural Editor

A tree that is reaching ma-
turity—six inches or more in
diameter—is expensive to buy
and more expensive to move.
But specimens of three to five
inches caliper and ten to
twenty-five feet high—accord-
ing to species and variety—are
by no means prohibitive in cost.

Oaks add more character to
a landscape than any of the
other large trees, but are rather
slow-growing. EIms, beeches,
plane-trees and tulip-trees are
all good. Poplars are fast grow-
ing, but brittle and messy.
Maples should not be planted
near areas where other plants
will be grown.

Evergreens lend a note of
stability in summer and cheer
in winter. Among the larger
ones there is nothing, in my
opinion, to surpass our native
White Pine; but where the
blister rust disease is prevalent
it is better to use fir, spruce or
hemlock.

FOR THE SMALLER PLACE

If your house and lot are
small, such trees may be out
of scale. Or perhaps a large
tree at one side of the back
lawn will be sufficient to frame
the house from the street. Then
for other trees choose some-
thing smaller. Among ever-
greens, the various red cedars
(juniperus in the catalogues)
come in a wide range of form,
size and coloring to fit into
almost any part of the land-
scape picture.

Among small deciduous trees
that will give shade and grace
are dogwood, ironwood, (ostrya
carpinus), the birches, sassa-
fras (too little appreciated),
magnolias and hawthorns, and
the ornamental crabs, apples
and cherries.

THE PERMANENT VINES

Hardy vines, like trees,
take several years to begin pay-
ing dividends of beauty. They,
too, should [Turn to page PS]

To introduce Jung’s q(uallte/ Seeds
we will send youa B t. of Jung’s
Wayahead Tomato, big red fruits
BGKBSSBBv ripen as early as July 4th, also the
glorious sweeét scented double nas-
BESggg?/ turtiums and Giant Double Dahlia Zinnias
! f you will _enclose a 3c stamp to pay

w tage, in Canada 1
f Send for a Free cogy of our beautlful colored cata-
log. Filled with bargains in Seeds, Plants and
Shrubs. Coupon for Raré premiums in each catalog.

J. W.JUNG SEED CO., Dept. 15, Randolph, Wis.

Send today for your free copy of this
wonderful reference book, this dependable
guide to better gardening. Greater values
and many novelties. Illustrated in colors.

520 MARK ET STREET

M ICHELL, SEED HOUSE

Philadelphia, Pa.

I Sent free to any one interested
. in gardenin Contains full in-
i formation about the best of the
new _flowers and vegetables_ for
1937. More than a catalog, it is
a complete guide to those whose
flower ‘and vegetable gardens are
a source of pride. "Reasonable
prices— and many special values.

HENRY A. DREER
284 Dreer Bldg. Phila., Pa

You have to plant good seed to get a
good garden. Peter Henderson’s new
catalog is filled with complete descrip-
tions and cultural directions for flowers
and vegetables that you can grow. Send
for it now and let good seeds give your
garden a head start this year.

Your free copy is ready
Send for it now!

Send me your 1937 Catalog as advertised.

loir PETER HENDERSON & CO.

NEW YORK, N. Y.

35 CORTLANDT ST.

SURETOBLOOM

HARDYGARDEN P"

ROSESoo #*

Everblooming Beauties. 6 Healthy
Plants. Ready to grow. All will bloom
thissummer. Gruss An Teplitz, (Sed),

uw M fw & m ALL will bloom this summer w A o
Golden Ophelia, golden yellow; Pres. Rg fj y
T) Hoover, orange yéllow; Crusader, rich

/" scarlet; Ophe 1a, flesh plnk Columbia

roseplnk Rapture rich plnk All good VI 1 Murrsst ( e|'|0Wam (crlmson[))a -
strong hardy plants! rgy dy / (pink)} dlance (pmk) Angelus
9 SPECIAL OFFERS (white).  SPECIAL OFFERS
6 Hardy Phlox j 12 Gladiolus . . .. 25C 3 NewBluelLily . . 50¢
F Horcly o g Ss;;"'ﬂ?gs 6 Geraniums . . . 3455(: 1g Petunias . . . . 22%0
) Wj 6 Snapdragons. . . C Pansies . . c
H 8 OrchidFiw'g Cannas. 48c 25 Gladiolus.. rv 6 Chrysanthemums . 40C 6 Perennials, all diff. 49¢
1f/ All different colors and shades. 6 Hardy Phlox . . . 49¢c 25 Oxalis, Mixed 25¢

1 Any 4 collections for $1.75. Entire collection [9] for Special Price: All 11 Collections mailed postpaid, $3.75
(Il $3750. All plants postpaid. Guaranteed to reach |¥ P New Catalog of Seeds Plants, Bulb[;fg REE.

d d Catalog FR
CI68 & RERLE e Bept 6 Sphingnett, oo H. W. BUCKBEE rockford, inois
Graceful "Streamline™ Bud
As Modern as Tomorrow! ij|
A brilliant new roselWinner of the Bagatelle ECLIPSE
Pat. 172

Gold Medal, Paris; highest award of the Italian
Government, Rome; and Gold Medal American Rose
Society. Blossoms rich, plain gold, enhanced by ornamental

sepals. Everblooming and perfectly hardy. Be among the LOOK FOR HW
first to enjoy this splendid new rose in your own garden. THIS SEAL

SIGNORA (Pat. 201). A remarkable new rose from the land of sun-
shine. New as to bloom, plant and foliage. Buds of burnt orange, open-
ing to lighter tints of gold, orange and salmon. The bloom is double
but not crowded. Everblooming—perfectly hardy.

GLOAMING (Pat. 137). Fawn-orange in the bud, opening to a pink

overlaid with salmon. Plant vigorous with handsome foliage. Certain SIGNORA
to please. A pink rose but no other like it.
RADIANT HEAUTY (Pat. 97). Radiant. Glorious rich red in color.
Everblooming, hardy. In form and fragrance like American Beauty.
Sold by Nurserymen, Florists, Seedsmen
and Dealers Everywhere.
Send for New Booh. Helpful sketches and GLOAMING

data insure success with roses. Also
20 latest rose creations in full color.

JACKSON & PERKINS COMPANY

Hybridizers and Distributors of New Roses and Plant Specialties

Department M57, NEWARK, NEW YORK STATE RADIANT BEAUTY
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Beautiful har*y shrub—blooms every
spring —Increases in Beauty Xg/arl_ ,rnr »
hree glorious colors—Red —White 1
and Pink. | want you to enjoy them in Tyour,
own garden. Your Choice with a copy o
My 1937 Nursery and Seed Catalog FREE
This Catalo%_'plctures and describes com- _
plete line of Hardy Ornamental Shrubs—¥ines
Perennials—Roses—Dahlias—Cannas—Gladi- ,
oli—Lilies—Strawberries—Grapes—Fruits of all
kinds—Garden and Farm Seed. Send 100 to cover postage
and packing. Special: All 3 colors and Catalog for 250.
R. H. SHUMWAY SEEDSMAN
Box 425 ROCKFORD, ILLINOIS Established 1870

Akfor VAUGHAN'S

BEAUTIFUL

Garden Book

} Vaughan’s “Garden-
ing llustrated” will be sent on re- m m

_(?uest. This catalog has 240 color
illustrations of flowers, roses, water lilies—blooms
\éou_would like in your garden. Full instructions.
eginners, too, can have prize blooms. And vege-
tables too! Study the list of delicacies. Special:
Only 10 cents pkt. New early giant flowered
Cosmos Sensation—a winner. Wrap a dime.

VAUGHAN'S SEED STORE, Dept. 431
10 W. Randolph St., Chicago 47 Barclay St., New York

HILL EVERGREENS

V>Tf* T T,E in _choice, high-grade r,
Y/ 5\ L TJ I'l graFts, se'eJ”ﬂgsgan d faé

small transplanted evergreens. Hardy, rare &
specimens. Our large capacity, long experi-
ence and reputation are assurance of greater values for
your money. Catalog FREE. Write today.

D. HILL NURSERY CO., Evergreen Specialists—

WORLD’S LARGEST GROWERS

Box 225 Dundee, Illinois

F D F F Pkt. Giant Pansy and

BIG catalog of

ALNEER'S SEEDS

Plants, Etc. BestNew Crop. Sureto Grow.
Our Prices Save You Money. Write Today.
Special Pricesfor Market Gardeners

DON'T LET COUGHING
TEAR YOUR THROAT

MILLIONS USE PERTUSSIN
FOR QUICK RELIEF

It’s the drying of tiny moisture glands in your
throat and bronchial tract that often causes
coughs. Sticky phlegm collects, irritates, and
you cough.

Pertussin stimulates these glands to again
pour out their natural moisture. Sticky mucus
is loosened and easily expelled. Irritation goes
away—-coughing is relieved. Try Pertussin at
our expense. Use coupon below.

3¥ PERTUSSIN

Seeck & Kade, Inc., Dept. D-5,

440 W ashington Street, N. Y. C.
Please send me2-0z. prescription of
Pertussin FREE by return mail.

FREE

WORLD'S LOWEST PRICED
BUILD QUALITY HOVE $495 AND

Your Now you can own a fine, 4 to

10 room modern home —the

H O M E World’s lowest priced quality home
—and save $200 to $800. Buy

directfrom thebigAladdinMills.

For Save 18% material waste. Save

30% labor, or build it yourself
with our easy to follow Blan_s.
Our prices include all lumber Readi-
Cut, aluminum protected siding, mill
W

3 : /0 ork, windows, doors, interior wood
work, flooring, roofing, hardware,
nails, paints, “stains, varnish—and
we pay freight!

SUMMER COTTAGES $230 up
Write today for catalog No. 263,

We Pay Freight
use coupon or postcard.

ALADDIN CO.
Bay City, Mich, or Portland, Ore.

Send me Free Catalog No. 263.1

I City or Town—

With illustrations describing one of
the most amazing testsofrose pro-
tection ever made against insects
and diseases. Of vital importance
to all that grow roses.

Sent FREE! Write today
Dept. AM
ROSE MANUFACTURING CO.
Philadelphia, Penn.

— TIGRIDIAOtIT”~ Jlouxn

Very Rare and Unusual
Lar%e lily-like blossoms bright yellow to
scarlet continuous for 8 months.” Planting
and growth resemble Gladioli A
Special Bulb offer. 12 bulbs for this *
season's flowers, $1.00 postpaid._
Or you can easily grow your own Tigridia
bulbs from Harris unusual new crop seed.
Special-packet 35 seeds, 20¢
Send for 1937 Catalog of Harris Vegetables and
Flowers and buy direct from our seed farm. a4
OSEPH HARRIS CO.. IN D.6, COLDWATER,N.Y. i 1

1HARRIS SHDS -cATALOG FReE

Think of it! 10 heallh¥ 4 ge_ar old
Transplanted trees, 6 to 10 inches

tall—only $1. Postpaid. Send to-

N4 ) Blue day. . . éargain Ng. 2—50 Ever-
gréens $3. postpaid. All 3 and 4

A S ear old transplanted trees. 3to 10"
pI’UCe all. Ten each White Spruce, IScotch

Pine, Austrian Pine, Eng

Spruce, Douglas Fir, all '50 for
Trees $§.00. Freegillus. price_list_of
small eve’\rlgl_reen trees. ALLTREES
GUARANTEED TO LIVE.
1
POSTPAID  ESTERN MAINE FOREST NLREER

Box M3 Fryeburg, Maine

EASTER LILY

The Natural Beauty and Fragrance of this
SIBERIAN CORAL LILY with 12 to 20
Deep Scarlet Blooms from ONE Spike,
will" add a_ Spiritual Touch to each
Easter_ occasion. Comes in POT
with Bulb Fibre. Keeg DAMP and it
will_bloom by Easter. Cellophane packed
in Box. Postpaid for 25c, three for 50c.
Order AT ONCE for the early Easter.
Regal Bulb Co., Dept. 58, Westport, Conn.

TOM THUMB

World's Smallest Red Rose

A tiny gem for rockery, border or_pool’s
edge, also for conservato,rx. Rich crimson,
white center studded with gold stamens.
Hardy. Supply limited. $1. Each; 6 for
$5., postpaid. “Send for Catalog.

THE CONMRDPYLE QO, 552 West Gowe, Pa

ESCAPE
NEEDLESS
EXHAUSTION

HOT sTARCH
IN30 SEconDs

Makes Ironing Easy
FREE OFFER
This way to starch
makes irons fairly glide!

This new way to hot starch does away with
boiling, mixing, straining and bother. It’s a
powdered starch... practically self-cooking. It
contains gliding ingredients. Makeshot starch-
ing easy. Makes ironing easy. Write us, The
Hubinger Company, number 341, Keokuk,
lowa, for small proof packet... ask for “That
Wonderful Way to Hot Starch. See how easy it
becomes to press things to gleaming perfection.

QUICK WAY TO
REMOVE CORNS

no cutting ... no pads

RELIEVE CORN PAIN QUICKLY

If you want to remove those aching corns
just get a bottle of FREEZONE from any
druggist. Put a drop or two on the corn.
The pain is quickly relieved. Then before
you know it the corn gets so loose you can
lift it right off with your fingers, easily and
painlessly removed. It’s the safe way that
millions use to getrid of hard and soft corns
and calluses. Works like a charm! Try it.

FREEZONE

PLANT FOR

TOMORROW-THEN
THINK OF TODAY

[Beginning on page 96]

be among the very first things to be
planted.

The wisterias, of which there are
several varieties, are especially sat-
isfactory. No other hardy vine
matches their flower-time beauty;
and the foliage, decorative and free
from pests, remains attractive the
season through. But in buying a
wisteria, be sure to get a grafted
plant—many seedlings never bloom.

Another good permanent vine is
the trumpet creeper (bignonia or
tecoma) which will climb on a clap-
board wall. The new Bignonia grandi-
flora is an improved form. Of the
honeysuckles, consider the new Loni-
cera tallmanni, with tubular bronzy-
gold flowers. The Dutchmans-pipe
vine and Clematis virginiana are ex-
cellent to shade a porch. The hardiest
evergreen substitute for the usual
English ivy is the Wintercreeper,
Euonymus radicans.

FOR IMMEDIATE EFFECT

There is nothing you can do the
first summer to get the effect of a
large tree. For that you will have
to let time have its way. But while
you are waiting for the wisteria to
shade your front entrance, set out a
quick-growing moon-vine. By August
it will be luxuriant. Be sure, how-
ever, to place it at least twelve inches
away from the wisteria, and give both
plants plenty of plant food. Or plant
a Cardinal Climber over an arbor in
the garden or a fence.

While your division hedge is still
in skinny adolescence, plant about a
foot in front of it a hedge of kochia.
By the time the kochia has died down
in the fall, your privet will be ready
to stand on its own foliage. And, in-
stead of the usual privet, for your
permanent hedge, consider the new
upright-growing barberry, which gives
a trimmed effect, without demanding
constant clipping; or, for an all-year
effect, Japanese Yew.

Before you have decided just
where you will want the perennial
border, plant trial borders and beds
of annuals. Marigolds, zinnias, phlox
drummondi, cosmos and calendula
can be purchased as pot plants,
which will flower at once. Phlox,
sweet alyssum, petunia, California
poppy, clarkia, annual gaillardia, lu-
pine and—most satisfactory of all
for hot dry places—the ever-cheer-
ful sun rose or portulaca, will bloom
quickly, from seed sown in the open.

THE FIRST SEASON LAWN

Don’t make the costly mistake of

attempting to rush in a lawn the
first spring. Late April and May,
when most lawns are planted, is

about the most unfavorable season
for sowing grass seed. Oats or rye,
sown after the preliminary grading,
and mowed with a scythe every two
or three weeks will make a satis-
factory green covering throughout the
first season.

In July or August this crop can
be turned under, adding much plant
food and humus to the soil. Grad-
ing and top dressing may then be
completed, and lawn grass sown in
August or early September, the best
time of the year for lawn making.

10*

___,t Collection, including Asters, Poppies,
Petunta, Alyssum, Marigold, Calliopsis, Celosia,
_ Larkspur, Mignonette, Portulaca, Eschscholtzia, Zin-
nia, etc. Send today for this Unusual Introductory Pack-
age of 300 varieties. Only 10c;or3 for 25c¢, postpaid.
New 1937 Garden Guide FREE. .
BURGESS SEED & PLANT CO.,303 T.H..calesburg. Mich.

New CACTUS

Grow these wonderfully interesting and
beautiful flowering plants. Write for my
new FI'E€€ catalog, 16 pages of colored pic-
tures and descriptions. A fascinating hobby
for the window gardener or apartment
house dweller. Grow anywhere! Johnson
Cactus Gardens, Box 5 Hynes, calif.

Kundcrd dic&Jfcru*/

ur wonderful new Ruffled, P|aii]- etale,g‘ and_Prim-

A R Bl RS Rl

ections anc?c’u turcéi notes.  Get your b%l%% at once,
A. E. KUNDERD INC.

320 Lincoln Way
New Fluffy Ruffles Petunias
Will send l?kt. Fluffy Ruffles; 1 pkt. Rose of
Heaven; 1pkt. Gt. Mixed and 1pkt. Little Star
Petunias for only 10c to help cover cost of pack-

ing and postage—FREE—Pike’s Garden Book.
5.W.PIKE,Seedsman, Inc., Dept. A-6, St. Charles, IlI.

A FOUNTAIN FOR GARDENS man =

h ETHING NEW |
&rgﬁnw%@gungm%l.:{g{xﬁ? I[ﬁ%?(pvg%le\ge%\(l)egggral%yeﬁ'REEPo%]eer.
LOCUST LAWN GARDENS, DEPT. M2, CRAFTON, PA.

FREE ROSE ROOK

41st Edition, “Roses of New Castle.” Gold mine
of information. Lowgrlces Write for FREE copé/.
HELLER BROS. CO., Box 313, Castle, Ind.

Goshen, Ind.

# BERRYS New POULTRY BOOK
BERRY'S Hand-Selected BABY CHICKS, Pullets or
ed, Pullorum tested. Best Service, LOW PRICES.

Y wonderful Poultry Book FREE, stainps appreciatsvd.
RAWBERRY PLANTS

S
Our FREE Berry-Book Tells about New and
Better Varieties” and How to Grow Them.

=

AT TREMENDOUS SAVINGS
Boucle 99c Ib. Cashmere Sport Yarn $2.75.
Free Knitting Box with every $3.00 order.
Write for free Instruction and sample Book
—1001 colors.

WOOL TRADING CO.  Estata. 1920
370 Grand St., Dept. B, New York City

GET 25 SAMPLES OF j

xSend 10c for 24-page Homemakers Book
_on Draperies, Slip_Covers, Luncheon

i Sets, etc. an ?et Free samples latest

» “materials atFactoryPrices.Write today!
' Itasca Weavers' Guild, Dept. D, Itasca, Tex-

50Redl Bargain REE Sarrples clclns
Saﬁsfaoﬁmejarane%?! __ Velcrepe *3.25Ih,
FREE Needleswi 50

E th'3 Order™ Tweeds £, E;)orts .
Silk Boucle sl.50 Ib. 4 Fold £ Shetland *1.95
I.B.YARNS CORP.,Dept. 19C,767Sixth Ave.,N.Y.ISsf. 27years)

FORYOU—W RITE\OW!!

If you would like to know how to turn
your spare time into real money, send
for full particulars at once to Dept. 3J,
McCall’s Magazine, Dayton, Ohio.

Doctors and nurses everywhere recom-

mend these "Anti-Colic” brand nipples.

For FREE SAMPLE, mail this adver-

tisement, before April 1st, stating pref-

erence: No. 147 or No. 151.

Davol Rubber Company — Dept. M. 1
Providence, Rhode Island

Make pie crusts that
please, with the
greatest of ease.

FLAKO

PIE CRUST

Invitations or Announcements

I_ 100, Script Lettering $3.50
e ' n g dincluding two sets of envelopes

...... efor Samples 100 Visiting Cards $1.00
C.OTT ENGRAVING CO., 1042 Chestnut St., Philadelphia, Pa



MIDNIGHT
SAILING

[Continued from page 94]

inside the open port. When Hemple
had clambered up the side they fol-
lowed an officer into a lift. Then they
were led along a passage and through
a door marked “No Admittance.”
They mounted some steps which
brought them up to the chart room.

As soon as they reached it the tur-
bines were started. Hemple had
entered the pilothouse. He was stand-
ing beside the quartermaster, speak-
ing quietly, giving bearings.

O THE great ship moved into Am-
brose Channel. From the end of

the channel off Sandy Hook to the
pier in Manhattan it was twenty-six
miles. Two thousand feet wide, the
buoy-marked channel, and forty feet
deep at mean low water.

But that was almost this vessel’s
draught. Only at flood—and the tide
was flowing—did the Neptune dare
to enter the harbor. Even then the
water below her keel was scant enough
to be cause for worry. Suppose she
should veer from her course, swung
by the wind or caught in an eddy!

A bell was struck: ding-ding, ding-
ding, ding-ding, ding. That would be
eleven-thirty. Half before noon of a
Saturday morning: three transatlantic
passenger ships had quit their piers
at eleven sharp. They would be out
on the river now, cutting their way
toward Ambrose Channel.

But the haze had begun to thicken
fast. The tanker which was leading
the Neptune, laden with oil. had van-
ished in mist. Still the great liner
moved, unfaltering. This was an old,
old story to Hemple. Even though the
lights of the buoys were hidden, he
could steer by the sound of their
plaintive bells, for in his ears each
voice was distinct.

Karen sat quietly, watching the
pilot. She became aware of a grow-
ing tension. On the bridge the offi-
cers looked and listened, searching
the atmosphere for . .. what?

“Slow down engines to fourteen
knots.”

“Fourteen knots, sir.”

Karen gulped. She knew how it
hurt him to give that order— how it
must hurt, when every minute the
liner lost could mean so much.

Now the tanker’s whistle sounded
louder. Cold sweat formed on Hem-
pie’s brow. Given clear passage,
even in fog, he could take this vessel
to Quarantine. But a tanker ahead
and sounding nearer! A tanker,
rammed by a heavy ship, might burst
into flames and then explode.

There was something else which
troubled Hemple. At fourteen knots
a boat of this size was barely making
her steerageway. At any moment her
prow might swerve, despite the mam-
moth rudder which steered her. Swept
by the currents, her keel might scrape
on a rocky ledge and go fast aground.

A quartermaster entered quietly,
grinned at Karen and spoke to Hem-
ple. He held a radiogram in his hand.
Hemple, taking it, nodded his thanks
and spoke to the wheelman:

“Two seventy-three.”

“Two seventy-three, sir.”

The spokes of the wheel eased off
to the right. Still Hemple did not
open the message. Anxiously Karen
watched his face. It had not changed.
It was pale and tense. At last, half
turning, he spoke her name.

Brilliant Teeth—Healthy Gums
with this Double Protection

our teeth may look clean and white,
Yeven though your gums are soft and

spongy. That’s the insidious thing about
half-way  dental care. Forhan’s Tooth
Paste, created by an eminent dental sur-
geon, provides the double protection every-
one needs. It does both vital jobs—cleans
teeth and safeguards gums.

After brushing your teeth, massage
our gums, too, with Forhan’s, just as
dentists advise. Note how it stimulates
the gums, how clean and fresh ?/our mouth
feels! Soon you can see the difference.

Forhan’s costs no more than most ordi-
nary tooth pastes, and the big new tube
saveés you money. Buy Forhan’s today,
and end half-way care once for all. Also
sold in Canada.

FORMULA OF R.J. FORHAN, D.D.S.

F orb an's

does | cleans teeth

BoTH JoBs1 SAVES GUMS

NION PACIFIC’S “Western
Wonderlands” is really a vacation guide
—suggests where to go, what to see and
do. It contains photographs and pictorial
map of the West’s most famous vacation
regions — Zion - Bryce - Grand Canyon
National Parks, Yellowstone, Colorado,
California, Boulder Dam and the Pacific
Northwest. Send for “Western Wonder-
lands” today—"sample” your vacation

before taking |E

,re PROGRESSVE )  MAIL COUPON

W. S. Basinger, Passenger Traffic Manager
Room 465, Union Pacific Railroad
Omaha, Nebr.

Please send me, free. WESTERN WON DERLANI)S

Name

Street-

City -.

“Read it to me, please,” he asked.

She tore the envelope open and
looked.

“Signed ‘Nell,”” she swallowed.

Hemple nodded.

“‘Norah calling you. Again she
swallowed, scarcely able to speak the
words. “ ‘Come at once. Doctors
say—’"

“Go on,” said Hemple.

“ —she won’t live long.””

Abruptly Karen burst into tears.
She had never felt so stirred, so
touched. The gray-haired pilot, say-
ing nothing, stared ahead through the
curtain of fog. He was seeing Norah’s
pain-drawn face—Norah dying. He
was seeing more. He was seeing the
ship consigned to his care gliding on
in the deepening mists—gliding to-
ward a hidden tanker laden deep with
burning death.

He strode to the door on the star-
board side, where the captain was
watching the channel ahead, and called
out crisply, “Full speed astern.”

“Full speed astern, sir.”

The engine-room telegraph jangled
quickly. The master hurried in from
the bridge.

“We’ll anchor until it’s lightened
a bit,” Hemple told him.

“That would seem best.”

“Position, just off Torkham Shoal.”

The Neptune’s whistle blasted
thrice to tell other craft that her
screws were reversed. Her forward
motion was gradually checked. Her
turbines were stopped. She was drift-
ing now, and Hemple -cupped his
hands to his mouth.

“Let go your starboard anchor,” he
called to a waiting officer.

The chain rattled noisily through its
hawse hole. A huge gong clanged—
a nervous warning that here in the
channel off Torkham Shoal a fog-
bound liner lay at anchor.

Suddenly Hemple, his task accom-
plished, covered his face with his
hands and sobbed.

It

T MIDNIGHT the Neptune
A . reached her pier and Karen hur-
ried down the gangplank followed by
a swarm of reporters. They had come
aboard at Quarantine, and it had not
taken them long to learn that there
was an heiress on the liner.

One had radioed Rico, the dancer.
He was waiting upon the pier to
greet her. Flashlights popped as the
glamorous Spaniard kissed first her
hand and then her lips.

“Queridisima! When | heard you
had reesked your so sweet life—"

“Please. Rico.” She wriggled from
his embrace. “I don’t feel that way.”

“But— ! But | have left the dance
—my admirers—to be with you!
They are wild. The manager begged
with tears in his eyes—”

But Karen did not even hear him.
She was anxiously searching the
crowded pier for a certain face.

And then she saw it.

“Hudson!”

A young man
through.

“It’s all right, Karen.”

“All right?” she gasped.

“l got Dr. England on the phone
as soon as your radio came. She’s
passed the crisis. She’s going to live.”

“She'll live! Oh . . . darling!”

Karen was crying in Hudson Kee-
ble’s arms. She was as glad to see
him, she thought, as Norah was glad
to see George Hemple.

At last Karen faced the cameraman.

“Again?” she smiled. “I'm will-
ing, all right. That is, if it’s okay
with Hudson.”

“You bet,” he grinned.

The flashlamps flared as she kissed
him again. Vaguely she felt she was
like a ship which has come past dan-
gerous shoals into haven.

forced his way

DONT PAY

, St (GRACE
PRICES FOR

. rd Gk HH

You can’t judge quality of ocean fish by
the price—nor by its looks. And here’s the
reason why:

When ocean fish are brought into the
great pier at Boston, inspectors carefully
sort them into 3 grades. Only the finest
fish which have been out of water for the
shortest time are passed for Grade 1. Infe-
rior fish are put in the 2nd and 3rd grades.

Now, here’s the point: All three grades
are sold—usually as quality fish. So you
may be paying 1st grade prices and get-
ting 3rd grade fish and that’swhy it doesn’t
always taste delicious.

But you can buy ocean fish with a guar-
antee that it is always Grade 1 by de-
manding 40-Fathom Fish. 40-Fathom Fish
are juicy fillets, boned and cleaned—ready
for the fire—the cream of the catch—full
of the fresh caught taste of the sea. Easy
to cook in 8 to 10 minutes.

40-Fathom offers you a variety of fish
products, all 1st grade fish. Every package
is marked distinctly with the 40-Fathom
trademark shown below. If 40-Fathom
Brand Fish are offered to you without this
trademark, do not buy them for they are
not 40-Fathom Brand Fish.

FathomBrandFISH

recipes, like waffles, become new taste treats
when prepared with cheese, the ideal Lenten
food! And from Wisconsin,"America’s Dairy-
land, "comes cheese of exactly the flavoryou like.

Cheese flavor, you know, varies with age . . .
so Wisconsin cheese is dated the day it is
made, not only to tell you how fresh it is but
how fresh it isnt.

Look for the date and the state map. Enjoy this 90 %
to 99% digestible food from Wisconsin, source of
57-i/59k of the nation’s production. Ask, too, for
genuine Wisconsin Creamery Butter.



Me ades

Delightfully, you would choose VIyZ-EEZ shoes for

their sheer smartness of style and supremacy of value.
Then (happy discovery) you sense a marvelous new
comfort and confidence when first you step in them.
Their exclusive Flare-Fit* innersole cuddles around
your arch, holds it like a gentle hand, helps prevent
wobbly ankles. An instep support and metatarsal
maintainer complete their luxurious comfort. Risk no
danger of offending with foot awkwardness. Find new

walking grace and restful relief in Styl-EEZ Shoes!

Slightly higher westofthe Rockies

*The Flare-Fit Innersole . . . Holds your arch like a gentle
hand. Keeps your foot in the line of grace and ease.

ATHENA MAYWOCD

IRITA RIDGEWAY

THE SELBY SHOE COMPANY, PORTSMOUTH, OHIO
In Canada, selby shoes Itd., Montreal * InEngland, sexton son &ever-
ard, Norwich ¢ In Australia, selby shoes I1td., Sydney * Styl-EEZ Shoes
for Men, wall-streeter shoe company, north adams, Massachusetts






(& tfj/ A SIMPLE MAKEUP IDEA THAT BRINGS GLAMOUR TO 9 OUT OF 10 GIRLS

A quick way to glamorous beauty—for it
ends your doubts about right makeup!
Marvelous Eye-Matched Makeup is
makeup that matches... harmonizing face
powder, rouge, lipstick, eye shadow and
mascara. And it’s makeup that’s sure
to be right for you ... because the com-
plete makeup is scientifically keyed to
your own personality color, the color that
never changes, the color of your eyes!

"THRILLING,” says lovely
JanePickens,radioand Zieg-
feld Follies star.”l like this
new makeup immensely!”

WHY IS IT BETTER?

Because the principle is right. It’s been
tested, proved, endorsed by artists, styl-
ists, colorists. The world’s well-dressed
women choose clothes to flatter their
eyes. And you ... you've known for years,
haven’t you, that you look best in certain
colors that complement your eyes? You
won’t be surprised, then, at the immediate
new loveliness you achieve when you first

try this Marvelous Eye-Matched M akeup!

"STRIKING,” says Via-
cente Minnelli, brilliantpro-
ducer and designer of the
musical,"The Showis On.”

WHERE CAN | BUY IT?

At your favorite drug or department store.
Thousands of women have already dis-
covered this new makeup ... 9 out of 10
agree it does more for them than any
makeup they’ve ever used before. It’s
made by Richard Hudnut. The price is

*gagr § 1 . o .
Vi M M low, the quality definitely superior. Your
' "SUPERB,” says exotic mirror ... and that man who matters ...
Tamara Geva, Continental H
" ' are sure to agree you look your loveliest
1 \Y k & 1 dancing star of the Broad- g y Y
H P wWm o ibk way hit, "On Your Toes.» ~ When you wear the Eye-Matched Makeup.
COPYRIGHT 1937. BY RICHARD HUDNUT
ypvl-  Marvelous Dresden type Face
C/ Powder, Rouge, Lipstick,
Eye Shadow, or Mascara if your eyes are blue;
Parisian type if your eyes are brown; Continental
type for hazel; Patrician type for gray. Each single
item costs only 55d (Canada 65Q)in full size packages.
ROUGE FACE POWDER MASCARA LIPSTICK
At last, rouge that’s Silk-sifted, super- Gives character to Double -creamed Glamorousnewsoit-
smoothly blended, fine, kind to sensi- lashes, makes your for lasting smooth- focus shades that PARIS . . LONDON .. NEW YORK ..TORONTO ..BUENOS AIRES ..MEXICO CITY ..BERLIN
wake attention to CAPETOWN ..BUDAPEST..SYDNEY . .SHANGHAI .. RIO DE JANEIRO ..HAVANA ..VIENNA

soft, velvety ... no
harsh color spots.

tive skins. Clings 4
to 6 hours, by test.

eyes look bigger,
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your eyes’ beauty.



FROM YOUR HEAD

LET'S START WITH HATS-

because a new hat is the part of your costume that sets
off the spring silhouette—gives it dash and verve. Hat
crowns are medium or shallow, with less emphasis on
height. But—and this is news—they’re usually deep
at the back, covering more back hair for a neater look.
Off-face styles will be featured widely. There's a lot
of what milliners call “manipulation” which simply
means that crowns are pleated, pushed and pulled into
odd, but becoming, lines. Felts are everywhere in de-
licious colors. Straws come in many braided types,
both narrow and broad. Trimming is varied— from
novelty fish to birds and feather flowers.

A THREE HAT WARDROBE-
is what we show above. Left, an echo of the Tyrolean,
ideal for sports clothes. It’s adorable in bright green
felt, with its rolled brim and its new-looking squared
crown, not to speak of the question mark feather that
pierces it through! Middle, an off-the-face type in
dull straw braid bound with grosgrain. Both the off-
face idea and the split-up-the-back-of-the-crown are
novel and charming. Right, a classic tailored felt.
This one is in coral, with a pheasant feather worked
into a circular pleat round the crown. The back brim
turns up to show your curls, the front is becomingly
tilted over your face. We chose this group, because it
includes types that are almost universally becoming.
Also, the hats are shown in good stores.

HOW LONG ARE SKIRTS?

Fairly short, but nobody seems to want them to go
much shorter! They’re often straight, on suits, but
they may be gored or pleated for flare. The back still
seems more important than the front, for its movement
and swish. Watch your skirt length in relation to your
height. There’s a point just above the biggest part of
the calf at which a skirt hem looks best.

SO YOU'RE GETTING A SUIT!
The one silhouetted here has jaunty back pleats on the
jacket and skirt, a combination tailored and dressmaker
type that fits beautifully into every wardrobe. Shoul-
ders on coats, suits and frocks are squared, but much
less definitely accented. There’s a trend towards the
collarless line, with necks filled in with jabots and frills.
Sleeves on dresses often stop at the elbow. Besides
tailored suits, the coat-and-dress ensemble gives prom-
ise of becoming a hit. Fabric houses, looking ahead,
have made appropriate companion materials.

TAKE A QUICK LOOK AT THE

mmm.

..TO YOUR TOES

AND AS FOR SHOES-
they'll twinkle right along with the jaunty skirts. The
high-in-front feeling persists because it is appropriate
to the skirt length. But it is lightened in a hundred
ways: Deep-cut sandal openings at the sides, butterfly
or stand-up tongue effects, larger perforations, and
straps around the ankle. Buttons are in evidence, as
are crossed straps and buckles. Shoes slip on easily,
because they have clever goring and glove-fitted fronts.
Fabric shoes are all over—trimmed in leather, stitched,
laced, and outlined with braid.

A THREE-SHOE WARDROBE-
as shown below, should give you a well-dressed feeling,
down to your toes! Left, a gabardine, high-heeled tie
pump with kid appligue— for dressmaker suit wear. It
comes in black, brown or navy, and wears a gay bow of
grosgrain ribbon—very graceful on the foot. The shoe
next it is a delicately designed high-heeled strap pump
with the ankle strap that’s high style this spring. Ideal
for formal afternoons. The fabric is sturdy, linen-like
in effect. The bands are patent trim. Lower right, a
medium-heeled pump with the upstanding tongue. The
ornament is in the form of regular perforations and
stitching, with a grosgrain bow at the front. Good for
street wear—shopping and business.

WHAT TO DO TO YOUR FIGURE?
With the spring silhouette your foundation garment
must do a special job, particularly from shoulder to
waistline.  Newest all-in-one foundation garments
achieve a nipped-in look at the waist, to outline that
smooth diaphragm and the snug-bodice effect. Spring
brassieres give you a natural high bust, rounded, rather
than pointed—and they do it with a minimum of cloth
and elastic! Girdles are still longish, for there is no
compromise with big hips.

PUT THEM ALL TOGETHER-
they spell Spring, 1937. A spring gay with color!
Beige is back. Blues and greens are subtly grayed or
muddied. Old-fashioned colors— eggplant, bottle-green,
voilet-blue are now new-fashioned. Reds are rosy.
Gray is going strong. Prints appear like hardy peren-
nials— from tiny bouquets to huge, splotchy flowers
for evening. Black-and-white prints are especially im-
portant for both day and night. It’s a gay spring, neat
and jaunty, with great interest in detail. Assemble
your costume with care from top to toe and you’ll live
in it with a glow of pride and contentment.

SILHOUETTE FOR SPRING



ake-up cosmetics don't be-
Mlong IN A MEDICINE CHEST.
KEEP THEM ON A HANDY SHELF, LIKE
THIS. (BUNNIES HOLD YOUR COTTON)

YOUR DRESSING-TABLE PROPERLY
LIGHTED? EXPERTS APPROVE TALL
LAMPS, WHITE-SHADED, AT FACE
HEIGHT. GIVE THEM 60-WATT BULBS

ylindrical lights at mirror
C SIDES ARE STANDARD FIXTURES IN
UP-TO-DATE BATHROOMS. FINE FOR
SHAVING AS WELL AS POWDERING!

BY HILDEGARDE FILLMORE

R, I might first ask, "Where do you make up?"
O because nine times out of ten the success or
failure of your make-up depends on whether
or not you'’ve put it on under a good light. I've
been talking with our field editors, whose job it is
to visit McCall readers in their homes. They all
agreed that most women, when they want to put on
make-up accurately and effectively, do it in the bath-
room! Why? Because the man of the family has
demanded—and got—a good light on his face for
a cleaner and smoother shave.

So, in thousands of bathrooms all over this land,
face powder, rouge, and all the rest, are crowded in
with the milk of magnesia and aspirin. 1, for one. am
starting, right here and now, a campaign to take cos-
metics out of the bath cabinet and give them a handy
shelf of their own! After all, modern beauty aids
are smartly packaged. When neatly arranged on a
painted wooden shelf or glass shelves, they add to the
efficient look of any bathroom. Such shelves should
be near the lighted mirror, and be big enough to hold
cleansing tissue and cotton as well as cosmetics.

The men will, I know, cheer this idea. It gives
them that much more room for pet shaving items.
Lights on either side of the mirror are better than
one light above, which leaves a shadow on the bottom
portion of the face.

DRESSING TABLE REFORM

But, you may say, “l’ve a perfectly charming dress-
ing table. Why shouldn't I sit down comfortably and
put my make-up on there?” But is it a well-lighted
dressing table? Again, from our traveling staff of in-
quiring reporters. | confirmed my suspicions that
many women who are fussy about light on a bridge
table or beside reading chairs are content with dinky
little inefficient lamps at their powder tables. They
may be cute, but they’re almost useless. Lamps
should be placed at face height, in order to light your
face properly. If high lamps are impractical for your
dressing table, try the pin-on type which are easy to
tack up on either side of your mirror. Dressing table
lights should have clear, white shades and be fitted
with 60-watt lamps. When | think of the many girls
who put make-up on in the dim glow of two 25-watt
lamps, | know why we see so many crudely made-up
faces on the street! For years most of us have been
applying our make-up in near darkness!

CONSIDER MAKE-UP SHADES

Women tell me that their greatest problem is find-
ing just the right shades, particularly of rouge and
harmonizing lipstick. Obviously, you can’t try out
make-up at the average cosmetic counter. But in
your stores you'll find plenty of help in make-up
analysis demonstrations and in color charts for every
type. One interesting method is that of a famous cos-
metic house which stresses harmonizing make-up to
the color of the eyes. They suggest shades for the
gray, brown, blue and hazel-eyed girls.

Have you a favorite dress in a rather bright or dis-
tinctive color? By harmonizing make-up with a color-
cape of crepe paper, you can achieve a superb effect
and discover hidden subtleties in your complexion.
This idea is a pet of the head of a great salon prepa-
ration line. It was her own make-up expert who
directed the make-up of the lovely lady on the right.
Her foundation cream matches her skin shade. The
moist rouge, if applied correctly, need not be touched
up for hours. One of the bad habits that results in
crude make-up is the all too common trick of rubbing
on dry rouge through the day, making an ugly, harsh
line on the face. Dot the cream rouge on as sparing-
ly as our lady in green does. Blend outward from
cheek bone center with your finger tips. It goes on
better if the face is slightly damp with lotion. Keep
rouge as high as possible— for rouge worn low adds
years to your face. Eye-shadow is dotted on, too,
then blended delicately away from the nose. Green
is used with the green dress, but in the finished make-
up you should not be able to detect its presence.

A BRUSH FOR YOUR LIPS?

Yes—if you are putting on a make-up that is to
transform your face into its greatest loveliness. It
takes practice, but I've noticed that professional mod-
els nowadays nearly always apply lip color this way:
Put the color from your lipstick on the little brush,
and draw in the outline of the lips very carefully.
Then fill in with lipstick. Blot your lips on cleansing
tissue til! all excess color comes off. You may not
have time for this in a hurried morning make-up.
But for a special party your lips will look infinitely
lovelier when color is put on this way. It’s a trick
long known to the stage and screen, and it’s fast being
taken up by girls who know that nothing spoils a
lovely make-up more quickly than lipstick that is
carelessly or clumsily applied.

Another modern touch that helps to give a beauti-
ful undertone to an otherwise uninteresting complex-
ion is that of using two shades of powder. After
your make-up is finished, press powder on in a shade
a bit lighter than your own skin, and brush off the
excess. Now press on powder in a shade darker than
the color of your skin.

Nowadays, the more tricks we borrow from the
stage and movie stars, the lovelier we look. And
there’s a good reason for this: with modern stage
and cinema lighting, it has been necessary to create
the effect of naturalness always. Of course, this ef-
fect is often heightened or accented in a way that
makes it too extreme for street use. But in principle
it’s sound. Give it a little study at your own private
make-up mirror and you’ll agree with me. And don’t
forget this.point: lighting that shows you your whole
face clearly is essential. It need not be as elaborate
as that in the dressing room of your favorite movie
star, but it must be efficient. You’ll never make the
most of the gorgeous new shades of powder, rouge,
lipstick and eye cosmetics without it.



FOR BEST SHADE OF ROUGE AND EYE-SHADOW,
A COLOR CAPE. A BRUSH TO OUTLINE THE LIPS

HERE SHE IS, WEARING GREEN. NOTE THE SKILLFUL BLENDING OF NASTURTIUM ROUGE, LIPSTICK,
GREEN EYE-SHADOW, DELICATE PENCILING-AND DARK FACE POWDER OVER A LIGHTER SHADE



V'*X0ES nail polish haw to chip off right away?”
— J women asked us. "Certainly not,” we said.
And we proved it.

Exhaustive tests over a long period prove abso-
lutely that our New Cutex Polish will not peel or
chip in a week! The reason is simple.

We took a picture of our New Cutex Polish right
after it had been applied to a smooth surface.

And then we took pictures of 8 other popular-
selling brands of liquid nail polish, also immediateiv
after application.

The photographs showed an amazing difference.
Look at them above—magnified 18 times.
Notice the perfectly smooth, even finish of Cutex
under the microscope! Cutex will stay unmarred on
the nail for days. Now look at the rough, bumpy,
uneven finish of ordinary polish. The lines in the
picture show clearly that the polish formula is imper-
fectly balanced. They show the beginning of crack-
ing and peeling—10 minutes after the polish dries!

Big Saving! It’s easy to see how much you can
save in time and money if you wear the New

O ndUiasuf,

Polttit

MAGNIFIED
18 TIMES

Bumpy and uneven— no wonder it
peels and chips and has a low lustre
on the nail because of its rough sur-
face. Representative of competi-
tive brands selling at 50c.

JV&UJL

Gutex Poltiii

MAGNIFIED
18 TIMES

Smooth as glass— it wears a week.
Make this test yourself— apply any
other brand of polish alongside
Cutex on a piece of glass— see the

difference!
A misty lavender pink. Perfect with blue, gray
*
M auve and with delicate evening pastels.
A fascinating smoky pink with soft brown under-
* & 441t tone—Becoming with green, brown, beige, copper.
A brand-new deep, purply wine shade. Enchant-
* feu tu fu su b f, ing with pastels, magnificent with black, white
or wine, and electrically smart with blue.
A new, softer red that everyone can wear. Goes
* (IOJUtt (Ied with everything, daytime or evening— very sophis-
ticated with black and white.
A soft, feminine dusky rose. Very flattering to the
* OUt (I(m. wearer—and especially irresistible with the new
wine shades!
Cutex Polish . . . with its glass-like, wonderfully  Tensmartshades to choose from! 35£a bottle, Creme or Clear.

resistant finish. You can put on the New Cutex
and forget about it for a week. And its lustre will
be higher, because of its smoother, longer wearing
surface.

Remember, too—besides longer wear and higher
lustre, the New Cutex Polish is famous for its new
smoky shades that go with many more costume
colors. It’s usable to the last drop, too—never
thickens in the bottle.

Keep away from ordinary polish that develops unsightly

cracks and chips after a day or two. Stock up on the new,
longer wearing Cutex in all your favorite shades today.

Northam Warren, New York, Montreal, London, Paris

CUTEX INTRODUCTORY SET containing your 2 favorite
shades of Cutex Liquid Polish, Cutex Oily Polish Remover
and the new Cutex Oily Cuticle Remover for 16".

Northam Warren Sales Co., Inc., Dept. 7-F-3

101 Hudson Street, New York, N. Y.

(In Canada, P. O. Box 2320, Montreal)

I enclose 16fi to cover cost of postage and packing for the Cutex In-
troductory Set, including 2 shadesof Cutex Liquid Polish, as checked.

Mauve O Rust O Burgundy O Robin Red O Old Rose O
Name—

Address-

City State



PERSONALITY CHART

Have you a
FEATURE FAULT?

Each month this chart will take up one beauty fault
and show you how to disguise it, correct it, or make

it inconspicuous. Here we discuss

NOSES

Is your nose too long?

DO use a darker powder
shade on your nose, or
darker foundation, or
dark liquid powder. Sof-
ten hair with loose waves
around face. Strive for
mass of hair at back
(curls or a bun) to bal-
ance nose. And choose
brimmed hats, slanted so
that they shade the nose.

AvoID light powder and
constant repowdering of
nose. Avoid flat hair line
at back of head. Avoid
straining hair off face, or
hard, set waves. Avoid
off-face, or small, or
brimless hats (except
big, slanted berets!)
Avoid very flat crowns.

Is your nose too short?

DO use a lighter powder
on nose, or light founda-
tion cream, or light liquid
powder. Find most flat-
tering hair-do. Study lip-
stick application in rela-
tion to nose—more on
upper lip may improve
your features. Wear
medium or small hats.

avoid rouge oreye make-
up near nose. Avoid
heavy, wide hair-do’s that
dwarf features. Avoid
eyebrows growing to-
gether over nose. Avoid
the thin upper lip by
drawing a wider bow of
lipstick. Avoid droopy,
face-shading brims.

Is your nose too broad?

DO use a darker founda-
tion along sides of nose,
blending into a light
foundation over bridge.
Cultivate daintiness. Hair
should be softly tailored,
drawn up off forehead to
increase the effect of an
up-and-down line.

AvoID light shades of
powder, and repowder-
ing. Avoid large rouge
areas on cheeks. Avoid
sloppiness, wispy, flying
hair, careless dress and
slouchy manner. Avoid
hard waves. Avoid off-
face, low-crowned hats.
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Rebuild your
SKIN'S DEFENSES

with the COMPLETE CREAM

HE years of natural skin loveliness
Tare so pitifully short and few! Almost
before we know it, skin blemishes en-
croach. Faint lines become deeper, pores
larger, texture coarser, blackheads, dry
scaly roughness, saggy folds show them-
selves.

What has happened when our skin de-
velops these faults?

Its natural defenses have weakened. Oil
glands no longer work faithfully to keep
the skin supplied with precious oils which
make it supple and fine and fresh. Circu-
lation of the blood which carries off waste
and brings nourishment to the skin, has
become sluggish.

These weakening natural defenses
against invading blemishes must be re-
built. You must help and supplement
Nature.

But you must be sure that what you do
will really help, not hinder. Doing the
wrong thing may be quite as bad as doing
nothing at all.

What you need — and all you need —
is just one inclusive, complete cream which
is patterned on natural skin oils.

And this is what you have in Ingram's
Milkweed Cream!

Just as Nature’s complete skin oils keep

youthful skin soft and fine and supple, so
this complete cream supplies the precious

A depleted skin is a
defenseless skin— an
easy prey to invading
blemishes. When your
skin develops flaws, Na-
ture is calling for help.

oils for which your skin is starving and
provides the means to speed up its slug-
gish circulation.

Many of the most brilliant stars in
Hollywood know this secret of skin care
“One cream,” they say, “is all we need,
but it must be the complete cream which
is patterned on natural skin oils.”

How simple it is! No high priced beauty
treatm ents. NO elaborate set of creams—
one for this, another for that. All you
need is one complete cream—Ingram’s
Milkweed Cream.

Start tonight this easy, inexpensive way
of rebuilding your skin's defenses. Pat a
little Ingram’s Milkweed Cream into your
skin, always stroking upward and out-
ward. 1)o this regularly, and within a sur-
prisingly short time you’ll see your skin

becoming finer, softer, smoother; texture
firming up; blackheads, coarse pores,
shadowy lines fading. Once more “young”
loveliness for your skin!

Ingrams

M ilkw eed Cream

A REFINER, A CLEANSER, A FOUNDATION, ALL-IN-ONE
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WIVES WORK just as hard as
men—any day. Look at the
way you dump out the ashes,
clean the house. And your
hands show it! Red. Chap-
ped. Rough as sandpaper.
Use Hinds, which now con-
tains the “sunshine” vita-
min! Its rich lubricants soak
tender skin with comfort. It
softens up dry, harsh skin
fast...soothes tender “skin
cracks” that sting and burn.
Hard-working hands look
smooth and pretty again!

FREE! The first one-piece
dispenser, with every 50c size

Copyright, 1937, Lehn & Fink Products Corporation

HINDS

NO "SANDPAPER HANDS" for
this lady!She knows what
Hinds Honey and Almond
Cream does for chapped
skin—brittle hangnails.
It soaks dry skin smooth
again. And its Vitamin D is
absorbed—does skin a world
of good. Use Hinds daily
to keep skin smooth and
supple, in spite of drying
winds, household heat,
hard water. Creamy, not
watery —every drop of
Hinds works better!

Now ... Hinds brings
hands some of the
benefits of sunshine

Hinds Honey and Almond Cream
now contains Vitamin D. This
vitamin is absorbed by the skin.
Seems to smooth it out! Now,
more than ever, Hinds soothes
and softens the dryness, sting-
ing “skin cracks,” chapping,
and tenderness caused by biting
winds, dry indoor heat, hard
water, and housework. Use this
luscious lotion regularly for soft,
supple skin. Every drop, with
its “sunshine” vitamin, does
more good! $1, 50c, 25c, 10c.

DAILY RADIO TREAT: Ted Malone
.. .inviting you to help yourself to
Happiness and to Beauty. Mon. toFri.,
12:15 pm E. S.T., over WABC-CBS.

EMPIRE FOR
A LADY

[Beginning on page 10|

My unde passed over it. “You
can’t count on them—not even for
one more night. There must be enough
war praus in the Siderong to cover
this bay like a mat. If a single Dyak
pangiran sends out his praus, just to
look you over, the rest will turn it
into a race for the loot. When that
happens, nothing can save you.”

Robert Forrester stirred restlessly.
“l assure you we quite know what we
are doing,” he said. “l point out to
you that my father undoubtedly knew
more about the native peoples of these
islands than anyone else who has re-
cently lived. If you will be generous,
Captain Clyde, | believe you will ad-
mit that we have reason to know
something about what we are doing.”

“l knew your father,” said Clyde.

This was true, but it was unfor-
tunate that his tone indicated clearly
that he had not thought much of the
man. Anthony Forrester, late owner
of the Avon, had been a retired civil
officer of the British East India Com-
pany, long stationed in Burma, and
latterly at Singapore. Upon his re-
tirement he proved to have a suffi-
cient fortune to devote himself ex-
clusively to what must have been a
completely insatiable curiosity. His
passion was the Malay archipelago.
The last years of his life, three-
quarters crocked by fever and jaun-
dice, had apparently been spent in
frantically charting bits of unknown
waters, drawing little pictures of
fishes and tabulating fragments of
twenty island languages.

Anthony Forrester had died no more
than two months before. A couple of
his older children were somewhere in
England; but these two, Christine and
Robert, had presently cleared the
Avon from Singapore, expressedly
for Bristol. By this time the Avon
should have been beating about some-
where off the Cape of Good Hope.
She had no business here in the Bay
of Balingong, raising the devil with
James Clyde’s very commercial plans.

“It seems to me,” Clyde said now,
“that you should have learned from
your father a little something about
what can happen in a place like this.
Can’t you hear those gongs and
drums? Don’t you know the war beat
when you hear it?”

“Of course,” Robert Forrester said.
“I’'ve known about these things all
my life. It’s a good many years
since they were able to keep me
awake.”

IAMES CLYDE was quiet again,
J and the baffled look in his eyes in-
creased. “And so,” he said at last,
“you mean to sit here calmly, until
you’'re caught by the seat of your
pants with the tide rising.”

“Granted that the Rajah Mantusen
seems to be in difficulties with the
Dyak tribes,” Robert Forrester said
exasperatingly, “l submit that people
who go in for island trading must ac-
cept certain risks; especially in the
lower archipelago. We’re here on per-
fectly legitimate business, you know,
and | see no reason—"

“l know nothing of the sort,”
Clyde said, his temper getting away
from him. “You know and | know
that there’s only one form of goods
you could trade with Mantusen.
You’re thumbing your nose at what-
ever law there is in these waters, and

you know it! | mean that you’re
running guns to the natives. You’re
an amateur, and don’t know your
business; but that’s what you’re do-
ing. If one of your own British war
vessels would find you here, you'd
be in the soup!”

Young Forrester’s face was sud-
denly mottled with pale spots under
the tan.

“Captain Clyde,” he inquired stiff-
ly, “do | understand that you take
me for a scoundrel?”

It sounded so silly that Clyde
softened. “I'm only trying to tell
you that you are in very real danger.”

“l certainly cannot imagine my fa-
ther giving weight to a consideration
such as that.”

“And | can’t recall that your father
ever brought your sister to a place
like this,” Clyde said. “Except for
her I wouldn’t bother to argue with
you. There will always be people who
can’t see their own danger, and some
of them will always be able to get
hold of boats. But when you tow
your sister into this, you—"

“Captain Clyde,” Christine For-
rester said, “l can’t be— ‘towed.” |
came because | wanted to come.”

Y UNCLE swung about directly
M to face the girl. Perhaps he
would have got farther, | thought, if
he had done that in the first place. |
was beginning to doubt that her
brother was skipper here.

“Look, Miss Forrester. Can’t you
see the position that I'm in? 1 can
neither leave nor stay.”

She said, “Why not? It isn’t of
the slightest importance to us what
you do.”

She looked cool and serene. Her
delicately incised features were very
young. And no one could have been
more completely feminine. Her skin
was the color of cream, and this in
itself made her a marvel to men who
had seen nothing but the bronze-
fleshed island women for so long.

Without knowing it— hardly aware,
perhaps, that | was there—she was
bringing me a whole flood of memo-
ries; memories of a thousand half-
forgotten things which were very
dear. Among them was a whole
bright company of dreams and hopes,
which | had put behind me when 1
came to these brassy seas. It would
not have been surprising if | had
found myself looking at Christine
Forrester through tears.

But there was something more. For
just a moment, there on the Avon, |
experienced a flash of a deep, revealing
understanding of this girl. Cool and
serene though she might be, Christine
Forrester was sailing a charted course.
As yet | didn’t have the faintest idea
what this course was; but | was be-
ginning to see that she knew it, and
knew it well. You can sense that sort
of thing in the swing of a ship’s wheel
—or in a woman’s eyes.

“l think you are sincere, Captain
Clyde,” Christine Forrester said.
“But | was surprised to hear you
speak of warships and law. | don’t
think, from what |’ve heard of you,
that you care very much for either
one. | thought at first that you want-
ed to get rid of us merely because we
were embarrassing your plans.”

He shot her an estimating glance.
“l admit | came here with a purpose,”
he said. “But that’s been spoiled by
the picnic party ashore. Neither you
nor | nor anybody else is going to be
able to do a nickel’s worth of busi-
ness here. What I am trying to make
you see is that you must do just what
I’'m going to do—give it up, get out
of here for a while and wait for this
thing to clear up.”

“We expect to wait,” the girl said.
“And we expect to wait here.”



IT'S HERE..
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Knitters and crocheters! Here are
designs for knit and tweed outfits
for traveling . . . knit dresses and
sweaters . .. wool afghans ... and
beautiful bedspreads and tablecloths
in crochet. Embroiderers! For you...
frocks, belts, bags, boleros, gloves.
Special Features: Needlepoint
(lovely new pieces)... Decorating
(curtains, slip covers, applique bath
mats)...Woven linens. All in this full
magazine size 68-page book— mail
coupon now!

McCALL CORPORATION Y13
Dayton, Ohio

| enclose 35c for which send me one copy
of the McCall NEEDLEWORK BOOK, postage
prepaid.
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In Canada, send 35c to McCall'Corporation
50 York Street, Toronto, Canada

| thought Clyde would blow up at
this. But he took a deep breath, and
swung his exasperated gaze away
from the girl and out across the
Avon’s rail toward Sumantang.

“My bet,” Clyde persisted, “is that
Balingong is already down. There
never was much of a garrison there.
The Rajah Mantusen is probably
wiped out—if he wasn’t, he would
have got a messenger to me by now.”

“You are speaking of your prob-
lems, Captain Clyde; not my own.”

It was the first time she had said
“my” instead of “our,” and he looked
at her sharply again.

“In any case,” she said, “there is
certainly nothing for me anywhere
else. It’s true that my father was a
wealthy man when he left the East
India service. But he was notwealthy
when he died. He left us very little
more than this boat and an uncom-
pleted plan. His plan was carefully
studied, and he had put into it every
resource he could command. There
is nothing for us to do but to try to
complete his project if we can.”

“l don’t know what your father’s
project was,” Clyde said, “but you'll
have to lay it by. Six months from
now. or even three, everything here
will be different.”

“Unhappily, it cannotbe postponed.”

Clyde shot to his feet now, his tem-
per cracking, and shouted at her ex-
actly as if she had been a man. “I
tell you, it must!”

Christine Forrester remained aloof,
composed, and said nothing.

She simply stood up and remained
standing, making it next to impossible
for Clyde to sit down again.

ACK aboard the Linkang, we went

to the far side of the deck-house
from the Avon, stripped off, and had
ourselves sluiced over with buckets
of tepid salt water; then, barefooted
and in dungarees, we lounged under
our own awning.

“At first,” | suggested, “I thought
the yawl was sent here to spy on us.”

“Spy on us!” my uncle snorted.
“Who’d ever send that outfit any
place to accomplish anything?”

“Just the same, it’s a funny thing
that they lay-to just a day ahead of
us,” | argued. “With a thousand
islands to choose from, they have to
come and spoil our plans here. There
has to be a reason.”

“They’re here for exactly the same
reason we are,” my uncle said.
“They’re trying to take advantage
of the revolt. Evidently they've
cooked up some harebrained scheme
for getting rich. That’s the trouble
nowadays. Every last rattle-brain
and his brother is out after some big
killing.”

“Well,” I pointed out; “so are you,
sir.”

“That’s an entirely different mat-
ter!” my uncle growled at me. “Will
you keep to the point?”

It was not a different matter.

That my uncle was a gun-runner is
more easily explained than you might
think. After the days of 49 many
a youngster, arriving on the Pacific
coast of America too late for Cali-
fornia’s great golden boom, followed
on into the sunset with the ships of
the China trade, hunting new and
stranger bonanzas in place of those
that had been missed. James Clyde
was one of these.

And there was opportunity in Asi-
atic waters for that type of man. In
those vast, scarcely-charted seas Eu-
ropean nations claimed vast spheres
of influence—especially the British,
the Dutch, and the Spanish—without
knowing what such spheres contained.
Whole groups and chains of islands
were under the dominion of native

[Continued on page 110]
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rajahs, both technically and in fact.
Maps showed non-existent European
strongholds where not even a trader
dared attempt a landing, and a good
half of the islands were not on the
map at all.

HERE European flags meant
W little, the nearest thing to trade
security— or even to the bare possibil-
ity of trade—was the friendship of
individual rajahs. This was gained by
first beating them off when they came
at you as pirates, and then by helping
the rajahs in their own private wars
by selling them arms. Once the
friendship of a rajah was gained, it
naturally was to the advantage of the
trader to make that rajah as strong
as possible—by means of more arms.

Hence the gun-runner. Technically
he was without legal standing; he had
no place in international law. But in
seas in which the lonely traders
fought their own battles, without ben-
efit of warships, the gun-runner was
as sound a man as a country black-
smith; as necessary as wheat.

James Clyde was a good one. He
no longer searched out his contraband
cargoes; they were eagerly urged up-
on him through twenty channels. A
hundred rajahs respected his name; a
hundred traders would have valued
a partnership with James Clyde above
any other thing.

In this case my uncle had rigged
for himself an unusually advanta-
geous deal. Sumantang is an island,
but it is big. Its sultan, who ruled
from the capital of Saremba, was far
away. The raj of Balingong, tribu-
tary to Saremba, and under a rajah
appointed by the sultan, was rela-
tively rich in levies but weakly de-
fended. | suppose ten thousand
Dyak warriors could have converged
upon Balingong. if all of the Dyak
pangirans could have got together.

And that vast coast line for a long
time had been stewing in revolt. Un-
able to get anything out of the Sul-
tan of Saremba in the way of defense,
Rajah Mantusen of Balingong was
not only in the market for gun pow-
der but willing to pay high for it. It
was the type of venture for which
adventurers like my uncle perpetu-
ally searched.

With a hundred disappointments
behind him, he never talked much
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about what he expected from Balin-
gong. But I knew that a single com-
plete delivery would free him forever
of trading again.

“If only | could figure out just
what their plan is, maybe | could
make a deal with them,” he said now.
“Well, of course, I do know what
their plan is. Their plan is the same
as mine. OIld Tony Forrester evi-
dently knew that the Sumantang
Dyaks were thinking about burning
out Balingong. And these kids are
trading on that, the same as me.”

“It still doesn’t explain her atti-
tude,” | insisted doggedly. “There’s
something queer about this business;
it just doesn’t fit together. She knows
who you are and what you’re able to
do. If she wants to get guns to Man-
tusen, she ought to be glad to join
you, instead of shying off like she
does.”

“lve cleared up the whole thing
in my own mind,” my uncle said
abruptly. “What makes it look queer
is that they don’t know their own
game. Well, that’s their lookout.
To hell with them! Rout out your
port watch and get ready to lower
away. |’'m going up that river.”

Sooner or later | had known it
would come—and this was it.

“1f Mantusen is alive,” | said, “he’s
boxed in; because if he wasn’t boxed
in we’d have heard from him by now.
And if he’s boxed in so his runners
can’t get out, then we can’t get in.”

“How do you know we can’t get
in?” he shouted at me. “We’ll feel
our w'ay. If the going gets tough,
we’ll turn around and come back.”

HERE you are. That was Clyde.

It seemed to me that in all my life
I had never heard a plainer plan of
suicide. There would be log booms
chained across the Siderong; some
of them would open for us—then
close behind. There would be a rain
of spears and sumpitan darts; a hun-
dred praus might be ready to close
with us hand to hand. But Clyde
was going in, and if he couldn’t get
through he planned just to turn
around and come back. Maybe he
was coming back.

“Sir,” | said, “if we go into the
Siderong, | suppose you realize we’re
not coming out.”

He looked at me with a brief widen-
ing of the eyes. “Mr. Thorne, you
will remember your place. |ve told
you to break out your port watch.
Now move!”

| stood up. Everybody was on
deck, hunting a breath of air in what-
ever shade he could find. | hardly
raised my voice.

“Port watch. Stand by to lower
away.”

The port watch began to straggle
up—half a dozen common seamen
as nondescript as any you would want
to find. Not one among them that
you would have marked, slouching
along any waterfront of the worKl.
To us, though, they were individuals,
intimately known, each useful within
limits that could be accurately fore-
seen. The bosun Jarge, a pear-nosed,
stubby Britisher; Grimes, with his
raffish loose mouth and trouble-mak-
ing tongue, yet with a surprising
ability aloft and dangerous with
weapons; Grogan, with a face like
a mias ape and exasperating slow
motions, yet one of the few always
willing to keep moving; Schweicamp,
always last to budge but with a tre-
mendous strength in his red hairy
hands. . . .

“Get this tub over,” my uncle said,
and they moved to free the falls.
“Come get your clothes on, Paul.”

| followed him below again. For
comfort we swabbed some of the

[Continued on page 1124
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stickiness off our bodies with wet tow-
els, and for show we put on shoes,
shirts and white jackets with plain
brass buttons as large as a dollar.
It was our standard uniform for deal-
ing with the lesser rajahs, and we
never used it for anything else.

As we came on deck, John Blair,
the second mate, was standing by the
falls. The whaleboat was already in
the water.

“Any special orders, sir?” he asked.

“There's a first-class chance you're
about to get your throats cut,” my
uncle said. “Better drop a round
shot across the bow of any bankong

that shows itself by daylight. At
dark, draw your roundshot and load
with grape.”

“Avye, sir.”

Clyde slung himself over the side,
easy and loose-jointed, and I followed
him, dropping into the sternsheets.

“Smartly, now!” Clyde said. “Let’s
see you lift her in there as if you
knew your business.”

Y'oung Slider, apprentice seaman
whom only old age could make any-
thing else, rolled his watery eyes in
an apprehensive, stolen glance over
his shoulder at the jungle; and Gro-
gan’s lips were moving in silent self-
expression. But they bent to it, and
the whale-boat began to chock and
swing across the water, pointed to
the mouth of the Siderong.

I was thinking, “He says to hell
with her—them. But he can’t bring
himself to leave her here. This move
is in her defense, whether he knows
it or not.”

Except for Christine Forrester, the
Linkang would already have been on
the open sea.

UT at the anchorage the water

was deep and blue, with the liv-
ing, electric blue that you never see
anywhere except in the tropics. But
the mouth of the Siderong—it slid
brown and heavy into the bay, discol-
oring the water all about it. It was
like a river laid of polished teak.

Its first reach was broad and lake-
like, ending in a blank turn, walled by
the twisted pagatpat. After that the
river belonged to the jungle. There
was something terribly still and emp-
ty. something weirdly bleak and un-
wholesome about that vast first reach.
Toward the middle of the mouth |
pointed the whaleboat, leaning on the
steering sweep.

Clyde said, “Keep to the middle
of the stream, Mr. Thorne. Xo man
will lay hand on a weapon unless |
give the word. Cut down your stroke;
f want no hurry.”

We pulled across the Siderong bar
and up that first long lake-like reach;
and gradually, as we did this, the in-
sistent clamor of the agongs died
away. We saw no one yet, but we
knew that hundreds of eyes must be
watching us nevertheless.

| kept calculating what we could do
to defend ourselves if the Dyaks
should dose upon us. In actual effect
our weapons could not accomplish

much. At stern and bow, where
Clyde and | could reach them, lay
three rifles apiece, muzzle-loading

cap-lock guns, good for only a single
shot. Once they were fired there
would never be time to load them
again. With these we could hope to
pick off three or four of the chiefs.

There were also a couple of double-
barreled shotguns, loaded with enough
lead to blow them up, and eight pairs
of the new cap-and-ball six-shooters,
slotted in racks under the thwarts so
as not to disturb the caps. Most of
the Dyaks were getting used to fire-
arms by this time, but a lot of their
first dread of them remained, and
some of them could be counted on
to break and flee before the explo-
sion of the guns. If they did not
break and flee, then we were through.
A hundred shots will not clear a river
that is suddenly swarming with a
hundred war praus.

HE first open reach was three-
T quarters of a mile, thousrh it seemed
much more. We reached the end of
it at last, and wheeled slowly through
the deep turn. After the first bend,
the river twisted continuously: and
in its second winding we made our
first actual contact with the Dyaks.

A twenty-paddle prau. about three-
quarters manned, was drifting along
about halfway out from shore. They
must have known of our approach
while we were a long way off; but
they appeared to have no plan. At
sight of us they turned and shot the
canoe against the barricading roots
of the pagatpat, where they hung on,
watching sullenly.

| studied the prau. for it had a
queer type of figurehead, never seen
in the river Siderong; obviously that
prau had come from many days away.
As | saw that, | was overwhelmed be-
an awful sense of the magnitude of
this revolt. Here was a Dyak
conspiracy more widespread than any
of us would have conceived possible.

Once more it was forced in upon
me that something was queer and
wrong about this whole situation—and
the people of the Avon knew what it
was. Perhaps they did not know their
business, and perhaps they did not
even understand what they knew.
Yet the conviction was firm in my
mind that Christine Forrester pos-
sessed some all-important information
that we did not.

“Hold it,” my unde said.

The eight oars lifted clear of the
water and hung there, while he lis-
tened. The uncanny silence that had
come over the jungle continued.

Clyde said, “Pull on a little more."

The oars dipped and the boat
moved slowly upstream again.

The town of Balingong was only
two miles inshore from the Siderong’s
mouth, but it seemed to me that we
went on forever up that dark river,
until I could not understand why the
sunlight still held, bright in the sky
above the jungle.

Then, at last, when | was absolute-
ly certain that the next reach would
show Balingong. we plowed around a
bend and instead of Balingong. there
stood the great Dyak stockades
barring the way.

"Easy." James Clyde said.
it slow.”

We were coming into the narrows
now. On both sides the jungle came
in very close, a dense mass of pagatpat
and twisted vine backed by the mas-
sive trunks of mahogany farther in.
On the right bank, just at the nar-
rows. stood the greater of the two
stockades.

It was the biggest stockade | ever
saw, built of great trunks, some of
them thirty inches thick, set into the
ground and standing nine feet tall in
an irregular enclosure of perhaps
three acres. Within, earth had evi-
dently been thrown up to more than
half the height of the wall, for a long
continuous row of dark heads along
the top of the palisade showed that
the defenders could fight from the top
of the wall. The Dyaks watched us

“Take



stolidly; but from their stockade such
a storm of missiles could have been
sent that no boat could possibly have
got through.

Across the narrows a second stock-
ade stood, similar but much smaller.
Evidently it had been intended to hold
the farther shore so that the Malay
lantakas, their small-bore brass can-
non, could not be set up to pound the
main barricades.

“Easy,” Clydesaid again. “Get ready
to turn fast when | give the word.”

After that we pulled with a sort of
tense slowness, like men who know
that they may be detected in impos-
ture at any moment, so that their
forced deliberateness will end in an
explosion of murder.

“Mr. Thorne,” said Clyde, “do you
see any obstacles?”

“No booms, sir. It looks like there
have been some, but they've taken
them up. There are some big half-
trimmed logs, there to starboard.”

“They evidently had the river
blocked,” Clyde said, “and now
they’ve opened it again. That could

mean only one thing, | should think.”

“Do you think Balingonghas fallen,
sir?”

“Why should they open the river if
they didn’t hold Balingong? Unless,
it may be, they've got the Malays in
such a pocket that Mantusen can’t
even rush the river.”

Now happened a thing which in a
way was the strangest thing yet.

Down the sand-spit which ran be-
low the stockade a short-statured pan-
giran advanced. It could be seen he
was a pangiran because his black goat-
skin war jacket was decorated with
bright red calao feathers, and around
his waist hung a great number of un-
recognizable, junky-looking articles—
the sort of trash the chiefs load them-
selves with as charms to guard against
all kinds of misfortune. His big shield
and a whole armload of his spears
were carried by four or five wild-
headed Dyaks who followed him
closely in ragged order. He was emp-
ty-handed and unarmed except for his
heavy parang, slung in a red-stained
sheath at his belt.

This excessively homely figure was
grinning broadly, exposing betel-
blackened teeth; and he was holding
up his right hand in a gesture of peace
and welcome!

James Clyde gravely answered the
salute. “Well, here’s Henry R. Dyak
himself, laughing and scratching,” he

said. “Nobody knows what this
means. Keep moving a little. Stroke
slowly. There’s a bare possibility we

can get a look at Balingong.”

As the Dyak pangiran saw that we
were not putting in, the grin dropped
from his broad-nosed brown face, and
a startled bewilderment showed in-
stead, easily discernible across the
interval of water.

Clyde ordered quietly, “Rest oars.
Let her drift out of this. 1’ve seen
enough.”

S the oars lifted, we lost way, then

i began to swing a little with the
current. Almost stealthily I leaned
on the sweep, to help her turn in her
drift, while the Dyaks stared. | be-
gan to count, silently, the moments
before something must explode. |
counted to seventeen.

Then up the river, not at the stock-
ades, but where Balingong must still
stand, all hell broke loose at once.
There was a ripping crackle of rifle
fire, concentrated at first, then quickly
subsiding into the ragged pounding of
irregularly reloaded guns. Over these
presently began to sound the hoarse,
blunt concussion of lantakas.

Something like cold fire jumped
into my uncle’s eyes. “By heaven,
Mantusen still holds Balingong!”

His decision then was instant, with-
out thought or reason.

“Paul, swing her nose upstream!
Set your oars! I'm going through.”

| started to say, “Wait! You
can't—"

He didn’t hear me.. “Wait your
swing—wait your swing—Now pull!”

The faces of the men were blank
with astonishment, but they obeyed
with everything they had, lashed into
action by the sting of Clyde’s Voice.
“Pull, you fools! Pull as you never
pulled! Li'jt her, you scuts, if you
want to live!”

I was not counting now, but so
clearly I remember every pull of the
oars that | can space the strokes we
took before the stockade buzzed into
life. . . . Five, seven, nine—

Now the ugly, rabblish drone of
voices with which Dyaks go into ac-
tion rose from the stockade. Brown
figures raced along the shore and ran
parallel to us in the jungle. They
piled into twenty praus. A throwing-
spear splashed into the water close
by the boat, sending up a little crystal
spout from the brown polished sur-
face of the flood.

“Pull, will you? Can’t you pull?”

OMEHOW we made the turn un-

touched. Far up ahead, at the end
of the next long reach. Balingong
hove in sight at last, raised high on
pilings whose feet were in the water.

Balingong was a strange town, built
there by many elements, not one of
which was white. The river here
spread out widely into many-throated
shallows, cut up by sandbars and mud
islands; and most of the houses stood
upon pilings in the water itself, or in
mud which would be water when the
river turned brackish with the high
tide. There were three or four hun-
dred of those houses, set high on their
stilts, made of bamboo and split bam-
boo and nipa thatch.

With the first sight of Balingong, |
saw that the town was strangely
changed, and after a moment | knew
what was the matter. The palace of
Mantusen was no longer there.

Because his slaves could bring in
his water supply from distant springs,
the Rajah Mantusen had been able to
elect that no other house in Balin-
gong should be between his own and
the sea. It had been set in the river
like most of the rest, and like them
had been built of bamboo, but topped
with shingles, its hundred yards of
roof-trees decorated with carved fig-
ureheads. Stilted upon pilings, but
impressive in its extent, the bam-
boo palace had always been the first
thing in sight coming up the river.
Only some long lines of blackened
pilings stood there now.

Behind the pilings of the vanished
palace, set upon a steep beach, now
stood the double stockade to which
Mantusen had evidently retired.
The outer and inner walls of this
stockade, which opened to the river

itself, were both much lower than
those of the Dyaks but strongly
built and advantageously placed.

A few score of Malay krismen could
hold that place until they starved,
against almost any number of fighting
men equipped with primitive weapons.

More throwing-spears began to
sting into the water around us now,
cleaving deep, then rising again to
float away. A dart from a sumpitan,
fired from a hopeless distance, stuck
momentarily in the back of my wrist,
then fell off.

One of those loaded-bamboo throw-
ing sticks caught the stroke-oar back
of the head with a sound like a fall-
ing coconut, and he collapsed, one
shoulder trailing in the water. His
oar dropped free; | caught it out of

[Continued on page 114]
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the water and shipped it, as we
boiled past.

Then abruptly the spears seemed to
be all around us, so that you could
not count the flickers in the air or
the splashes in the water.

Clyde said, “The fools will hurt
somebody if they don’t look out.”

| said, “Shall | fire, sir?”

“Mr. Thorne, you will please get
away from those weapons. What,
shoot at our little brown brothers, with
ammunition that sets me back better
than seven cents a round?”

Fortunately those praus were sea-
going, too. Some of them had come
a long way by the coast. If they had
been river canoes they could not have
helped running all over us. But
their long outriggers, light built
though they were, put a bad drag on
them. So we swung up that last long
reach to Balingong without anybody
stopping us.

“Ram her through where the pal-
ace used to be,” Clyde said.

The oarsmen laid a last violence
into the stroke, so that the straining
sweeps bent with every pull. We
swung between those ghostly charcoal
pilings, and drove hard toward the
steep beach beyond.

“Ship your oars,” my uncle said.

From a hundred yards up the hill
behind the beach three or four of the
brass Malay lantakas spoke once
more. But they were not firing at
us; they were driving off those now
faint-hearted Dyak praus.

“Well,” Clyde said, “there’re our
customers, Paul.”

Half the Dyak fighting men of all
Sumantang were concentrated here—
yet a hundred Malays stood them off!

HE irregular crackle of gunfire had

died away as we came on, and as
our keel ran grating onto the beach,
the Siderong shore was altogether
still. James Clyde splashed to firm
ground, and the seamen, except
Schweicamp, stepped into the water
to heave the boat onto the beach.

But no Malays came forward to
meet us. | saw why. Their half-naked,
turbaned figures were peculiarly-
grouped. They bunched squatting
on their heels, close in the shad-
ow' of the stockade pilings, or in
the shelter of the buildings.

Clyde looked about him without
any appearance of hurry, while yet he
wasted no time. “Drag the boat
high,” he said as he stepped ashore,
“out of reach of the tide. We're ex-
posed here; we’ll walk on in.”

As he spoke, splinters jumped
from the gun’le of the boat, immedi-
ately followed by the crack of a
single rifle from the far side of the
Siderong. The shot almost got Grog-
an. What amazed me was that the
well-aimed shot must have come a
good three hundred yards. The aver-
age Dyak closes both eyes and fires
in a general direction, so that the
gas-pipe guns most traders were
palming off on them served as well
as any. But now some new element
seemed to have entered this fight,
forcing the Malays to take shelter
from Dyak guns for the first time in
their memory; and | could not imag-
ine how to account for it.

Clyde no more than raised his eye-
brows as he turned and walked slow-
ly up the steep beach, the rest of us
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following with something of the de-
liberate step of men who no longer
have any control over their circum-
stances. Grimes and Grogan were
half carrying Schweicamp.

Now a single figure walked for-
ward, slowly but with a rolling Malay
swagger. Until I found difficulty in
recognizing this man’s face, | had
not realized how fast the twilight was
falling. Now | experienced a great
relief. For the man was Lundok,
perhaps the only Malay in Balingong,
except for Mantusen himself, who
spoke English with any fluency.
Lundok was also perhaps the only
Malay in Balingong upon whose word
James Clyde rested any weight.

“Come out of gun range, Tuan,”
Lundok said. “The rajah will talk to
you very soon.”

He led us to one of the places
where the Malays were grouped, evi-
dently sheltered from the riflery.
Here he left us. James Clyde pro-
duced a cigar and began to smoke.

After a long time, while the tropic
twilight quickly darkened, Lundok
came back and told us that the Rajah
Mantusen would see us now. Then he
said, “l must ask for your weapons.
The rajah will talk to you unarmed.”

“l am not accustomed to this,”
Clyde said coolly.

“l am sorry, Tuan.” Lundok was
grave. “We are in deep trouble here.
The rajah has made a law.”

After brief consideration, Clyde
conceded. He and | were the only
ones who wore pistol belts and these
we gave to Lundok, after Clyde had
first told him that he was to be per-
sonally responsible for their return.

HE house in which Mantusen re-
T ceived us was set a hundred yards
back from the river upon a rise of
ground, and it was easy to see at a
glance that this house had never been
built by Malays. A Dyak longhouse
was what it was, better than a hun-
dred feet long and set high upon
pilings of coconut trunk. The Dyaks
build these for a number of families
to live in together. Evidently it had
been built by and for slaves captured
in the Malays’ perpetual raiding.

All along the full length of the
front ran the open platform which is
called the tanju. Behind this, also the
full length of the house, ran the
usual ruai, a wide veranda with a roof
but otherwise open.

Mantusen sat midway of the ruai
upon a stack of mats, with about a
dozen of his Malay leaders arrayed
along the wall on either hand. At
first glance, he looked something
like a bouquet. He wore long loose
trousers of a featherweight lavender
silk, bound at the waist with a gold-
threaded sash which also strapped
close his ornately hilted kris. His
short Malay jacket was of black satin,
heavily crusted with gold thread.

As we climbed to the ruai level, |
saw that some screens of light logs
had been lifted to the tanju and so
placed as to shield those in the lamp-
light from the sniping jungle rifles.

Then, as we walked forward, the
Rajah Mantusen stood up.

I cannot describe the awful feeling
of danger that was conveyed to me as
Mantusen did this. It meant that the
audience was to be short; that we
were not expected to sit, that there
was no friendliness here.

For there could be no unintention-
al rudeness upon the part of this
Malay prince. This was a man who
could speak four languages and as
many dialects, and read Arabic as
well; who dressed in silk and was
a master judge of pearls; whose race
had in some ways a more intricate
cultural code than my own.

[Continued on page 116]
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Mantusen was very tall for a Ma-
lay. | suppose he stood five-eleven;
and this, since the Malays are a short-
statured race, showed strong in-
fusions of Arab and Spanish blood.
His face was proud and finely made,
high-bridged in the nose and clean-
featured. And his color, though of
Malay yellow-bronze, was lighter
than the color my own skin had
turned under two years of the burn-
ing tropic sun.

James Clyde and the Rajah Man-
tusen exchanged the toneless sentences
of a formal Malay greeting. But for
once in the history of the Malays,
Mantusen was coming to his point
without deliberation or delay for
parley. Even while the meaningless
words of greeting were falling from
his lips, his hands were unwinding the
silk wrappings from an object which
was handed him out of the dark.

“l have something to show you,”
Mantusen said in English.

The wrappings fell away, disclos-
ing a rifle which Mantusen extended
to Clyde.

“It is guns like this,” Mantusen
said, “that now speak from the
jungle. They are well shot. We have
no defense against such guns. Today
I have lost twenty-three men.”

Quickly my wuncle began an ex-
clamatory speech in Malay, and even
without understanding it, | knew it
was one of regret. Mantusen, how-
ever, did not wish to listen. He raised
his voice sharply, cutting Clyde off.

“l thought white men or Malays
must be shooting,” Mantusen said.
“Dyaks always shoot very bad before.
But the Dyaks shoot now. 1 send
four men into the jungle to catch
one of the guns. Two are killed. The
other two killed one Dyak, after hunt-
ing in the jungle a long time. They
took this gun.”

My uncle took the rifle into his
hands and examined it with unnec-
essary care. One glance was enough
to tell us what that gun was. It was
an English rifle of an excellent pat-
tern, very hard to get—the model
which later became known in the is-
lands, incorrectly, as the Tower gun.
It was built to use the new fixed am-
munition, and we knew that the
model had fired some splendid tests.
Clyde had tried to get a few of these
for the Linkang, but had failed.

One thing more about that gun.
From the breech block, suspended by
a braided metallic cord, swung a cu-
rious little amulet, intricately cut
from sheet brass. It represented the
figure of a hornbill, highly formal-
ized in a primitive manner, but rec-
ognizable as one of the Dyak sacred
birds. Had we known nothing else
about that weapon, the hornbill amu-
let would have told us that a Dyak
had owned this gun.

“How many of these are there out
there?”

“More every day.
must be two hundred.”l

Today there

SAW it then. | saw what was
I queer about this war, and what was
strange about the English yawl. The
Avon, converted into a gun-runner
by Anthony Forrester’s heirs, was
supplying the Dyak guns—and we
were held answerable to the Malays!

“This is a splendid weapon,” my
uncle said, handing it back.
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Mantusen’s answer was dark with
unwholesome meaning. “You should
know,” he said.

“What do you mean by that?”

Mantusen smiled unpleasantly but
did not answer directly. “lI have
something else to show you,” he said.
He lifted a basket which was covered
with an embroidered cloth, and draw-
ing back the cloth showed us what
the basket held.

The thing was a newly taken head,
bloody and horrible. The top of the
skull had been stripped to the bone,
and upon the fresh skull plate an
incised tracery had been begun. Un-
finished but plainly carved in outline
was another formalized representa-
tion of a hornbill, identical in pattern
with that which hung upon the rifle.

“It goes with the gun, you see,”
Mantusen said in a tone that was a
terrible mockery of the urbane. “This
is the head of the first man I sent to
get this gun. This Dyak sits in a
nibung palm and makes this little
picture while he waits to get a shot.”

Mantusen covered the basket again
and set it aside. Then, without any
change of expression, he added, “That
is my brother’s head.”

LYDE said something slowly,

gravely, in Malay. Mantusen lis-
tened absently, and the slant-shad-
owed faces of his counsellors wore a
sated look, as if they already watched
our ceremonial torment and slaughter.
Death whispered at us from along the
nipa walls, and from the flooring of
split-bamboo under the rugs at our
feet. This thing was sweeping us out,
like a black tidal wave. It was a
dream that had got out of hand and
become a life-or-death nightmare.

I remember reaching out through
all that, exactly as a man overboard
might reach for a floating spar to
cling to; and what | found, without
any shock of surprise, was the clear-
cut image of Christine Forrester.

It was as if she had always been
there—a dark-eyed girl waiting to
steady a man so that he could meet
without dishonor just such an hour
as this. Yet | was not steadied— I
was anything but steadied. Instead
| was experiencing the most unholy
terror | have ever known in my life.
But | didn’t care about where | was,
or what was going to happen to Clyde,
or the fate of the Linkang. It was
strange that Christine’s danger should
strike me so, all in a moment.

Something had gone out of me,
and it was my whole heart that had
gone out. It was trying to reach
down the sultry darkness of the Si-
derong and speak to her aboard the
yawl—speak to her so insistently that
she would have to understand me
through the hammering of agongs
and the whisper of the reef .... Go
away, Christine, go away. Catch the
ebb tide through Balingong Pass.
Get your helpless little yawl into the
open sea, before it’s too late. In
God’s name get gone, Christine.

Clyde was finishing his speech now,
bearing down with set face at every
turn of the Malay phrases. What-
ever he was saying, Mantusen seemed
to disregard it.

“You have made me very happy,
Tuan,” the Rajah said. “When |
learned you had filled the jungle with
these guns, | knew that this is the
place and time that I will die. 1| do
not mind that. But | was sorry to
think that my kris would never taste
your flesh. Now you have changed
that. | feel that God is good.”

My uncle turned his eyes toward
me and we exchanged a long glance.
He spoke to me softly. “l have been
a fool.”

“Yes,” said Mantusen.

[Continued in April McCall’s]
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and old who want to write for the
stage. The episode is the one in which
the daughter tells Mrs. Warren at
some length and in great detail just
what she thinks of her. It is a su-
perb case. But then with a suddenness
which is breath-taking, Mrs. Warren
turns and captures the scene by stat-
ing the argument for herself and her
actions. If Noel Coward were a
dramatist in the sense that Shaw is,
he could not have skimped the task
of letting characters under fire have
their own few minutes in court. The
stuffy wife put on the spot by a hus-
band with Australia in his mind would
have checked him sharply by saying,
“You've told your story, my lad, and
now 1’1l tell mine.”

But Noel Coward does not see life
and people in more than one dimen-
sion. That is, not as a rule. Upon a
flat surface he can achieve a great
variety of effects. Of course, I am
being much too snooty and a little
hypocritical, not forgetting captious,
in these comments. | suppose | ought
to make it plain before going further
that | thoroughly enjoyed the enter-
tainments offered by Noel Coward.
The nine short plays he brought with
him furnished three delightful first
nights. But | still maintain that |
have a right to kick and grumble and
complain even on those occasions
when | have had a good time.

I could almost say that Noel Cow-
ard has every quality needed by a
playwright except the capacity for
emotion. But if | said that I would
be a liar, because out of the nine there
was one play called Still Lije which
set me to weeping all over the carpet.
It is a simple theme done without any
fuss. A man and a woman meet by
chance in a railroad station. Or
rather the station restaurant. They
fall in love. They want to live a life
together. Each is married. The ro-
mance ends upon a note of frustra-
tion. They have to eat their hearts
out and speak their last farewell to
the accompaniment of engine whistles
and the idle chatter of passing passen-
gers. This particular scene is played
with sheer genius by Noel Coward and
Gertrude Lawrence. They tear the
heart out of you without raising the
voice above the level of casual con-
versation. It is the finest of the Cow-
ard contributions. The set of nine
represents a good deal of experimenta-
tion in form although there is not a
very great range in substance.
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have come together in a collabo-
ration which marks a new departure
for the latter. There is no getting
away from the fact that You Can't
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You Can’t Take It With You is the
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fun goes a good deal deeper than the
mere presence of Kaufman gags. Hu-
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situation can rock you more than the
isolated epigram. You Can’t Take It
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not forgetting pace, and one of the
best rounded casts of the season.
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other the next? Do you choose face powder
because this girl orthat uses it? What may look
good on one girl may look bad on another.

Hit-or-miss methods of selecting your face
powder, or your shade of face powder, put you
at a great disadvantage. It means you have one
complexion one day and another the next. It
calls attention to your make-up all the time.

If the shade you happen to choose is the
wrong one, it makes you look years older than
you really are. What you want, first of all, is
the right kind of face powder. Secondly, the
right shade.

No.l. The Right Kind
of Face Powder

A face powder must be soft. It must be smooth
—absolutely smooth. Only a smooth powder
will go on evenly and blend perfectly.

Only a smooth powder will act as a blotter
on the skin. It is the blotter-like qualities of
face powder that absorb excessive oil and per-
spiration and prevent shine.

Lady Esther Face Powder is soft—extremely
soft and smooth. It contains no rough or sharp
particles whatever. This you can prove by my
famous “bite test.”

Because it is so smooth, Lady Esther Face
Powder goes on evenly and blends perfectly.
It also acts as a blotter on the skin.
It absorbs the excessive oil and per-
spiration that causes that hated shine.

(You canpaste this on a penny postcard.) (31)

must not assume that because you are a blonde
or a brunette or a redhead that you must use a
certain shade. Any artist or make-up expert
will tell you that.

You may be ablonde and yet have a very dark
orolive skin; orabrunette and have avery light
skin, or vice versa.

Whatyou wantto do is NOT match your skin,
but improve your appearance. You want, NOT
a matching shade, but aflattering shade.

| Say "Try," not "Buy"

In my five shades | provide the most becoming
one for you. What it is neither I, nor anyone
else, can tell you in advance. You must try
on all five shades.

But | don’t ask you to go into astore and buy
all five shades of Lady Esther Face Powder. No,
indeed! | say: “Here, take all the five shades of
my face powder and try them all on! Let
your own eyes tell you which is your most
becoming shade.”

Today!

Decide today to make this telling face powder
test. Mail the coupon below and by return mail
you’ll receive all five shades of Lady Esther Face
Powder. Try on all five shades.

Notice that one shade will instantly declare it-
selfthe one for you. Notice,too, how smooth my
face powder is, how long it stays on and howwell
it prevents shine. One test will tell you volumes!

The coupon below waits your mailing!

FREE

Lady Esther, 2008 Ridge Avenue, Evanston, Illinois

No.2. The Right Shade

Please send me by return mail a liberal supply of all five

shades of Lady Esther Fare Powder; also a purse-size tube of your

First, the right powder —then the
right shade!

There is only one way to tell which
is your most becoming shade and that
is to try on all five basic shades. You

City.

Lady Esther Four-Purpose Face Cream.

(Ifyou live in i.anaaa. ante. LauY hatner. Ltd., Toronto, Ont.)

WE ARE
NOT ALONE

[Beginning on page 24]

refugees streaming from ravaged
lands, the plight of travelers and
aliens. Abruptly then he moved off
along Briargate, pedaling faster than
usual, till he was hot and breath-
less. He entered the house through
the office, leaving the bicycle against
the wall in the outside alley. He could
feel his heart pounding with excite-
ment as he climbed the stairs to the
attic room where he guessed Leni
would be waiting. He was that strange
creature, a quiet man resolved upon
an act. The trouble was that life with
Jessica had given him this curious re-
luctance, outside his own world, to
make decisions; she had made so
many for him, and her intolerance
of most that he dared to contemplate
himself had blanketed him with at
least a vagueness and at most an ob-
stinacy.

But now, having suddenly made up
his mind, he was in a tremendous
hurry. He must act; he must even
oppose Jessica, if need be— must use
decision, cunning, worldly wisdom, a
host of qualities strange to him. “Leni,
you can’t wait till tomorrow—you’'ve
got to get away now—tonight!”

She was kneeling on the floor, pack-
ing clothes into a bag.

“But—why?”

“It’s in the paper. England and
Germany may be at war by mid-
night. That means you must get
away. You must go back—to Ger-
many—at once—"”

“But | can’t—I1—"

“l tell you you must get out of
England— somewhere — anywhere.
Don’t you realize what it’ll be like if
you stay? Already they’re arresting
people. Hurry now and finish pack-
ing. We have to leave at once.”

“We?”

“Of course. 1'm going to help you.
We’ve missed the last train, but
there’s one from Marsland that goes
at ten to twelve. We can get there
somehow—"

“We?”

“Yes, yes—I’'m going to take you
to a seaport and arrange for you to
get away in time. So hurry, please
hurry.. ..” And so he talked on. She
didn’t want to go and finally she was
hysterical. He calmed her and after
about an hour they went downstairs
and through the office into the narrow
path flanked by the white sea-shells.
There the sight of his bicycle leaning
against the wall gave him both con-
fidence and a new access of caution.

“You mustn’t be seen leaving the
town, especially with me. Now let me
think— it’s almost dusk—you take the
path to the Knoll and wait for me by
the wooden hut—you remember it?
We’ll meet there and go on. I'll take
the long way round by the lane—"~

HE hesitated a moment, then

nodded. As soon as she had gone
the path between the high walls
seemed an empty canyon, and in his
own heart an equal emptiness gave an-
swer. He must help her out of the
country. He must act. He must be
forceful and yet remain calm. So he
waited to light his pipe, and then,
wheeling the bicycle, emerged into the
street.

Through the quiet streets off Briar-
gate and into Lissington Lane the
little doctor hastened, full of the
strange sensation of having decided
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FASHION FROCKS /

e+ meDirect from "factory /

No House-to-House Canvassing Necessary
New kind of work for ambitious women
demonstrating gorgeous Paris-styled dresses
at direct factory prices. You can _make up
to $22 in a week, full or spare time, and
get all your own dresses free of any cost to
wear and show. Fashion Frocks “are na-
tionally advertised and are known to
women’ everywhere.

No Investment Ever Required

We send [}/qu an elaborate Style Presentation in full
colors and rich fabrics. W rite fully for details of this
marvelous opportunity. Send No Money

FASHION FROCKS, Inc. gS&Hi’0»

HAND mimts-LOMSTPRICES Free
For St Sits— ot — r 600
atistaction or Money Refunded

r
H A .
r1. C. YARN CO., (Dept. 5-3), 111 Spring 5t., Ny 0 4mPg

DOES NOT
GUM ON
SEWING

FOR SEWING MACHINES, CARPET

BEST SWEEPERS, HINGES, LOCKS,

MIXERS, ELECTRICAL APPLIANCES, ETC.

3-IN -ONE OIL

LUBRICATES «CLEANS*PREVENTS5 RUST

m  writt 600 FREE es
CRESCENT YARNS- 81E. Fkd. ‘ft.

"Miirvw
Prices W /A

START EARNING IN 3 DAYS

“Made $16.50 and have finished only 3
lessor s,” says_Mrs. Ellen V. Bailey of
Pennsylvania. Decorate giftwares. “We
supply “everything and teach you_ how.
_Ea_sy.fascmatl_nq work—full orsparetime. A
big income possible every month. No selling
experience needed. 50,000 members of Fireside
raft Guild make money right at home.
W rite today for new membership plan.”Itis FREE. Send no money
FIRESIDE INDUSTRIES. bept. 18-C, Adrian, Mich.

PhilolelahfcTpa:

Camels Hair, 4-Fold Knitting Wor-

Y fl R I I* steds, Coat Yarn, etc. (Domestic,
Imported), 10c 0z. up. FREE SAM-
PLES! Est. 1915 MONEY BACK

GUARANTEE Your Protection!
OUTLET YARNS, Inc. Dept. M, 754-6 Av. (Cor. 25 St.) N.Y.
For Rugs and Hand-Knittin

at bargain prices. Sam'gles an
Knitting Directions, FREE.

BARTLETT YARN MILLS, Box M, HARMONY, MAINE

EE: Beautiful Card—Different Colors—Yarn Combinations

FR
House of Royal Yarns “C” Woolworth Bldg., N. Y. City

I'mHotel Hostess

M(NI-'andearninga
splendid salary

Iva Sheppard, Seamstress,
Without ~ Experience, Be-
comes Hostess of Beautiful
Hotel
“5l1—and still a seam-
stress! | was discouraged
and dissatisfied with my
position and earnings.
Then | answered a Lewis
advertisement and re-
ceived their book. Here
lwas everything | wanted
—good pay, fascinating
Iwork. Best of all, both
young and mature had
equal opportunities. | enrolled. Soon | was House-
keeper-Hostess of a beautiful hotel. My mature years
were a help, instead of a handicap. All due to Lewis
Leisure-Time, Home Study Training.’

STEP INTO A WELL-PAID HOTEL POSITION

Good positions for trained men and women in the hotel, club,
restaurant and institutional field. Hundreds of graduates
making good as managers, assistant managers, Stewards,
housekeepers, hostesses and 55 other different types of well-
aid positions. Previous experience proved “unnecessary.
ood grade school education, plus Lewis training, qualifies
you at home, in leisure time. Registration FREE of extra
cost in Lewis National Placement Service. Write your name
and_address in the margin and mail this ad TODAY for
FREE book, which tells how to qualify for a well-paid posi-
tion. LEWIS HOTEL TRAINING SCHOOLS. Station
PC-5056, Washington, D. C.



"Mother—can’'t | have a

BIRTHDAY PARTY ?

Children adore a party—and it’s really the easi-
estthing in the world to plan. Inexpensive, too,
if youuse“Very Best” Dennison Crepe, readily
obtained at stationery, department, and most
drug stores. Complete step-by-step directionsin
fascinating 32-page book,“Birthday Parties.”
Brimful of clever ideas—games, stunts, dec-
orations—for 12 different parties, one for each
month. Directions for holiday parties too. Send
10ff (in coin or stamps) for “Birthday Parties” to
DENNISON’S, Dept. C-3, Framingham, Mass.

RELIEVED
AD
LESSENED

Inhalations afford the most direct relief
of the distressing conditions of Bronchitis.
Vapo-Cresolene penetrates to the irritated
parts and brings quick relief. Successfully
used for 56 years to relieve the paroxysms
of whooping cough, spasmodic croup and
coughs associated with bronchial irrita-
tions and colds. Lamp or Electric Vapor-
LAMP-TYPE izer. Directions with every package. At
vaporizes all drug stores.

fa jxr-

FREE! Send for booklet D 2 “Little Lamp of Health”
VAPO-CRESOLENE CO., 62 Corllandt Si., New York, N. Y.

BACKACHES?

Thousands who suffered from backaches, muscle
pains and chest congestion, now find genuine re-
lief in an ALLCOCK’'S POROUS PLASTER.
It’s simply wonderful for muscle pains of rheu-
matism, neuritis, arthritis, sciatica, lumbago. It
draws the blood to the painful spot and gives a
glow of warmth that makes you feel good right
away. Make sure you get ALLCOCK'’S, the
original. No other porous plaster goes on and
comes off as easily—or does as much good.
25% at druggists.

B/uiSfi tiw n u

GRAY HAIR

AND LOOK 10 YEARS YOUNGER

m\TOW, without any risk,

*you can tint those

streaks or patches of gray

or faded hair to lustrous

shades of blonde, brown

or black. A small brush

and BROWNATONE does it. Prove it—by applﬁ/mg
a little of this famous tint to a lock of your own hair.

Used and approved—for over twenty-four years by

thousands of women. BROWNATONE is safe. Guar-
anteed_harmless for tinting gray hair. Active colorin
agent is purely vegetable. Cannot affect waving o
hair. Is economical and lasting—will not wash out.
Simply retouch as the new gray appears. Imparts rich,

beautiful color with amazm% speed. Just brush or

comb it in. Shades: “Blonde to Medium Brown” and

“Dark Brown to Black” cover every need.

BROWNATONE—only 50c—at all drug and toilet
counters—always on a money-back guarantee, or—

-------------- SEND FOR TEST BOTTLE-—----m

The Kenton Pharmacal Co.
! 224 Brownatone Bldg., Covington, Kentucky
J Please send me Test Bottle of BROWNATONE and <
« interesting booklet. Enclosed is a 3c stamp to cover J
| partly, cost of packing and mailing.

* State shade wanted J
I Name |

City. State..

Print Your Name and Address

to do something at last. He thought
he was clever to have arranged to
meet Leni at the wooden hut, because
it was dark there, and no one would
see their faces. And it was clever of
him also, he thought, to have ar-
ranged separate journeys to the ren-
dezvous, for while no one would think
much of seeing either of them alone,
the pair of them might be (indeed,
in the past, had been) gossiped about.
So he cycled along, slowly because
of the steepness, making a short cut
to the edge of the town, where, a
little way along the lane, a field path
led to the Knoll.

It was a lovely night, warm from the
earth; and he felt as he always did
when he had seen recent death, a mys-
tic communion with all things living
and dead, as well as a perception of
their own communion; so that,
through such a prism of conscious-
ness, he could sense life in a dead
stone and death in a living tree.

Soon, through the trees, he saw
the shape of the wooden hut, and
beside it, waiting for him, Leni. He
could not see her clearly, but as he
approached she came to him.

“Have you been waiting long?”

“About ten minutes. | didn’t
mind.”

“We must move on. Did anyone
see you?”

“l don’t think so.”
“It doesn’t really matter, |
pose, once we've got away.”

sup-

HEY descended the Knoll by a
T path that led them to the other side
of it, whence, at the foot, the water
meadows stretched to the Marsland
Road. The night was pale over those
meadows, and only the sudden light-
ing of cigarettes marked pairs of lov-
ers couched in the long grasses; there
was no sound but secret voices under
the mist and the hum of the bicycle
as David pushed it. He was hoisting
it over the last stile when the Cathe-
dral chimed the three-quarters. “Now
we’re all right,” he said, stooping to
light the lamp when they reached the
highway. “Have you ever ridden on
the back of a bicycle? You'll find it
quite easy. Put your left foot on the
axle-stop and your right knee on the
mudguard—you’ll manage.”

So they began the journey from
Calderbury, with the lamplight flick-
ering and swerving as David pedaled
along. The road lay slightly uphill,
and it was hard work; but there was
no traffic as there would be today.
Presently the moon rose and the
twin towers of the Cathedral stif-
fened against the blue-black sky,
calling eleven as David topped the
hill and prepared to freewheel down.
The hill heaped behind, with the dark
shape of the Knoll farther still be-
hind, the gradient spinning them in-
to shadows of cold air under trees,
and then into the bright glassy moon-
light of the level. And after miles of
this, keeping a good rate, David began
to whistle in pure enjoyment, till the
beginning of Croombury Hill made
him save his breath, and a few
yards higher forced him off his ma-
chine altogether.

“This is a steep one,” he said, af-
fectionately to the earth and sky.
“But we’re doing fine—we’ll easily
catch the ten to twelve. Are you
tired?”

“No, but it hurts my knee a little.”

“It’s not far now—just through
Lissington village and over the next
hill. I know all the country round
here. Every village and lane and path.
I know the people in the cottages,
and in the churchyards too. This is
a good country, England. 1've been
round about here for fifteen years.
You must have been a baby when |

[Continued on page 122~\

LOVELY TO LOOK AT

Neca-uS/i

Those hands you admire

(or envy) most, very

?robably owe their beauty

0 a clear, golden lotion

—Chamberlain’s. A won-

derful beauty treatment

for hands, arms and skin,

it helps protect and re-

store beauty because it o .
satirizes. And, this clear, golden liquid lotion
will also delight you because’it is not sticky, dries

with such convenient quickness. At all toilet
Address..
McC-3 (GOOD ONLY IN U. S.)

Chamberlain’s Loiion

Smooth, satiny skin—a radi-

A antly clear, youthful complexion
— men admire them and modern style
demands them.

To be truly lovely, you must rid
your skin of ugly pimples on face and
body. And thousands are doing it, with
complete success.

The real cause of disorders result-
ing in ugly pimples may be nothing in
the world except a lack of the yeast
vitamins B and G. When these elements
are not present in the human diet in suf-
ficient quantities, the intestinal tract be-
comes weak and sluggish. Its function is
badly impaired. Constipation is likely to
ensue and this, in turn, often shows up in
pimply skin.

Countless men and women have
found that in such cases, Yeast
Foam Tablets work wonders. This
pure dry yeast supplies vitamins
B and G in abundant quantities

YEAST FOAM
TABLETS

You ‘Il IAhtt the Tastel
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fan **

“I was just Mrs. Smith to my friends/’
says one student, “until | walked down
the street in clothes that spelled
T-A-R-1-S' a block awayl Then every
one sat up and took notice, and ques-
tions came thick and fast. 1 was so
proud/ So | told them about the Wo-
man's Institute Dressmaking Course

I'd been taking. . . . How I'd learned
to copy Paris styles ... or design my
own . . . right at home in my spare

time! They were amazed at the smart-
ness, the perfectfit, and the economy of
the clothes 1 made myselfl”

Don't let your opportunity pass! You, too, can
make beautiful clothes at little cost. Mail the coupon
below today for free information on any course
and our Sample Lesson.

WOMAN’'S INSTITUTE. Dept. 3-Q, Scranton, Pa.
_ Please send me. without cost or obligation, full
information about course checked and a Sample
Lesson:
[ How to Make Smart Clothes for Myself
How to Become a Professional Dressmaker
Advanced Dressmaking and Designing
[0 Cookery [ Tea Room Management

NaMe. o A B

Address . b e s
Associated with International Correspondence Schools

and thus tends to restore the intestinal
tract to normal—in those instances of
vitamin deficiency. With the intestinal
tract again in healthy function, pimples
should quickly disappear.

Unlike ordinary yeast, Yeast
Foam Tablets are pasteurized and hence
cannot cause gas or fermentation. They
are easy to swallow and most people
relish their clean, npt-like taste. They
keep, too. Start now. Try Yeast Foam
Tablets and give them the chance to give
you the same welcome relief they have
brought to so many others.

A M 1 YES? Vitamin B, known as the
anti-neuritic vitamin, is absolutely necessary
to sound, steady nerves. Lack of enough vita-
min B causes polyneuritis—the inflamma-
tion of many nerves. Yeast Foam Tablets, so

rich in the B factor, prevent and
correct nervous conditions caused
by vitamin B deficiency.

Mail Coupon for Trial Sample n———
NORTHWESTERN YEAST CO.
1750 N. Ashland Ave., Chicago, 111

Please send FREE TRIAL sample of Yeast

Foam Tablets. (Only 1sample per family.
( Y plep Mc)(l:)SB-Ci?

Name .

Address
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Spring, and the wind howling around outside.
It is merely winter making an effective exit. Spring
is standing in the wings, waiting for her cue. And
it is time to be taking your spring tonic. We know
of the very one for you. It doesn’t come in a poison-
ous looking bottle. You don’t pour it out in a big
spoon and gulp it down with your eyes closed. This
tonic is pleasant to take, and ever so stimulating.
It is called “All-New Spring Wardrobe Tonic,” and
it consists of one part new suit, one part new coat,
one part new printed dress with a printed jacket,
and one part hat, hag, shoes and gloves, all new.
It will make a new woman of you.

We have told you about the spring boom in suits.
The boom is booming. Last year if you had a suit,
it was tailored. This year it can be tailored or it
can be soft. We have seen some very good looking
soft ones among the imports, ones like the Louise-
boulanger on the following page. It just goes to
show what a difference a few pleats make.

Last year you wore linen blouses with your spring
suit. This year you will wear net or marquisette
with navy suits, and printed blouses with everything
else. Not just small prints—splashy ones!

Last year your spring coat was a reefer or a
swagger or a box coat. This year it may be a prin-
cess reefer or a three-quarter coat, like No. 9150, at
the right, straight and open and sporting. Com-
pletely in the picture for an Easter cruise.

Last year perhaps your jacket dress was made of
a retiring and reserved small print. Not so this
year. The idea now is to be gay. Some of the new
prints are gay to the point of madness. Last year
your printed jacket was probably a baby-swagger.
It could be that this year, but suit-type jackets are
the new word. Or boleros. No. 9158 shows two
of these, and one suit-jacket. No. 9142, shows an-
other. Such suit jackets can be made of anything
and worn with anything. In linen, wear them over
slacks. In matelasse pique, over evening gowns.

Last year you wore a dark hat or a colored hat
with your spring suit. This year wear a light one.
Best of all, a white one. Or at least a bright one.

MARIAN COREY

9:5-
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If your figure

LOOKS stouter
than it should

ALL-SILK
FLAT
CREPE

*8 95

o”"™n
Dept.92

Two OTHER Free Books

-] Check here if you are an
—J Expectant Mother, and
we will send you also our Style
Book of Maternity Apparel and
of Layettes for new-born babies.

Check here if you have
children from one to ten
years of age, and v/c will send
you also our new Style Book of
Infants’ 8t Children’s Apparel.

SIZES: 38 to 58 BUST

e

Whether your size
is 38, 48 or 58 . . . you need
Lane Bryant’s specialized
sizes if your figure LOOKS
stouter than it should.

Merely mail the coupon
below; we’ll send you our
Style Book ... famous guide
to slenderness . . . FREE!

The Same Smart Styles
that Other Women Wear

When you see our 96 pages
of stunning clothes, so skilfully
planned to minimize pounds,
you’ll realize that you can look
lessstout, thatyoucanwearthe
same smart styles other women
wear, butall reproportioned by
experts to fit YOU perfectly!

All are accurately pictured
and described, so that you may
choose with ease and with confi-
dence right in your own home!

Prices are amazingly LOW.
For example, the two-piece
costume in three-piece effect
shown here is_of weighted
All-Silk_Flat Crepe and is
S$8.95, The dress pictured
here is of Seersucker, sheer
and fast-color, and is S1.98.

Also silk dresses, from
§4.95 to S16.95; coats as low
as S6.95. Also hats, hose,
shoes, gloves, house dresses,
corsets and underwear, all at
prices proportionately low.

This Style Book is ready
and it’s FREE. Just send
the coupon below TODAY.
Retail stores: New York, Brooklyn,
Philadelphia, Baltimore, Chicago,

Detroit and St. Louis. Also retail
store agencies in 10 other cities.

ant

39—St. ad Fifth Ave. NEW YORK

LANE BRYANT, Dept. 92

Fifth Avenue and 39th Street, New York, N. Y.

‘Dear JMadam: Please mail my free copy of your new Spring and Summer
Style Book of Slenderizing Fashions for STOUT WOMEN and MISSES.

T\[ame..

CAddress...

Down...

WE ARE
NOT ALONE

[Continued from page 119]

first put up my plate. Hundreds of
miles away in some German village
I've never heard of. Tell me about it.”

“It was a city, really— Konigsberg.
My parents both died when | was
young and | was sent to a school—
the school I ran away from.”

“We’re at the top of the hill now.
Better jump on again. We can go on
talking.”

He kept his cherrywood pipe in his
mouth and the smoke and sometimes
the flakes of hot tobacco flew back in
her face as they gathered speed.
“Plenty of time,” he muttered, wob-
bling dangerously as he pointed to
the horizon. “There are the junction
lights— that reddish glow yonder!”

But at the foot of the hill there
was a bad patch in the road and cross-
ing it too fast and with the added
weight the back tire suddenly deflated.
David braked with a vehemence that
nearly threw Leni forward over his
head. “Oh, dear, that’s really a nui-
sance,” he said. “We’ll just have to
push on and walk. Plenty of time if
we hurry a bit.” He wheeled the ma-
chine for a little way, then it oc-
curred to him that it was no help and
that they would gain time by leaving
it. He took it through a gate into a
field and partly hid it in a hedgerow.

They went on again, but Leni was
limping from her right knee; she
could not walk very fast, and the
junction lights seemed far away. He
put his arm around her so that she
might lean some of her weight on
him. “Just a matter of stepping out,”
he said, but they could not easily
increase their pace. And when, still
a long way off, they heard the train
they had aimed for puffing out of the
station, it was almost a relief to slack-
en, to sit on a stile while David
smoked a pipe.

X EARLY morning train left

, Marsland at 6:05, and David
thought it would probably connect
with other trains so that they could
reach the coast by afternoon. They
had six hours to wait— no big hardship
on a summer night. Half a mile fur-
ther on he knew that the side of the
road heaped into a dry bed of brack-
en; sometimes, cycling around, he had
paused there for a few minutes’ rest.
It was a place called Potts Corner,
though who Potts was nobody knew.

So when they were tired of talking
they walked to the Corner and lay
down on the turf and bracken. There
are some moments that are hung in
memory like a lamp; they shine and
swing gently and one can look back
on them when all else has faded into
distance and darkness. Often after-
wards David remembered that road-
side corner and the hours he spent
there; and sometimes he thought of
things he would like to have said and
done while there was yet a chance;
but actually he said and did very little,
because he was tired, and with tired-
ness had come an old familiar in-
ability to make up his mind. Present-
ly, with his arm round her, she fell
asleep. A little wind stirred in the
trees overhead; the air grew chilly as
the night advanced. He began to
wish he had brought an overcoat.
For that matter he wished he had
brought food, and far more money
than was in his pockets; and then he

[Continued on page 131\
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TWILL SUITS are new. They are navy
or black. This one turns its back be-
cause there isn’t a more important back
in the mode. It shows that softer lines
are beginning to creep into suits. This
model from Louiseboulanger. No. 9161.

For yardage see page following last fashion page

CHECKS are as good as ever. Just
as the navy suit is a grand one for twill,
this one—a Jenny model—is perfect
for tweed. In the jacket pleats one
sees how a suit may be mannish and
yet take on softer lines. No. 9149.

THE CUT-AWAYS are something
else to consider when deciding on a
spring suit. The upward curve breaks
the straight line of the jacket, and the
figure looks taller and slimmer. This
cut-away has a belt at back. No. 9148.



SOME HAVE COATS

954 9'59

For back views and yardage see
page following last fashion page

A PRINCESS REDINGOTE appears at
the left. This is the latest thing to take up
the princess line. The coat is no more
trouble to make than a dress, as it is unlined.
It has a collarless neck so that one may
pull this jabot-collar out on top. No. 9154.

JACKET DRESSES are going into print
again. This type of loose jacket is as smart
as ever. A pleat down the back makes sure
that it has the right swing. The dress is
simple—it opens down the front over a con-
trasting vestee. After Molyneux. No. 9159.

Buy patterns from McCall dealers, or by mail, prepaid, from McCall Corporation, Dayton, Ohio, at prices and sizes listed on last page.



SUIT-DRESSES are next in importance.
The print-and-plain one gives the effect of
a three-piecer, but it is a dress with a jack-
et. The latter is cut like a suit jacket,
with the new Schiaparelli shortness, the
fitted lines, the one button. No. 9156.

BANDS OF CONTRASTedge the sec-
ond suit-dress, at the hem, neck, and cuffs.
This hem-border fashion was started by
Molyneux, but it is only now getting un-
derway. The jacket is the suit-type, too,
with a slightly flared peplum. No. 9166.

For back views and yardage see
page following last fashion page

9156 9 16 6

SOME HAVE JACKETS

Buy patterns from McCall dealers, or by mail, prepaid, from McCall Corporation, Dayton, Ohio, at prices and sizes listed on last page.
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THE PRINCESS BLOUSE is
one of a long line of things that
are cut with the princess silhou-
ette. The two-piece frock, left,
shows this blouse with a slim
skirt. It is a Bruyere dress, with
rows of hand run stitches.No. 9152.

MOLYNEUX made the second
dress, using silk cord for the
scrolls that edge neck and pock-
ets and make the belt. Bias bind-
ing, or flat braid could also be
used. This dress has the new back
fulness in one pleat. No. 9133.

BOLEROS are more important.
Each spring sees some, but this
spring sees many. Molyneux, who
made this bolero frock, hung tas-
sels on the slide fasteners. If the
dress is plain, the bolero is
printed, and vice versa. No. 9145.

For back views and yardage see
page following last fashion page

SIX DRESSES DEDICATED
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GREEN LINEN can look as fresh
as lettuce with the dew on it. We
have edged this green handker-
chief-linen frock with white rick-
rack. Some of the new dresses
even wear rick-rack around the
hemline. This one could. No. 9141.

BACK FULNESS comes up
again. Naturally a fashion as new
and different as this, will he im-
mediately taken over by the print-
ed dresses. The grey printed frock
has this new fulness in pleats, from
its yoke to its hemline. No. 9143.

JODELLE is the French dress-
maker who believes that if there
is one thing about a dress more
important than another, it is the
neckline. Here she revives the
drawstring neck, and combines it
with a bolero outline. No. 9134.

For back views and yardage see
page following last fashion page

TO SPRING VACATION
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THE RIVIERA SHORTS are short. We direct your
attention to the figure at the left and little more need he
said. This is the play suit of the Riviera, worn by the
girls who have the right legs. Notice the buttoned skirt
and printed blouse—blouses are usually printed. No. 9162.

A PRINCESS SUN-BACK DRESS is shown above,
with its own link-button jacket. The princess cut runs
right through the mode in every kind of dress. The heavy
dashes along the seams and on the pockets indicate that
the dress has hand-run stitches for decoration. No. 9140.

For back views and yardage see page following last fashion page



STRIPES begin to look interesting again, alter so many seasons
of prints, dots, checks and plaids. And when stripes are in
fashion, it is smart to use the stripe two ways, which is what
the blue-and-white dress, above, does so very neatly. No. 9136.

YELLOW WITH RUST is a tropical color combination which
we recommend to dark haired beauties or sun-tanned blondes.
You see it in the sleeveless dress here, with its seams deco-
rated by hand-run stitches. Slide fastener closing. No. 9131.

A ONE-PIECE PLAY SUIT may be what you need and if
so, here it is. Very short, one-piece, so that nothing jerks out
of place. It has its own skirt, as they all must, and it is but
toned from the waist to the hem, as they all are. No. 9165.

For back views and yardage see page following last fashion page



NEW NOTES

IN DECORATION

HAND-RUN STITCHES decorate
multitudes of sports frocks. You see it
here on the pink linen dress. Heavy cot-
ton is used, always in contrast. No. 9168.

RICK-RACK braid runs along the edges
of so many resort dresses. This rick-
racked linen dress is also decorated by
the new hand-run stitching. No. 9132.

AMUSING PRINTS are the rage. .The
funnier, the better. The yellow dress
shows one. This frock has an important
hack, with two-pleat fulness. No. 9144.

EMBROIDERED LINEN is something
new, and one of these linens is used for
the fourth dress above. Its narrow bow
neckline is a pretty thing. No. 9131

For back views and yardage see
page following last fashion page
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NOT ALONE

[Continued from Page 122]

reflected how bad he really was at
planning these things, and how much
more efficient Jessica would have
been. And also he remembered Leni’s
own carelessness of detail when she
had tried to take her life at Sand-
mouth; strange that he should now
be showing such similar lack of fore-
thought in his efforts to save it. And
then he began to feel sleepy himself.
~Dawn came—the dawn of that
first day of war. He got up, leaving

her still sleeping, and walked a few
“Stanford

ards to a signpost:
agna, 2 miles.” To peace, how many
days, months, years? He lit a pipe

yS,
and watched the dawn turn to sun-
rise. The spire of Lissington Church
pricked over the Ilghtenln? horizon;
day came rolling over the little hills,
filling the roadways, glistening on the
wheatfields, wakening the birds.

He roused Leni and they passed.on
together, facing the early morning
sunlight. Soon the road entered the
long level stretch at the end of which
could be seen the station buildings
and a signal gantry. It was ten to
six when they approached the en-
trance to the waiting-room and David
had another of those precautionary
ideas that only occur to people who
are not really good at precautions;
it suddenly occurred to him that at
the station everybody knew him well
and that it would be safer to slip on
to the platform through the shunting
yard and board the train without tak-
ing tickets. This he did, easily enough,
for the train was already drawn up at
the platform and there was ample
choice of unoccupied compartments.
He knew that the train would take
them as far as Charlham where they
could bu thE tlgkets and pick up
an express to London.

F EELING rather pleased with this

excellent strategy, he smoked con-
tentedly while Leni settled into the
cushions and went to sleep again. He
was still thinking how cleverly he had
escaped being recognized by the sta-
tion staff, when the door of the com-
partment opened and a man, paunchy,
middle-aged and breathless, jumped
in and flung himself down in the cor-
ner seat opposite David. “Why,” he
began, “if it isnt Doctor Newcome—
well—well! Remember the last time
we traveled on this line, doc? Too
warm for gloves this weather, en?” He
began to laugh and chuckle, and Da-
vid_ smiled ruefully and couldn’t help
saying, as he might have done in the

ice, “You shouldnt run for trains.
Barney, at your age. It’s the worst
heart-Strain 'you can think of, be-
.%%‘fSSf%ﬁ _excitement as well as phys

Later, Barney Tinsley confessed
that he had notat first realized that
the girl in the other corner was travel-
ing with the doctor. She had been
asleep, and he was surprised when she
suddenly woke up and said something
in a foreign language. Well, more
than surprised—really flabbergasted.

The gloves allusion was explained
to a different audience as follows:
“Did | ever tell you, gents, about
that time | was in the train with him

oing to Sandmouth? Y know, it’s
unny, the way you remember things
.. . Well, I was sort of dozing
off, yknow, the same as you do
[Continued on page 132]
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[Continued from page 131]

in trains, when suddenly the doc stum-
bles over my feet, waking me up sud-
den, and | see him deliberately throw
one of his gloves out of the window.
Goodness, is the fellow crazy? |
says to myself, for it was a good
glove, by the look of it, real kid.
Course | asked him what the idea
was, and I’ll take a bet none of you
fellers cant guess the answer. . . .
I thought it would stump you—
stumped me at the time. 1’ll tell you
what he says to me. ‘Barney,’ he says,
‘I just dropped a glove accidental on
the line as | was opening the window,
and | thought I might as well throw
the other one after it, so as maybe the
same person would find ’em both.
After all, an odd glove’s not much
use to anybody, is it?” Must "ave had
a queer mind to think of things as
qU|ck as that. . . .”

“Queer is the Word
sponded.

somebody re-

EY arrived in Charlham at nine-
thirty and had breakfast in the
Railway Arms. The morning papers
had just come, and everyone in the
coffee room was talking and prophesy-
ing—the waiter, a few commercial
travelers, and a man in a green baize
apron who was cleaning the fireplace.
David had looked up the time table
and found an express to London at
eleven; the station was just across
the road, so there was plenty of time.
He left Leni in the lounge while he
found a barber’sshop and had a shave.
Most of the way to London she
slept again, but this time the train
was crowded and she leaned her head
against his shoulder while he talked
with the other people in the compart-
ment. That always happened wher-
ever he went; people always began
talking to him, telling him all their
lives if there were time enough, be-
cause he had a way of listening gently.
But this time, as he talked and lis-
tened, he sometimes stole a glance
at the head so limp against his arm;
it had been a long way to the Junction
for her; poor child, let her sleep.
But once she half-wakened, roused by
the crash of the train into a tunnel,
and in the sudden soft glow of the
electric light her eyes melted to his
glance. “Du Kkleine doktor.
she murmured, dreamily. “Where are
you taking me?” Then she remem-
bered something he had told her—that
she must not speak during the jour-
ney in case anyone should hear her
foreign accent.

They reached London in the mid-
dle of the afternoon, and as they
walked with the crowd on the plat-
form by the side of the train two men
sprang forward and gripped each of
them by the arm.

Part 2

E little doctor watched the au-
tumn sunlight move over the floor,
and when the last yellow bar dis-
appeared he knew it was late after-
noon and that another day was
nearly over. Presently he heard the
Cathedral chiming five, and a warder
entered with tea and bread and but-
ter for himself and for the two other
warders who had to stay all the time.
According to prison rules he was
never left alone, day or night; but
the warders were kindly fellows and
tried to efface themselves as much
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as possible. Of course the doctor
already knew and called them by
their first names. “It’s a queer thing,
George,” he said (and this was the
thing George quoted oftenest after-
wards), “l can’t seem to get used to
wearing boots without bootlaces.
You’d think it would be more com-
fortable, but somehow it isnt.”

They would not let him wear boot-
laces, or braces, or anything he might
possibly hang himself with; because,
of course, they intended to hang him
themselves.

But in other ways he was treated
with consideration; indeed, as he told
the Governor whenever the latter
visited him, “lI’'m quite comfortable,
thank you.” He could smoke, read
books and newspapers, and have any
kind of food he fancied. In some ways
he was almost freer than he had been
at home; for he could get up and go
to bed when he liked and he had ample
leisure to read. Everyone in Calder-
bury Prison was sorry for the little
doctor and rather embarrassed be-
cause in three weeks’time he was to die.
After the dismissal of the appeal the
Governor was almost apologetic when
he brought the news. “’Fraid |’ve
nothing good to tell you, Newcome—
still, I know you hadn’t been counting
on it. ... And remember, anything
I can do now. ...”

“There’s only one thing—you re-
member | asked you before.”

“Oh, that? Well, I can only say
again | wish | could, but it’s against,
all the regulations. Just the one thing
I cant do for you. I’'m sorry.”

The request that David had made,
more than once, was to see Leni. She
was lodged in the jail at Midchester,
twenty miles away, where there was
more up-to-date provision for women
prisoners. He had not seen her since
the trial a month before, and when
he tried to remember that last glance
he had had he could only see the
courtroom, dark at the close of an
autumn afternoon, gray figures mov-
ing restlessly and meaninglessly as
reeds in a stream, and somewhere
lost amongst them her strange eager
face seeking his in a bewildered stare.
What had it all been about? And he
didn’t know—the whole proceedings
of arrest, police questioning, grand
jury, prison, trial ... all were shad-
ows of a shapeless fate. They let him
read newspaper reports of the trial,
and to these he now gave a half-
incredulous scrutiny. He could not
really understand. Then he turned
to the current papers and read news
that was dark with huger fantasy—
Mons, the Marne, the Aisne. . . .

E FOUND it tolerable at first to
watch the days crawl by. He was
not afraid of death, he knew that
death could be prophesied for all men,
he had often prophesied it himself.
Even to look ahead and know that a
month hence he would lie in a prison
grave, was no worse than to diagnose,
as many a doctor must, the first bud-
ding in his own flesh that will bring
death as its flower. And the routine
of prison helped to a certain tran-
quillity; in the mornings when he
took exercise in the graveled yard he
smiled at the sky and let the wind
blow lovingly through his hair.

In the afternoons he read or rested
or played a game of cards with the
two men on guard over him, and soon
after tea, because there was nothing
else to do, he went to bed. It was
night time that was the worst. He
could not sleep well between midnight
and dawn; and then, into those guard-
less hours (for the warders, against
rules, usually dozed off themselves),
he thought of Leni. Love is a strange
thing; we may not notice the momen*

[Continued on page 1401
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IT'S SHEER LUCK to find four such
pretty sheer dresses. The first one,
the jabot frock, is made of semi-sheer
crepe. It has both a high and a low neck
at one and the same time. No. 9130.

LACE is the most charming of sheer
fabrics. Coronation blue lace-was chosen
for the third dress. The bow and belt are
velvet ribbon. An unusual line of drap-
ery runs out from the neck. No. 9146.

THE RED DRESS is shown in heavy
sheer. It is a lovely thing, too, for
printed chiffon, having lots of soft ful-
ness and the skirt measuring about two
yards and a quarter around. No. 9147.

DEEP WINE is the color of the sec-
ond lace dress on this page. It has a
very pretty neckline—a low V, surround-
ed by drapery in front, and in back just
a tiny very shallow V line. No. 9157.

For back views and yardage see page following last fashion page

91 46 91 5 7

SHEER LUCK
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GLAMOR FOR EASTER PARTIES

AFTERNOON TOPS on evening skirts are
the last word on informal evening dresses. This
is the way Maggy Rouff makes them, and this is
Maggy Rouff’s new sleeve, draped so that the
folds run rings around one’s arm and present a
wide straight line across the shoulders. No. 9163.

FRANCEVRAMANT'S newest evening en-
semble is shown just across the page. This jacket
is suit-like, having the briefness, the fit, and the
one button that is the mode. The dress shows
off the feminine form divinely, emphasizing
the bosom and diminishing the waist. No. 9164.

For yardage see page following last fashion page

Buy patterns from McCall dealers, or by mail, prepaid, from McCall Corporation, Dayton, Ohio, at prices and sizes listed on last page.



135

ATTENTION-CALLING is the end and aim

of the ruffled dress. It is one of the most effec-

tive of the Here-1-Am dresses, that never gets a

chance to sit out anything. The girdle is velvet 9 153
ribbon, and where one would expect a belt buckle,

there is a bouquet of velvet flowers. No. 9153.

For yardage see page following last fashion page

Buy patterns from McCall dealers, or by mail, prepaid, from McCall Corporation, Dayton, Ohio, at prices and sizes listed on last page.



136

# Any complexion can be made
smoother, clearer, younger with
Mercolized Wax. This lovely cream
absorbs the dried out, blemished sur-
face skin in tiny invisible particles.
You are not actually aware of this
skin shedding, until you observe, or
receive compliments on the natural
loveliness of your young complexion.

Care for your skin regularly with
Mercolized Wax. Its combined cleans-
ing, clearing, softening, beautifying
properties make it a complete beauty
treatment in a single jar. Start tonight
to bring out the hidden beauty ofyour
skin with Mercolized Wax.

CAXOLITE Astringent is a refreshing,
AN skin tonic. Smooths out wrinklés
and age lines. Refines coarse pores.
Eliminates oiliness. Dissolve Saxolite in
one-half pint witch hazel. Use daily.
Atdrug and department stores everywhere.

BERTH ROBERT SEMI-
MADE DRESSES STRESS

FOR
SPRING

Here is aplan by which you can
get the same fine dresses, suits,
coats and ensembles created by
thefashion leaders ofthiscoun-
tryand abroad...and in the same
fine quality fabrics... at savings
only possible through the
Berth Robert Plan.

The Berth Robert Plan issim-
ply this. The clothes come to
you semi-made, cut to your in-
dividual measurements with all
the difficultsewing doneforyou
by our expert tailors.. .you just
sew a few simple seams... ad-
justing the garment to fit your
figure perfectly...and asyou sew
yousave. See how you can order
acomplete Spring wardrobe of
this luxurious quality clothing
at a tremendous saving.

SEND FOR SPRING FASHION BOOK-FREE!

Send the coupon below...your FREE
cope/ of this beautiful Fashion Book
willbesentatonce.Aspecial ready-to-
wear supplement for women who
do not sew, enables you to buly
fine quality clothing at considerable
savings. We employ no canvassers or
salesmen. Send for your copy today.

Dept.M 846 BROADWAY, NEW YORK, N.Y.

Please send me free, postpaid, your Spring Fashion
Catalog. This does not obligate me in any way.
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E peasant frock with
fitted basque and full skirt
(465) stands first among the
smart young styles of the
year. In at least five ways it
can have as many charming
’moods, just with a touch of
embroidery to do the trick!
First way shown (465).
With Tyrolean heart-and-
leaf motifs around the neck
(436), in taffeta or fine pique
it’s called “Allure”—for in-
formal evenings.

Second way shown (465).
If nothing more than button-
holed edges are on collar and
sleeves, it typifies “Simplic-
ity” in a glazed chintz or
gaily printed calico.

Third way shown (465).
“Frivolity” is its mood when
a balloon sleeved guimpe of
dimity or organdy is em-
broidered in colorful roses
(1610) on a dress of cotton
broadcloth or linen shantung.

Fourth way shown (465).
With quaint little flowers in
multicolor cottons (456) on
the basque, it’s known as
“Demure” in fine gray pique.

Fifth way shown (465).
And who can refrain from
“Gadabout” in sheer wool
crepe or black taffeta em-
broidered colorfully with
vivid yarn flowers (89)?

Dmm

BY
ELISABETH BLONDEL

Buy patterns from McCall dealers, or by mail, prepaid, from MccCall
Corporation, Dayton, Ohio, at prices and sizes listed on the last page.

X'0.9130. Size 36. 334 yards 35-inch material or
334 yards 39-inch, collar, yard 35 or 39-inch.

No. 9131. Size 36, with long sleeves 4 yards 35-inch
or 35/s yards 39-inch: without sleeves, 334 vyards
35-inch or 2% yards 39-inch.

Xo. 9132. Size 36, 3*4 yards 35-inch material or
334 yards 39-inch, braid, 234 yards.

Xo. 9133. Size 16, 374 yards 35-inch material or
384 yards 39-inch, cord, 434 yards.

Xo. 9134. Size 16. 4*4 yards 35-inch material or 374
yards 39-inch, cord, 174 yards.

Xo. 9136. Size 36, 434 yards 31-inch material, 3%
yards 35-inch or 3J4 yards 39-inch.

Xo. 9140. Size 36, dress, 334 yards 35-inch, or 3
yards 39-inch, jacket, 234 I%/atrds 35-inch, 2*4 yards
39-inch or 184 yards 54-inch.

Xo. 9141. Size 16, 334 yards 31-inch material, 334
yards 35-inch or 3*4 yards 39-inch, braid, 234 yards.

Xo. 9142. Size 36, 234 yards 35-inch material, 2J4
yards 39-inch or 134 yards 54-inch.

Xo. 9143. Size 16, 4*4 yards 32-inch material, 4
yards 35-inch or 352 yards 39-inch.

Xo. 9144. Size 36, 434 yards 31-inch material, 334
yards 35-inch or 334 yards 39-inch, collar, 34 yard 35
or 39-inch.

Xo. 9145. Size 16, dress, 374 yards 32-inch, 3*4
§ar_ds 35-inch or 234 yards 39-inch, bolero, 134 yards

2-inch, 134 yards 35-inch or 1 yard 39-inch.

Xo0. 9146. Size 36. 334 yards 35-inch or 334 yards
39-inch, bow, *4 yard 35 or 39-inch.

Xo. 9147. Size 36, 334 yards 35-inch material or 334
yards 39-inch.

X'0.9148. Size 16. 434 yards 35-inch material, 334
yards 39-inch or 234 yards 54-inch.

X'0. 9149. Size 16, 434 yards 35-inch material, 4
yards 39-inch or 3 yards 54-inch.

X0. 9150. Size 36, 234 yards 54-inch material.

X'0. 9152. Size 16, tunic blouse, 234 yards 35-inch
or 234 yards 39-inch, skirt, 234 yards 35 or 39-inch or
134 yards 54-inch.

Xo. 9153. Size 16, 534 yards 35-inch material or 5
yards 39-inch.

X0. 9154. Size 36, dress. 3J4 yards 35-inch or 334
yards 39-inch. coat. 4 yards 35-inch, 334 yards 39-inch
or 234 yards 54-inch.

X0. 9156. Size 16, waist, jacket, 3 yards 35-inch or
234 yards 39-inch, skirt, 234 yards 35 or 39-inch, collar,
bow, 34 yard 35 or 39-inch.

X'o. 9157. Size 36, 4 yards 35-inch material or 33
yards 39-inch.

Xo. 9158. Size 36, bolero. 134 yards 35-inch or 134
yards 39-inch; jacket, 234 yards 35-inch. 234 yards 39-
inch or 13& yards 54-inch:” without peplum, 134 yards
35-inch or 134 yards 39-inch.

X0. 9159. Size 36, dress. 334 yards 35-inch. 334
)éards 39-inch or 234 yards 54-inch, vest, 34 yard 35 or
9-inch, jacket, 234 yards 35-inch, 234 yards 39-inch
or 134 yards 54-inch.
X0.9161. Size 16, 434 yards 35-inch material, 434
yards 39-inch or 3 yards 54-inch.
Xo. 9162. Size 36, blouse, 174 yards 32-inch, 134
gards 35-inch or 134 5yards 54-inch, shorts, 134 yards
2 inch, 134 yards 35 or 39-inch or 34 yard 54-inch,
skirt, 234 yards 32-inch, 234 yards 35-inch or 134
yards 54-inch.
X'o. 9163. Size 36, 534 yards 35-inch material or
534 yards 39-inch.
X'0. 9164. Size 36, dress, jacket, 534 yards 35-inch
or 454 yards 39-inch, contrast, 34 yard 35 or 39-inch.
X'0. 9165. Size 36, shirt, shorts, 234 yards 35-inch
or 234 vards 39-inch, skirt. 2J4 yards 35-inch, 234
yards 39-inch or 134 yards 54-inch:
X'0. 9166. Size 36, 474 yards 35-inch or 434 yards
39-inch, contrast, 1 yard 35 or 39-inch.
Xo0. 9168. Size 36. 434 yards 35-inch material, 374
yards 39-inch or 274 yards 54-inch.



Relief of
HEADACHES
SOUR STOMACH
DISTRESS AFTER
MEALS
coLDS. . ..

Nat
Every Sat ght

An Alka-Seltzer Tablet in a glass of water makes a
pleasant-tasting, alkalizing solution which contains
an analgesic (sodium acetyl salicylate). You drink it
and it does two important things. First, because of
the analgesic, it brings quick, welcome relief from your
discomfort — and then because it is also alkalizing in
its nature Alka-Seltzer helps correct the cause of the.
trouble when associated with an excess acid condition
AT ALL DRUG STORES— 30c and 60c Packages
Slightly Higher in Canada

NEWCOMERS
BY ELISABETH BLONDEL

Gloves___and more gloves.
And the newest are in rick rack
—every color under the sun.
The braid is wound round and
round, caught at the points —
no seams, mind you (466).

Buy Patterns from McCall dealers or by mail, prepaid,
from McCall Corp., Dayton, O., at prices on last page.

MOVIES

[Beginning on page 23]

weary, police officer, help Mr. Powell
track his way softly through the in-
extricable maze of the story in a most
satisfactory manner. Miss Loy, as |
have pointed out before, seems to
grow more charming with each pro-
duction—the remark still holds.

Elissa Landi tried too hard to be a
jittery young neurotic and Jessie
Ralph (as is true of almost all older
character women in the movies),
seemed to be trying to blow the cam-
eras clear out of the studio—the in-
troductory night club number should
have been cut down—but enough,
enough. Mr. Hammett and his asso-
ciates did it again and added a gay
sequel to the memory of the most
charming picture of last season. | re-
fuse to chide them further for any
minor errors.

FROM a production standpoint, The
Great Guy is one of the worst
movies | ever have seen. The light-
ing is bad and so are the sets. On the
other hand, Mr. Cagney himself never
has appeared to better advantage—a
bit subdued, a little more polished,
and a great deal more sincere.
Besides the star, however, The
Great Guy has some amazingly good,
simple, natural dialogue in it, and Mr.
Cagney found two first-rate Irishmen
to play Irishmen for him—Edward
McNamara and Edward Brophy.
The story itself might have been
written in any bar-room. It is a sim-
ple tale of an honest man working
for a crooked city political machine—
in this case the hero is an inspector
in the department of weights and
measures—and it rings very true in-
deed because instead of gangsters,
machine guns, and all the folderol of
the usual gangster movie, the politi-
cians in this one are all simple, hard-
working, well-mannered crooks.

IDO not know enough about the po-
litical history of Ireland to give you
any information about the facts be-
hind the story of Beloved Enemy.
I do know the tale was written around
the many legends still told in Dublin
bars about Michael Collins, the Irish
leader who was assassinated by his
own people because they felt he had
betrayed them.

You probably will not bother much
about the political history in the pic-
ture after you've seen it because the
whole movie is a love story played
against the background of the Irish
troubles right after the war. In fact,
at least ninety per cent of the footage
is taken up with scene after scene in
which Brian Aherne and Merle Ober-
on protest their love for one another.

A story of revolution and intrigue,
Beloved Enemy fails to keep the revo-
lution and the intrigue before you.
Having established the fact that
Merle Oberon is the daughter of the
English diplomat sent to Ireland to
settle the revolution, and that she has
fallen in love with the idolized leader
of the revolution, the picture becomes
a love story and we hardly ever see or
feel the existence of the revolution.

It is a handsome movie, and Miss
Oberon and Mr. Aherne give very
warm and appealing performances.
For the rest, Beloved Enemy is care-
fully edited, polished and produced.
It is too long and too delicate to be
a legend of Michael Collins; it is
too well-produced and played not to
be seen.

Step Outin Siyle
and Step into /

Florsheim Shoes for Women don’t ask you to choose between
style and comfort. They offer a perfect symphony of both.

Florsheim brings you premium leathers . .

. special measure-

ments . . . and the patented, featherweight Feeture Arch . ..
the only arch in the world that’s hinged . . . that flexes when
you walk, stays rigid when you stand.

Write for Style Brochure . .
llustrated: T he Pompadour .. avail-
able in black, brown or blue fabric.

. and name of nearest dealer.

SO
9 SOand SO
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NEEDLEWORKERS
CATALOG  Herrschner’s
FREE

Need| L -
ing of needlep%‘aint,vﬁgg( ruf%rsge%tmt\g
and th sses_and

threads. Also d

/arns )
Ymens. A post card brings Catalog.

FREDERICK HERRSCHNER

contains. the Cr%tae%lg
i
variety of sta%} eé

NEEDLEWORK AND SPECIALTIES CO.
Chicago, ill.|

mDept. 5M 6630 S. Ashland Ave.
FRE This New
Book tells

THE SECRETS OF

S.

mar

How to Avoid Mistakes in Dress
Do you look the way you shouldin your clothes?

Do ctherswhisper about your appearance—flatter-
ingly or critically? Are men eager for your com-
pany? Does your home properly “stage” you?
You can be more attractive by mastering the

Secrets of Smartness. Save
yourself costly embarras-
sing mistakes. Join the in-
ner circle of women who
dominate through Smartness.
The way is now made easy.

SMARTNESS

Woman's Greatest Power

Mail the coupon below for Alma
Archer’s new book, "The S (
Smmartness.” It reveals in practical writ-
ten form the successful method she has
applied for years to_her clients of so-
clety, stage and business world. With
it comes her intimate personal StyleTest
which positively determines whether
you are making ‘mistakes in dress, eti-
Quette, conversation or home decora-
tion. To mail the coupon does not
obligate you in any way.

*

of Smartness” and my Personal Style

ALMA ARCHER

St

Premier
yle Authority

New York City
Please send me, without cost or obligation, "The Secrets

Test.

with
INVIZ-A-GRIPS

The Smoothest Thing in
GARTERS

Their fan-spread hold on the
stocking distributes the strain
and prevents those costly
garter runs. They save up to
half your hosiery" bill!

* Flat and invisible. No un-
comfortable knob to sit on...
no ugly bulges showing under
your close-fitting gowns.

* Featured on the smartest
foundations . . . for sale as
replacements in leading de-
partment stores and women’s
shops. Insist on Inviz-a-grips!

7045 ROMAINE STREET
HOLLYWOOD, CALIFORNIA
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BEAUTY EDITOR

ofleading newspapers

"MORE THAN 800 letters in 10 days—about Vita-Ray
—the vitamin cream honored in the Hall of Science.
Some extravagantly praising—some asking what I, as
Beauty Editor, thought of this all-purpose cream.”

MET AT UNIVERSITY- “To answer
with scientific facts, | dashed to Boston to
see C A. Wells, himself . . . director of re-
search. | started asking questions immedi-
ately on reaching the university. | wanted
to know!”

How University Doctors

Made Skin Look Young
—using life-giving Vitamin D

AT LAST a way has been found to feed
life-giving Vitamin D direct to the capillaries
—the only source o fskin nourishment. Andre-
sultshave astonished university doctors in tests
on wrinkles, dryness, coarse pores, aging skin,

—Honored in Hall Of Science

Because of outstanding research, Vita-Ray was
honored in the Hall of Science. Acclaimed by
Beauty Editors; approved by Good House-
keeping-praised by delighted women, Vita-
Ray is already a leader in outstanding stores.
Vita-Ray is used as any other cream. Each jar
contains 1200A.D.M.A. units oflife-
givingVilamiiiDlcnriched h\ Vita-
minA) toimparthealth,beauty,and

WHAT HAPPENS UNDER SKIN!
“| looked under my own skin —through the
new Zeiss instrument. Saw tests before and
after life-giving Vitamin D is fed to capil-
laries—indicating increase in capillary nutri-
tion—the only source of skin nourishment.”

mirTTT

EFFECT ON SURFACE OF SKIN!
“Xsaw hundreds of photomicrographs,
showing pores much reduced . . . lines and
wrinkles vanishing . . . skin radiant . . .
younger, fresher looking ... 1 Skin be-
Jore using Vita.Ray, 2.28 days later . . .
The almost miraculous changes are even

more vivid in original full size prints, which
wi]l be g?a(ﬂy sgnt on requesP.”

alsQ contains ingredients to cleanse and is an
excellent powder £ase—yet there is only one
cream to buy—one to use.
If your favorite store hasn’t yet
been selected to represent \ila-
Ray, mail coupon below for
generous six weeks’ supply.

Sirs: Please scud me a jar of Vn aaai
Vita-Ray Cream for which I will pay NN a
the postman $1.10 on delivery.

NAME..oeicct e =
Street and No
City State ..o Mc-37

WE ARE
NOT ALONE

[Continued from page 132]

it comes, yet there is a moment when
we know it is there; sudden wake-
fulness, as to pleasure or pain after
sleep, a sudden color, as of a paint-
ing after an etching. So it had been
for the little doctor; he remembered
a moment in the courtroom, during
the judge’s summing up; he had been
tired after a day in that stuffy at-
mosphere. A little way off in the pris-
oner’s dock Leni was sitting, and she
too looked tired, had lapsed into a
remoteness that seemed, by its very
detachment from environment, an al-
most physical absence. The judge
was going over the points of the case,
one by one; and presently he said:

“ . with evidence of motive,
gentlemen, we are not primarily con-
cerned when there is so much sug-
gestive evidence as to fact . . . but
.. . you will probably conjecture the
purpose for which he brought her
from Sandmouth to Calderbury, and
you will form your own opinion as to
the validity of the pretext of engag-
ing her as his young son’s governess.
It may well be that you will feel that
no more unsuitable person could have
been chosen to look after a nine-year-
old child—and a very nervous and
highly-strung child, we have been told
—than a young woman whose tem-
perament was such that she had only
recently attempted suicide, who had
had no kind of previous experience as
a child’s governess, and who, in ad-
dition, could barely make herself un-
derstood in the child’s language. . . .
You will have to ask yourselves, plain-
ly and straightforwardly, what lay
behind this extraordinary incident—
doubtless it can be made to look at-
tractive if you think of it in terms
of rescue and benevolence, but if you
will bear in mind the culmination to
which it led, and which is the sole
cause of our being here today to pass
judgment, then you will form your
own opinion why the prisoner chose to
install this young woman in the very
center of his household, where he
could see her every day and as often
and for as long periods as he liked,
and where, under the same roof as his
wife and son. . . . Gentlemen, it is,
of course, for you to decide and to

PRICE LIST OF NEW

Leading.dealers nearly everywhere sell McCall Patterns.
you can't secure them, write to McCall Corporation,

interpret these matters so far as you
feel justified in doing so. | only de-
sire to caution you against the pseudo
or false romanticism of which plays
and novels are such frequent expon-
ents—the kind, | mean, that deals
with what | believe is called the
‘eternal triangle.” Such fair words are.
in a measure, hypocritical; they may
lull us for an evening’s entertainment,
but in a court of law it is our duty to
remember—and it is my duty to point
out—the plainer and less agreeable

facts . . . lust . . . infatuation . . .
the lowest and basest physicality, un-
controlled, dominating ... all of

which, gentlemen, is apt, in our mod-
ern world, as you know, to be loosely
summed up under the word ‘love.’
You may call it ‘love’ if you like,
provided you realize. . . .”

And at that the whole mumbling
grayness seemed to be lit by a stab-
bing, trumpeting light; and the little
doctor said in his heart, almost as if
he were taking advantage of per-
mission just given him: Yes, | call it
love. ... It was so wrong, absurd,
preposterous, all that the judge had
said; and yet, just round the corner
from the nonsense, there was this im-
perishable pearl of truth. | call it
love. Oh, God, yes. | call it love.

LOOKING back as he tried to sleep
- during those last nights in Calder-
bury Jail, the little doctor sighed only
because that moment had happened so
late. And thence, inevitably, he turned
to thinking of love that had always
been in his heart, and in the hearts
of so many, love of mankind that
had sheltered long in the monk’s cell
and the artist’s studio and the doc-
tor’s laboratory, love that had made
men quietly build and sacrifice and
die, love that might have conquered
the world had not its moment arrived
too late.

Chimes of the Cathedral marked
the quarters, marked the slow trag-
edy of that lateness, while the little
doctor dreamed, remembering the
millions crouched in their trenches

. . hate, murder, agony . . . the
lowest and basest, uncontrolled, dom-
inating ... all of which, gentlemen,
is apt in our modern world to be
loosely summed up under the word
“love.” You may call it love if you
like, provided you realize . . . and
then he fell asleep for a few troubled
moments, waking again, and half-
sleeping again, until the dawn outlined
the bars across the window. They
call it love, | call it love, but we do
not mean the same thing.

[Concluded in April McCall’s]

McCALL PATTERNS

If you find that
MccCall St., Dayton,

Ohio, or to the nearest Branch Office, stating number and size desired

and enclosing the price stated below
Offices,
Street, San Francisco, Cal., Spring and

Commerce Street, Dallas, Texas, 50 York St., Toronto 2, Can.,

Room 1181, The Merchandise Mart,

in stamps or money-order. Branch
Chicago, lll., 609 Mission
Mitchell Streets, Atlanta, Ga., 710
Park Avenue,

North Circular Road, London, N. W. 10, Eng.

No. Sizes Price  No. Sizes Price  No.
42 12-18. .35 9156
9129 Small medium. 845 13-17. 9157
arge_ ... . .29 9144 12-18. 9158
130 14-187 36-46 45 9145 1317 9159
12-18, 36-42 jg 0146 14-18. 9160
132 12-18. 36-46 - 9147 14-18, 0161
13-17. 12-20 45 g
S i BR ol g e
9136 12-18, 36-42 25 PN 12-18 9164
' 9151 12-18. 9165
9138 14-18, 36-42 9152 13-17, 9166 12-
9153 13-17, 9167 6-14
9140 12-18, 36-42 9154 14-18 9168 12-18,
9141 13-17, 12-20 9155 6-14 9169 2-8 .
EMBROIDERY AND NOVELTY PATTERNS
No. Sizes Price  No. Sizes Price.  No. Sizes Price
Yellow or blue .. ........ 3B 460 Blue ..o 3 . </ .......... 45
461 BIUL .oiiiiviiiiin s 5 i; 6/2-7
%‘é ;g”g\x 3{ Blﬂg o ::% 2% tffowi-or Bie. s 35
457 Yellow or blue 0% “3 &efiod or blue . s 16-18 ..
.35 464 6 ? 10, 12
459 Yellow or blue . 5 Yellow 'or blue , 45




GLORY BE! THEY'VE DISCOVERED A A
WAY TO MAKE RINSO GIVE EVEN
RICHER AND LONGER-LASTING SUDS.
I NEVER THOUGHT IT WOULD BE POSSIBLE k
i TO MAKE RINSO ANY BETTER

TALK ABOUT SAFETY, LISTEN TO
THIS! "RINSO IS SO EASY ON
COLORS THAT COTTON PRINTS
WASHED 125 TIMES IN RINSO
APPEAR PRACTICALLY LIKE NEW

<

LET ME TELL YOU WHY ONE WEALTHS DEBUTANTE

FAILED TO GET A HUSBAND

s a tfs Sc/cfo t

SHE WAS A GORGEOUS LOOK'NG DE3 'F THERE

EVER LIVED ONE...AND HER GOWN ! STRAIGHT

FROM THE RUE DE LA PAIX . ..IF ANY GIRL WAS
LAUNCHED IN SAYLE IT WAS DEGGY. . .

THE DOWAGERS STORY. . .

BUT IT LACKS THE SPECIAL
PURIFYING INGREDIENT THAT
MAKES LIFEBUOY SO THOROUGH
...LIFEBUOY LATHER STOPS"B.O
IT DOES WONDERS FOR THE

COMPLEXION, TOO

PEGGY DONT BREAK  BUT,GRAN, | BATHE
YOUR HEART.YOUR  OFTENER THAN
TROUBLE CAN BE OVER- MOST PEOPLE...
COME WITH LIFEBUOY AND | USE

\ EXPENSIVE SOAP, TOO!

| COVERED PEGGYS LAST PARTY..SINCE SHES
BECOME A REGULAR LIFEBUOY USER, SHES THE
MOST RUSHED DEB OF THE SEASON! SHES EN-
GAGED TOA DISTINGUISHED YOUNG DIPLOVAT, AND
LEAVES SHORTLY FOR EUROPE..GOOD LUCK,PEGGY!

I CAN HARDLY WAIT TOTRY
IT ALWAYS
DID SOAK MY CLOTHES 4 OR5
SHADES WHITER WITHOUT
SCRUBBING OR BOILING.

4 THE NEW RINSO.

V -

n— TjA IT MUST BE MUCH FASTER- ,
., ACTING NOW
A .
ater In
IMG WASHDAY DID YOU NOTICE HOW MUCH

LONGER THE SUDS STAND 4 allthe more
UP NOW. AND | TRIED THE
NEW RINSO FOR DISHWASH

ING, TOO—IT'S MARVELOUS

DID YOU TRY THE NEW 1937 RINSO

YET? | DID, AND IT REALLY DOES

GIVE 25 TOSO % MORE SUDS, f
AND IT SOAKS OUT DIRT V
FASTER THAN ANY SOAP /M

reason to

T HE New 1937 Rinso is ma,
-Lgive the richest, longest-la

Z /crtA

BUT DESPITE HER DADS MONEY AND HER

OWN OBVIOUS CHARM,SHE WAS A COMPLETE

FLOP...HER PERSONAL MAID KNEW THE

REASON BUT ONLY HER GRANDMOTHER
HAD THE COURAGE TO TELL HER

FOR GLAMOROUS SKIN —

1eanse your face regularly with
C thrilling Lifebuoy lather. It
freshens tired skin —flatters skin
already lovely ... It cleanses thor-
oughly, gently! “Patch” tests on
the skins of hundreds of women
show Life-
buoyisover
2070 milder
thanmany
so- called
“beauty”
and “baby

soap S~ Approved by

Good Housekee;‘))igg Bureau

> YOU KNOW, | HAVE A A

WASHER. WHEN | BOUGHT 1

IT THE SALESMAN TOLD ME
TO USE RINSO. IT S

n 7 CERTAINLY IS A GRAND )

SOAP-SO SAFE AND J

\ ECONOMICAL —~

m—-\V

IEVER USED

ssf

I ecE WaKY ANARBL s
S’hrdfS; ff'r* K

thai? oriFnary soaps. mIL L Y

f SOS hvely suds wash dot
ygiemcally clean—remove germ

Eeillfng(;: p(ajcllialegaétgo-aé«dég fsdig

"esMellingpackag

s’ap in America



(ABOVE) Mrs. H. S.
MARTY of Milwau-
kee. Ruth Joanne,
or “Sister”«s she’s
called — Mrs. Mar-
ty's daughter — is
shown on the porch
of their Milwaukee
home. Ruth Joanne
is eight years old
now. She was only
7 when the experi-
ence heretookpiace.

NOwW,you MmUsT EAT, DEAR.
YOU'LL NEVER BUILD UP
UNLESS YOU EAT
SOMETHING THAT

WILL STICK TO

BUT MOTHER-,1
CAN'T EAT- I'M
NOT HUNGRY.

....she ate hardly any solid food. | tried
filling her up on milK. It didn’t help .. .

“. .. to try it. And did

.. 8 “She picked
Ruth Joanne like it!...

WRITES MRS. n.U./VIttl
OF MILWAUKEE. WIS

READ THIS ACTUAL EXPERIENCE OF LITTLE RUTH JOANNE MARTY (mure atleft)

. . later, after she began to feel better, we came home. But
she couldn’t pick up.

MY, WHY DON'T YOU GAIN?
YOU'RE WAY UNDERWEIGHT.

e “I did everything but she kept
& weight. She wasonly ashadow o

p at once. It gave her an ap-

petite.The doctor says ‘She’s sohealthyi

MUMMY,
MY TUMMY
HURTS

Just moped around—had no pep . ..

I CAN'T

HELP IT,

MUMMY.
right on losing * “Atnight—she slept restlessly. She would often r
fheroldself..” ~ wake us up. In the morning she was tired ... J

SHE'S A VERY
SICK GIRL.

| FEEL
AWFUL.

“1t was almost impossible to get along with her. You couldn’t
look at her without her crying. She didn’t want to play . . .

“One day I read an advertisement for Oval-
tine. Right then I made up my mind

How Ovaltine helps increase appetite, add weight!

Here’s the way Ovaltine helps to give children a
better appetite for their food:—

1. It supplies the appetite-stimulating Vitamin B,
without which good appetite is impossible.

2. Ithelps digest starchy foods in the stomach. That
means food leaves the stomach sooner. And when
that happens, hunger returns more quickly.

3. It prevents milk from forming large heavy curds
in the stomach—and so aids milk’s digestion. It also
makes milk very much better tasting, you know.

An ORPHAN ANNIE MUG chld

It encourages your child to drink Oval-
tine. Get one by taking advantage of the
offer at the right.

This mug is regularly priced by us at
50c. By sending in the aluminum seal
from under the lid of an Ovaltine can you
can get one for 10 cents!

In addition, it is extremely nourishing and diges-
tible in itself. And it supplies certain "protective”
factors the child needs.

Thus Ovaltine is an excellent food-supplement, for
children. Just mix 2 or 3 teaspoonfuls in a cup of
milk (either hot or cold) and give it often. Your
child will relish its taste.

It has benefited so many—won* you try it, too? See
if your child won't eat better and gain weight.

Get a can at your grocery or drug store now.

Only one mug can he sent to a person.

Take advantage of the offer now.
Just use the coupon below.

_— N d W7
* enclose Ve ¢ Icag)v m /

aluminum

Think how pleased your child will be to
have this attractive Beetleware mug with
real pictures of Orphan Annie and Sandy
on it.

Just cut out the seal from under the lid
of a can of Ovaltine, and send it in. (The
dime covers cost of handling and mailing.)

Send dime
with the thin alumi-
num seal from under
lid of Ovaltine can.
Qur regular price, 50c.

uredhure.» asesend %%ael /

Name /
Ail(ins- /
Town..... /



