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BIG OUTDOOR MAN

I/Ju’fmoufé
— strenuous outdoor work is a big aid to health.
But we men know the value of a good, husky
meal, too. Dad and I always insist upon Shredded

W heat for breakfast — because it gives us energy
and helps build strong muscles.”

7 7 7

Young man, let’s put the tape measure on those muscles
right now. For delicious Shredded Wheat, with fresh
fruits and milk, gives you the most perfectly balanced
cereal diet that Nature has devised for feeding a lusty
young body.

Of all grains Mother Nature blessed wheat with the
richest abundance of vital health elements. And
Shredded Wheat is whole wheat—nothing added, noth-
ing taken away! Steam cooked, then baked to a crisp,
golden-brown. The tender strands of Shredded Wheat
are porous—each tiny vital cell is burst open, giving
you wheat in its most digestible form.

You'll get those strong bones, sound teeth and sturdy
muscles, young Mister Outdoor Man. Nothing can

stop you when Mother Nature has you under her

wing — with the big outdoors and her most energizing

food — Shredded Wheat, milk and fruit,

The NATIONAL Breakfast

Because —Shredded Wheat with milk is the most
delicious, satisfying breakfast you can eat. Because

— it contains the health-building elements the body
needs—bran, mineral salts, calcium, carbohydrates,
proteins, vitamins, phosphorus and iron. Ask for

the package showing the picture of &
Niagara Falls and the red N.B.C. §
Uneeda Seal.

A Product of NATIONAL BISCUIT COMPANY “Uneeda Bakers"



How to

an unpleasant thing

about herself

AVEN'T you often wanted to tell a girl

or woman something about herself
which you felt she ought to know for her
own good? And yet, because you did not
want to hurt her, you kept silent—and let
the fault hurt her.

It’s a rather common experience, for in-
stance, to meet a girl whose attractive traits
entitle her to social success, but who has
one fault which holds her back. A fault
which the socially refined cannot forgive—
the ugly odor of underarm perspiration on
person and clothing.

We wonder impatiently how she can be
so careless. Or how she can be unconscious
of it. It is hard to see.

It is doubtless due to the fact that she

a qirl

thinks her daily bath protects her from this
danger. And yet, of course, all soap and
water can do is to wash away the traces of
past perspiration. It cannot protect in the
hours to come.

There is just one way to be safe at all
times, and that is to make underarm per-
spiration odor impossible!

The way two million smart, busy women

do this is by the daily Mum habit.

They use Mum because it’s quick, it’s
easy, it’s sure. Takes just half a minute and
gives all-day protection.

You can use Mum any time. If you forget
to use it before you dress, use it afterwards.
For it’s harmless to clothing.

You'll like the way you can use Mum

' right after shaving yourunderarms,
too. It’s so soothing and cooling
to the skin.

You can count on Mum always
to prevent every trace of unpleas-
ant underarm odor without affect-
ing perspiration itself. Use it on
sanitary napkins, too. Its deodor-
ant service here is such a comfort!

3

BE AN UNKNOWN FRIEND
TO SOME GIRL WHO NEEDS ADVICE

It isn’t an easy thing to tell a woman that she is a victim
of underarm perspiration odor. Perhaps it isn’t even wise
to try. But here is a suggestion. If there is someone you
wish knew about Mum, ask us to send her a dainty little
package, free, and a folder of facts about perspiration odor.
Just write her name and address (not yours) in the coupon.
Some day she will want to thank her unknown friend!

|
|

Bristol-Myers, Inc., Dept. L-95
75 West St., New York

Please send sample package of Mum,
free, to

MUM TAKES THE ODOR OUT OF PERSPIRATION
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THREE WHO STAR IN THE
SEPTEMBER FICTION PROGRAM

MARGARET WEYMOUTH JACKSON
is, herself, a part of her inspired Sep-
tember story, “Cup Brimming Over.”
In it, you glimpse a reflection of her
own charming life as she moves through
that little Indiana town called Spencer
by its founders and home by Mrs.
Jackson. Here her neighbors do not
hail her as one of America’s most able
fiction writers but simply as one of
them. For unlike many another talented woman, Mrs. Jack-
son is more concerned with the happiness of her editor-
husband, their three lively children, her home and the endless
absorbing small-town affairs, than with the advancement
of the outstanding career she has achieved without, in
her own words, “employing system — or even enterprise.”

NORMA PATTERSON whose enchanting novel “Drums Of
The Night” brings enchantment to September, sketches this
brief but illuminating picture of herself: “I'm just one more
fictionist enjoying a sojourn and a ringside seat in this
crowded, swift-moving American life; thrilled to be here;
thrilled to dip my pen in the rapid current; thrilled to have
McCall's wire across a nation ‘Okay.’
A Texan, which means | keep step-
ping. | live bent over a desk sur-
rounded by paper, and long to get
out. But once out, | break all speed
records leaping back again. | started
writing during the war and have writ-
g ten every day since. Not that | am a
N// person to roll up a sleeve and rush,
4 beaming, into hard jobs. Far from it!

But once having given your heart to
this most wistful, most tantalizing of all occupations on
earth, there is no backing down. Ever.” One glance at Miss
Patterson’s triumphs shows that, for her, it has been a
steady going forward. Already two best sellers, and many
short stories that have been widely acclaimed, bear her
by-line. And yet she says, “All my future is before me."

DALE EUNSON, as you might guess from the accompany-
ing portrait, is quite young enough to admit his age. And
not quite old enough, even by today’s measure of accom-
plishments, to have completed, reasonably, the bright
record that stands to his credit. Yet his first novel, “Life
Begins Tomorrow,” which appeared in these pages, was
written when he was under thirty. Be-
fore that, Wisconsin-born Mr. Eunson
lived in Montana, was educated in
California. Later, in New York, he
became a staff member of a great,
popular magazine. And it was while
editing the work of other writers, he
decided to reverse the order. And
so you have “Jake, | Need Help!” —
Mr. Eunson’s first McCall short story.

McCALL'S MAGAZINE is published monthly by The McColl Company. William B. Warner, President and Trea-
surer; Froncis Hutter, Secretory; John C. Sterling, Vice President. Publication and Subscription Offices: McColl
Street, Dayton, Ohio Executive and Editorial Offices: 230 Pork Ave., New York, N. Y. MANUSCRIPTS and ART
MATERIAL will be carefully considered but will be received only with the understanding that the publisher and
editors shall not be responsible far loss or injury. TRUTH IN ADVERTISING: McCall's Magazine will not know-
ingly insert advertisements from other than reliable firms SUBSCRIPTION INFORMATION: $1.00.for one year;
$1.50 for two years; $2.00 for three years. Add 50c per year for Canado; odd $1.00 per year for other countries
Send all remi and cor d about subscriptions to our publication office, McCall Street, Dayton,
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in the United Stotes and Great Britain Reprinting not permitted except by special authorization. Entered as
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Nher ADORER

LLISTERINE halts halitosis (sap s reaTH) Deodorizes longer

HE years are adding up . . . soon their

children will be grown . . . yet he is
still her adorer . . . she holds him as com-
pletely as when they were first married.
More women should know her secret.

* * * *

How wise is the woman who realizes the
importance of keeping the breath always
sweet, wholesome and agreeable! After all,
nothing mars a personal relationship like
halitosis (bad breath) whether occasional
or habitual. Itisridiculously easy to keep
the breath inoffensive. Simply use Lis-
terine, that’s all—a little in the morning,
a little at night, and between times before
social engagements. Listerine instantly
halts halitosis; deodorizes longer than ordi-
nary non-antiseptic mouth washes. Keep
a bottle handy in home and office.

LamBerT Puarmacat Co., St. Louis, Mo.



To her friends she is “E. R.” To America, she is
a legend. But to the readers of McCall’s she becomes,
here, the fascinating subject of one of the most
brilliant portraits ever to grace these pages.

NE of the forms of courage is the courage
tosmake oneself appear slightly absurd at
times. This has been possessed by a great
many energetic people, including Mrs.
Franklin Delano Roosevelt and her Uncle

Theodore. That morning when her horse stumbled in
Potomac Park and the First Lady went off in the mud,
she came straight to her press conference and described
the incident, adding with just a shade of emphasis:
“Washington may just as well get used to it, because
I do it regularly.” Of course, she went right on riding.

Several years ago when a couple of her sons were
still in school, she used to drive to Groton, of all
places, wearing a trouser costume which was appro-
priate for changing a tire or building a fire by the side
of the road. Groton was amused, and since the young
are always decorous, the boys were rather shocked.
The White House has not subdued her. Today if she
wants the attention of a roomful of women, she will
stand up herself and shrill: “Ladies! Quiet, please!”
until she gets it. Her nervously high-pitched voice does
not carry well, and she could command a ruffle of
drums or a masculine voice to call for silence if she
chose. To over-sensitive spectators the seconds crawl
while silence is being obtained—but she herself is not
a bit perturbed if the ladies are slow to hear.

She makes no secret of her clinging to common hu-
manity, her determination not to be set apart by her
position as First Lady. To the humble she gives a
charming, reckless warmth. On an official motor trip
through New York in the spring of 1933 she had, much
against her will, a motorcycle escort. She hates riding
behind motorcycles, is always “simply petrified” for
fear something will happen. This time it did. A police
officer’s wheel caught in a car track. She followed
when he was taken to the hospital, waited outside the
operating room until they could assure her that he was

only slightly hurt. Later in the day the officer, his
head wrapped in bandages, was being driven home in
an automobile when he met her procession. Everybody
came to a halt, and the wounded victim came running
down the road to greet her.

“Mercy! I won'’t let that man run to meet me,” she
cried, whereupon she hopped out of her car and was
off up the road to meet him.

The gossips have been so busy barking up other
trees they have pretty nearly missed it, but Mrs. Roose-
velt dominates the feminine side of her husband’s party
organization, and she decides most of the appointments
of women under this administration, which has shown
unusual recognition to women. She has a vast knowl-
edge of the welfare field, where most appointees of
her sex come from, and through years of political
work in New York she knows the difference between
a Democrat and a Republican—although she some-
times ignores it.

There is no question about the President’s respect
for her judgment. For years friends have noticed how
he reacts when some woman’s fitness for a job is un-
der discussion. He will nod and say: ‘“Yes, Eleanor
thinks the world of her,” or “Yes, I know. She’s a
friend of Eleanor’s,” as though that settled his own
opinion.

People have generally forgotten what a career in
politics Mrs. Roosevelt has had on her own account.
From 1922 until 1928, when her husband was elected
governor of New York, she was vice-chairman and
treasurer of the women’s division of the Democratic
state committee, and she led the girls in clamoring,
without immediate effect, for “a real voice in the or-
ganization.” Up to
1928 her activities
were confined to
the lady-lady poli-
tics of the women’s wing, but in that year she was
given charge of organizing women for Smith’s Presi-
dential campaign.

This meant that she was a member of the central
board of strategy at Democratic headquarters; that
she shared in the closest fashion the behind-the-scenes

BY HELENA HUNTINGTON SMITH

conferences, the drama and the emotions of that
strenuous campaign with such leaders as the present
Governor Lehman, the present Senator \Vagner, and
Governor Smith himself. They liked her and respected
her ability. In these deep waters she was a newcomer,
however, and she knew it. She got on well with her
co-workers. She was always running downstairs to ask
the advice of the enigmatic Mrs. Henry Moskowitz,
Smith’s closest political adviser. “Mrs. M.,” who was
a long way from being anybody’s fool, took in all the
implications of this gesture, and commented that
Eleanor Roosevelt was a sound woman and a subtle one.

RS. ROOSEVELT no longer has, of course, any
position with the Democratic National Committee.
In the matter of appointments she works with Miss
Mary W. Dewson, the head of the women's division.
When a woman is to be named to a federal board or
bureau, she and Miss Dewson make up a small eligible
list—often there is only one name on it—and send it to
Jim Farley. Typical of their selections is Fay Bentley.
the present Juvenile Court judge for the District of
Columbia. Miss Bentley was a nominal Republican
who had failed to get the job under President Hoover,
but was thought to have the best qualifications.

Other women who have been picked by the two la-
dies include federal Judge Florence Allen, the first wom-
an to be elevated to the Circuit Court of Appeals, one
step below the Supreme Court; Josephine Roche.
Assistant Secretary of the Treasury supervising the
Public Health Service, who was once a social service
co-worker of Mrs. Roosevelt, Miss Dewson and Miss
Perkins in New York. The list goes on and on: the
assistant head of the United States employment service.,
the assistant head of the Government Printing of-
fice, the assistant head of the Division of Labor Stand-
ards, the woman member of the Labor Advisory Board.
the director of adult education under Harry Hopkins—
these are among the many Mrs. Roosevelt women in
federal office.

The appointment of Frances Perkins as Secretary of
Labor—a triumph for feminism which has been widely
credited to Mrs. Roosevelt—was rather a special case.
The Perkins story really begins in the late fall of 1928,
when Franklin Roosevelt had just been elected gover-
nor. Miss Dewson called up Mrs. Roosevelt, then as
now a short cut for worthy causes to her husband's
ear, singing the name of Frances Perkins. Could
Franklin be persuaded to appoint her Industrial Com-
missioner? What would Eleanor advise doing about it?

Mrs. Roosevelt answered: “I'd get right on a train
for Warm Springs and talk to him now before he gets
involved.”

Having had Miss Perkins as his Industrial Commis-
sioner for four years Mr. Roosevelt, in choosing a
Secretary of Labor, which is the same thing, was not
in doubt as to her qualifications, But he was under
heavy pressure from organized labor to name one of
its representatives, or at worst, not a woman! It was
hinted that if he was to name Miss Perkins there would
have to be counter pressure. Inspired by this hint,
and actively abetted by Mrs. Roosevelt, Miss Dewson
saw to it that admirers of Miss Perkins from one end
of the country to the other wrote letters to the Presi-
dent. It was a case of the right hand persuading the left.

In connection with all this there is a story which,
while not absolutely certified as Gospel, is admitted
by high authorities to be in character. Sometime after
the 1932 election, when the President-elect was at
Warm Springs, a delegation of labor representatives
came to urge the appointment of one of their men.
Mr. Roosevelt had already made up his mind about
Miss Perkins. After the delegation had gone Mrs.
Roosevelt expressed sympathy for the bad hour he
must have put in.

“Oh, that’s all right,” he replied. “I'd rather have
trouble with them for an hour than have trouble with
you for the rest of
my life.”

It is not without
interest that Molly
Dewson is herself a Mrs. Roosevelt woman. This in-
dicates a good deal about the First Lady’s place in
her husband’s political life. Miss Dewson is the head
organizer of women for Roosevelt and has been since
1931. She is now stamped as the FRBC woman—but
she was For Roosevelt Before [Turn to page 33]



* OW,” said Judy to herself . . . “‘here’s
where I show that husband of mine that

I can make jelly!”
She opened a little recipe book that came un-
der the label of a bortle of Certo . . . and turned
to the recipe for Ripe Grape Jelly. ‘““Mary says

“MARY SAYS ANYONE WITH A LITTLE
INTELLIGENCE IS BOUND TO SUCCEED"

anyone with a little intelligence, who follows
this recipe exactly, is sure to have success!"’
She placed the recipe book on the kitchen
table where she could
see it while she
worked . . . “Well,
here goes,” she said.
First she brought
out the bottle of Certo
. then a bowl of
grape juice, which
she had prepared just
as the recipe book
» told her . . .and last,
[ a large saucepan.
Into the saucepan
she carefully meas-
ured exactly 734 cups
of sugar. She added 4
cups of grape juice,
also carefully meas-
ured . . . mixed them
well with a long-

“ADD CERTO AS
SOON AS IT BOILS"

y

handled wooden spoon, and placed the pan on
the stove. Then, taking a final look at the rec-
ipe, and muttering “‘bring to boil over horrest
fire,”” Judy turned the gas up high!

“‘Nothing much to this!”’ thought Judy . . .
stirring the mixture gaily. *“‘Let’s see . . . the
book says to add Certo as soon as it boils . . .
well, it’s beginning to boil!"* She quickly added
¥4 bottle of CERTO, stirring all the while . . .
**Certo, do your stuff . . . Make Judy's jelly jell!"

Then she quickly brought the mixture to a
boil again . . . this time a full, rolling boil that
she couldn’t stir down . . . and boiled it hard
for exactly }4 minute . . . Presro, Judy took it
off the fire and put it on the kitchen table . . .
where she skimmed it in the wink of an eye,
and poured it into the waiting glasses.

“*Well, seeing is believing!’* exclaimed Judy.
*“The recipe said 11
glasses, and by golly
there are 11 glasses . . .
all from 4 cups of juice.
And just imagine, the
whole job finished in
less than 15 minutes
after my juice was
ready!”’

“11 GLASSES FROM ONLY 4 CUPS OF JUICE”

That night at dinner, Judy had her real tri-
umph. She watched Jim gingerly taste the jelly
. .. then beam with delight! ““Who savs Judy
can’t make Jelly?"” he challenged the world!

**Well, " said Judy modestly, **Judy and Cerzo!""

* * *

after her juice

[Oho saqys J

"

Jelly!

Here’s how she made that grape
jelly Jim brags about . . . eleven

glasses in less than 15 minutes

was prepared!

What 45 this wonderful Certo, that makes jelly
and jam making so essy . . . gives so much better
texture and flavor . . . the real flavor of the
fresh fruic itself?

Certo is just natural fruit pectin . . . the jelly-
ing substance in fruit. When you add Certo to
your fruit and sugar mixture, you are just add-
ing asmuch jellving substance as that particular
fruit needs to make it jell. And with Certo, any
fruit (even canned fruit juice) jells perfectly
. .. Jellies made with Certo are firm yet tender,
clear and sparkling . . . Jams are just right.

You can buy Certo at any grocer’s. It is a

product of General Foods. €1935. G. F. Corp

N

4 HEAR LANNY ROSS IN |
& CERTO’S SUNDAY CONCERTS

Don’t miss Lanny Rossin his
new radio show . .. Every
Sunday evening—July 21st
through September 1st.

BC nation-wide hook-up.
Consultlocal paper for time.

89 TESTED RECIPES

Underneath the label on every
Certo bottle is a book of jam and
jellyrecipes.Differentfruitsrequire
different handling. That’s why
Certo gives you separate recipes
for each fruit... 89 in all! Be sure
to follow each recipe exactly.



THE BRIDE WITH THE CAMAY COMPLEXION

HY envy beauty? Why not BE beautiful?
Why wish for a lovely skin? Why not cer
it, and keep it, for yourself?

If your mirror tells you—*“not a good com-
plexion, my dear...not good at all”—then let
Camay show you how to give new freshness
and clarity to a dull, drab skin.

Camay takes away the oily film that holds the
dust-dregs and air-dregs —the film that clouds
your skin. And then Camay goes below this
masking veil of impurities to bring your natural
beauty to light. It gives you the “deep-skin”
cleansing that is the basis of true skin beauty.

Camay’s luxuriant, creamy-white lather that
cleanses so mildly and so gently is the begin-
ning of beauty. Its bubbles are beauty bubbles.
Its skillfully blended, delicate oils make a

lather that soothes and smooths the skin and
is a beauty treatment in itself.

For Camay is a beauty soap. Designed to cre-
ate beauty—to care for it—to gmard it. Its touch
is like a beauty cream. Its soothing softness is
like a beauty lotion. And its exquisite fragrance
is like those expensive perfumes that put the
final, flower-like touch upon your loveliness.

All women want a beautiful skin. All men are
attracted by it, value it, notice it, like it ... And
the way to find it is to begin now—today—to
make the Soap of Beautiful Women your own
year-round formula for loveliness.

Copr. 1986, Procter & Gamble Co.

CAMAY e Foap of Beautificd Wimen



TONY SAID, “1 WANT US TO
KEEP THIS MADNESS THAT'’S
ON THE EARTH TONIGHT. THIS
REVERENCE FOR EACH OTHER"

)MW Ny e

T THE top of sloping green lawns it stood—a house of dignity and
years and quiet charm. A gravel drive went in at one corner of
the grounds, curved past the tall columns and came down to the
street again at the other corner. Box and lilac, azalea and lav-
ender and flowering willow bordered the half-circle driveway;

and ancient elms rose, vivid and dramatized, against the cream brick mellow
walls and the great chimneys.

On this summer morning the air was drenched in a sunlight so gorgeous
and deep that where it touched the trces or the hedge or the eaves of the
house, gold dripped out in little globules and a faint delicate tracing. But
under the hedge it was dark and dreaming and always cool.

Movement and color and a timeless peace were here; and the years were
not stacked heavily upon the walls but laid with a light glancing touch, as
from generations of men who took things easy, finding livihg more pleasure
than not. But there was a strange and slightly comical effect to the house.
When you looked closely you saw it. A crack ran down its forehead between
the eyes, a crack that neither mortar nor paint could quite hide; a perplexed
frown on the face of a house that had always looked in one direction, now
must look in another.

It was nearing noon, and Saturday. Mandy was bawling at the ice man
about the extra twenty-five pounds:

“An’ anybody thet don’t know any better than to leave a cake of ice at
Mister Stuart Progresses’ house that’s got a big white streak in it. .. .”

The house was quict now so that the scratching of a pen in the library
was clearly audible—a nervous pen that ceased with startled abruptness when
the front screen banged, and then resumed its flustered scratching when this
was found to be only a small boy delivering meat market circulars. Deb-
orah, who kept house for her brother, Stuart Progress, was adding the
weekly accounts, doing sums on her fingers, eyes shut, getting deeper and
deeper involved, forcing her mind through the intricate tangle of add and
subtract, pushing her agitated hair out of her eyes, growing more and more
frantic as the hands of the clock moved with stern inevitability to twelve.
Stuart came home at twelve Saturdays. Thinking she heard Stuart’s car. . . .
sure she heard it. . .. then grabbing at the brief reprieve when the car passed.

She couldn’t do figures. There was no use trying.

But Stuart insisted that she learn. ‘“You've got to run a house like a
husiness.”

Always on Saturdays he asked to see her account books.

Upstairs a door flew open and a girl with bright hair came dashing through
the sunny halls, a blue silk robe caught about her and floating out behind, feet
shoved into blue mules, long thin. legs flying. She had a bath towel over one
shoulder and a cake of soap in one hand, and under the tangle of brilliant hair
was a most bewitching and piquant small face only lately come from sleep.

She moved with a supple swiftness, and every inch of her was wide awake
and atune to happiness.

She rattled the knob of the bathroom door. “Hurry. I've got to get my
bath and dress before lunch. T’ll bet you're reading in that tub.”

)/7 lana Pellison



THEY WERE NEW TO LOVE AND LOVE

WAS NEW TO THEM..

.THEIR STORY IS THIS

GLEAMING NOVEL OF ECSTATIC YOUTH

There was a splash, and the thud of something
hitting the floor. “Sacred cow! A fella can’t have
any peace in this world. They ain’t any places left
where women ain’t rattlin’ the door knobs of it and
saying hurry.”

Her retort to this bitterness was an extra vigor-
ous, “Hurry! And don’t you leave any black rim
round that tub for me to scrub off either.”

“Sacred cow!”

Christobel floated back down the hall, the blue
cloud floating behind her. It was simply ridicu-
lous of Uncle Stuart not to have another bathroom
put in, and expecting everybody to be on time all
the time. She finished this thought with light-
hearted honesty. . . . “even when they stay out
most of the night and sleep till twelve.”

In her room she laid out her clothes on the bed,
and mentally went through a little drill of leaping
from garment to garment; and she believed she
was the fastest dresser in this town, picturing such
a contest between all the people she knew and find-
ing it funny.

A green roadster with red wire wheels shot past
and too-re-looed at the house. Chris dashed to the
window, but caught only a glimpse of colorful
commotion in the rumble. Just some of the gang
saying hello, but she did wish they wouldn’t ever-
lastingly screech at the house. It made Stuart wild.

What a day! There were ruffles in the air. And
little trailing veins of silken light threaded down-
ward through the transparent leaves, and the earth
rose and breathed in a soft pagan murmur.
Edges of objects were all outlined in color—blue
and crystalline ard a faint pouring green, and vi-
brant red, and lavender turning to silver. And
some little birds in some branches spoke tranquilly
of all this. Things would happen today!

“Well, what are you waiting for?” Brub shouted
at her to make her jump. ‘“Mooning at the win-
dows. TI've been out a long while.”

“It’s time.” She grabbed her soap.

“Say, listen, Sis.” He was fat and not very tall
for .nearly thirteen. His scrubbed grin and wet
locks shone above an old bathrobe of toweling that
had once been a color, and in the pocket of which
he thought he was hiding a book. When he wanted
your attention he frowned and made a little square
two-fingered gesture. “I got out, didn’t I? Well,
now, say. . ..”

“Always some low bribing.”

“Aw—ryou get him to let me go out to the lake
with Floyd this afternoon, see, and I won’t spill
about you being in that runkus at the Golden Glow
Night Club.”

“What runkus?”

He saw it was a wrong lead, but he said stoutly,
“Don’t I know about that bunch that got stood up
out there the other night? Now you tell him how
safe it is on Floyd’s boat and—"

“I won’t. Fight your own battles, mister. I've
got wars of my own.” But seeing how sunk he
was, she added, “It wouldn’t do the slightest good,
Brubby, once he’s made up his mind. You know
how he feels since that boy wasdrowned. Anditisn’t
only Uncle Stuart—all the parents have clamped
down. Half that suicide fleet’s been hauled in.
Get your swimming honors, and then stick him.”

He looked after the flying mules with respect.
Very cute of Chris. She had a straight way of
thinking for a girl. As a last resort he could, of
course, do just that; but the important thing was

how to get out to the lake this afternoon and help
Floyd with the boat, as he’d promised he would.

He strolled across the hall to his room wonder-
ing what Uncle Stuart would do if he just walked
out, regardless. Have I got the nerve? He stood
before his mirror and puffed out his chest and
flexed his right arm and felt that he had the nerve.
He faced his Uncle Stuart—and felt that he didn’t
have it. . . .

Christobel hurried. Under the shower and out;
a quick rub, a leap back to her room, into a couple
of gauzy garments, a crisp frock over her head, a
dash of powder, a comb run through her burnished
hair, and there she was, leaving all the other
citizens struggling in a tangle of stockings.

From below a voice spoke. ‘“Is anyone using
this ceiling fan?”

Stuart Progress had come home.

HE light switches had a loud indignant click

when Stuart snapped them off. If he foundan un-
necessary light burning or a fan going, he stood
with his finger poised and spoke of it, wishing
everyone to know that he was having to turn off
lights.

Deborah’s murmured exclamation started in the
back of the hall and went hurrying along to the
front of the hall. Stuart's voice went on:

“Nothing is ever done right in this house. I
found the new swirling lawn sprinkler left practi-
cally on the front sidewalk for anybody to pick
up—been there all night. Tt wouldn’t be any
trouble to tell Adam to put these things back in
the garage.” It was a voice accustomed to giving
commands, and the tone indicated there were no
answers. Even when he asked questions there were
no answers. “I do think you might manage a little
better. Deborah.™

“I do try, Stuart.”

How loyal were voices, thought Chris. These
four little gentle words pictured Deborah—always
flustered, always at fault, knowing beforehand that
she was going to be; her thoughts continually di-
vided—thrown ahead into the moment that was
coming and that was going to be wrong, and trying
to pick up the broken pieces of the present dis-
tracted situation. . . . riding the wash of these two
storms. Yet sorry to displease so fine a man as
Stuart, wishing she could remember better.

“That’s what discourages me,” said Stuart sadly.
“I've heard it so many times, and these things
continue.”

When he spoke to Deborah like that, Chris want-
ed more than anything in the world to give Stuart
a push in the face, see him sit down hard. Then
she could go and help him to his feet and brush
him off and love him.

The truth of it was she had always worshiped
Stuart. He was a grand-looking person, and she
was proud that he was important and spoken of as
the town’s leading citizen. When she was a child
there had been two Uncle Stuarts, and the other
one was just like this one, but he smiled at her
and told her tales and he often told timid little
Deborah what a splendid housekeeper she was. He
was the one Chris went to with a mashed finger,
walking right into his study; or if she wanted a
quarter, or something explained. And he answered
her in warm, amusing, friendly sentences that twin-
kled brownly at the edges, instead of didactic
statements with a point.

LUCAS DE WEESE
FOUR-FLUSHER, GAMBLER . . .
OBJECT OF STUART'S SCORN
AND DEBBY'S TENDER PITY

DEBORAH DE WEESE
...ALWAYS TERRIFIED OF

STUART’S COLD CONDEMNATION
...TIMID, WITLESS, HAUNTED

She had kept this Stuart for a long while. Even
now the old childish game persisted; even now he
sometimes looked like a shining god to her. Yet
just as she got him shoved up almost into the
throne of greatness, he tripped on a little wrinkle
in a little rug and fell flat on his face. No doubt
this was due to her estimates, which really had no
system. Stuart would say, but they were very
cheerful estimates. and they were hers. They al-
ways gave a sinner another chance.

EBORAH was a little autumn leaf blown before
the gusts of Stuart's displeasure. denied even
the protection of gravity. *I'd like to tell Stuart
what a so-and-so I think he is . . . always bawling
Debby.” But if vou took a thing up with Stuart
he blamed Debby for tkat. “You've never tried
to help me control the children, or teach them
manners.”

Chris thought, “If we were a regular family we
could come right out and say things and have
perfectly grand fights and clear the air and then all
kiss and make up.”

But they were an odd household. Six years ago
Debby, who had made an unfortunate marriage,



BEWITCHING...PIQUANT. TAC-
ITLY ADORED BY STUART,

BRUB PROGRESS

SOON TO BE THIRTEEN...

CHRISTOBEL PROGRESS

IN REBELLION AGAINST HIM

SUFFERED BY CHRIS, A
SOLEMN CHARGE TO STUART

LOVELY, VITAL,

LINDA PROGRESS

STUART PROGRESS

WHO WIELDED HIS FORTUNE
AS A SWORD...WHO NEVER
FORGAVE AND NEVER FORGOT

WARM.

THE TRUSTED GUARDIAN
OF DALE'S DARK SECRET

DALE PROGRESS
TO STUART, A BAFFLING
RIDDLE. TO EVERYONE
ELSE, A BELOVED FRIEND

had come home from that marriage to keep house
for Stuart and the two orphaned children of their
dead brother John. And though Stuart gladly
gave Debby a home, he had never forgiven the ig-
nominious fact that. against his wishes, she had
cloped with Lucas DeWeese, when she might have
married a man like Ben Walton. Every time Stuart
looked at her he thought of this; when he spoke to
her it was in his voice, as if by constant reiteration
he could alter the past.

It had been a sad error of judgment on Debby’s
part, but then it looked as if everyone married
somebody funny.

“But not me,” said Christobel. And her heart
gave a wild sweet hop. “And the more Uncle
Stuart says he is, the more I say he’s not!”

ATURDAY afternoon. The whole world keyed to

a holiday. Picnic crowds. groups of shouting boys,
cars with brilliant bathing suits streaming from
door handles; voices and shouts and sirens; all
worked into a gorgeous material of running color
and changing design and intricate webbing.

“But if you'd just do it the way I've shown you,
Deborah. . . .”

fLLUSTRATETD BY

It was about the account books. Holiday or no
holiday, these were gone over. And they were
wrong again. Deborah hadn’t expected they would
be right, but she had come upon a happy system
of balancing them, so that the totals totaled up;
and since she simply couldn’t do it the other way
.. .. and what she wanted was to get past the
dread Saturday afternoon sessions. . . . But Stu-
art had caught on at a glance and had been upset.

With quite unbelievable patience he had kept her
at it while he looked on. But if arithmetic was
difticult in secret, it was impossible under the
searchlight of Stuart’s cold condemning gaze. She
could scarcely hold the pencil. And it was such a
simple thing. She knew exactly how Stuart felt
about her stupidity, but her wits scattered and she
could not think. Sometimes after these account
book arguments she had quite a violent attack of
acute indigestion, which Stuart could not sympa-
thize with since evidently she had eaten the wrong
things again.

There was bright movement in the air, and Chris
came down the stairs. She passed through a shaft
of sunlight that fell from a tall window on the
landing, and it set fire to the lights in her hair and

JOHN FALTER

upon her face, and kindled among the flounces of
the green organdie dress and the transparent green
straw of her hat.

HE said, “It goes on this column, darling,’

tucking Deborah under her wing, for though
Deborah was twenty-nine and Chris eighteen, Deb-
orah was the younger of the two.

“Oh, of course. I can't imagine why I . ...
Deborah never quite finished sentences, leaving
little tail ends of them strewn untidily about
through the rooms as she passed. “I knew it ought
to go there . ... last week I hadit....but....”

“Throw the old book away. School is out.”
Chris heaved it in a corner.

“She could do it if she’d put her mind on it,”
said Stuart stubbornly. He was the epitome of
efficiency; he saw Deborah as the most spineless.
unreliable person on earth. She couldn’t remember
the slightest thing.

Chris wanted to tell him that you couldn’t make
a timid little shadow with startled faun eyes into
an adding machine. She said it another way.
“Oh, I don’t know. Do you suppose you could
learn to tat, Stuart?> Some day [Turn to page 34]
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GREAT many people in Hilltown rise
in the morning by the sound of the
mill whistlee. But I have an old
neighbor who lives up the hollow be-
/ hind me, to whom the mill whistle
means nothing. She rises at four-thirty, every
morning all summer, and at a quarter to five in
the winter, without fail. If anyone is ill or if we
are going on a trip (the only occasions when the
people of my household are stirring at such an
hour) her light can be seen in her window, or her
figure in the garden. I protested to her once
about such early rising when she had only herself
and her husband to look after, and she said,
“Land, child, you can’t expect me to change my
habits at my age.” She is eighty-six years old and
quite deaf. Her husband., Luther Ashe, sold his
farm during the war and they bought the little
place back of us, and put the money left over into
Liberty Bonds. They have an income of about six
hundred dollars a year on which they live in the
greatest comfort. The old lady likes living in town.
She says it is sociable, now that she and Luther
don’t work so hard. Sometimes she comes to see
me. Talking to her is a strenuous business, but she
loves to visit. And she’s the only person in town
for whom I'll lay aside my work.
She came up the other morning and into the
kitchen, where Mary Ellen was washing the dishes.

“l CANNOT DO THAT. i

I heard her ask, “Is she home?” JMary Ellen
shouted that I was. Then she thrust her snowy
head in at my door. .

“Writing your stories this morning?™ she asked.
“My, it does seem funny to see a woman doing a
thing like that in the middle of the morning. I've
red up my house and baked a pie already.”

I laughed and got up from my typewriter and
took her into the living room, where we sat down
by the fire. She cupped one hand behind her car and
looked at me expectantly.

I shouted, “How are you getting along, Mrs.
Ashe?”

“I'm fine,” she said with satisfaction. “I'm just
fine. I was telling Luther yesterday there’s not a
thing wrong with me except I'm decf. I don't
have an ache or a pain. The doctor told my grand-
son. Beeb, that I've got high blood pressure and
ought to be more quiet-like, but shoot, I tigure I'm
bound to have high blood pressure at my age and
I don’t aim to be quiet any more than I c'n help.
I'd die twice as quick if I didn't get out every day.
I told Beeb, ‘Nature wants me to have high blood
pressure. I need it, at my age!" "

I could well believe that she wouldn't live long
if her activity was restrained.

“What was you writing about?" she asked.

I was astonished to find I had forgotten. so I said
it didn’t amount to much.

HAVE NOTHING TO

AM NOT AWARE OF ANY SIN”

REPENT. |

*0Of course not, not like putting up preserves, or
bathing a baby,” she agreed amiably and then, afraid
that she might have hurt my feelings, she added,
“But it's kind of pretty for a woman to do some-
thing like that. And they say you get paid for it.”
(Anoutrage, obviously. But I have no quarrel with
Mrs. Ashe because she reads my stories dutifully
when they are published.)

“Luther.” she told me" now, “had a cousin that
painted chiny when we were all young. She was a
great artist. She made the prettiest teacups and
salad plates I ever saw. And she sold her chiny,
too. She made enough to pay her hired girl. Of
course. you could get a good hired girl that would
milk the cow, and chop kindling, too, for a dollar
and a quarter a week. But, on the other hand. a
dollar was kind of hard to come by. I can see
Maizie yet. She married John Krespy that after-
ward owned the bank at Sugar Creck. and he was
daft about her. She was a mighty pretty woman.
and she was a rare one. I used to run into her house
to borry, now and then, and there she'd be in the
middle of the morning painting pictures.”

HE evidently expected me to be astonished at

such performance, and I said I guessed that was
a little unusual in those days.

“It was,”" she assured me. ‘“Nobody had hired
girls except those that wasn’t well or had their



But I never could figger Maizie

babies awful fast.
out. Because they needed so many things, and if
she had stuck to her chiny-painting, she could have
bought herself lace curtains and a new range and
a parlor carpet. But she’'d just paint enough dishes
to get the money for her girl, and then she’'d paint

pictures. Her pictures gave her a lot of trouble.
She never seemed to feel satisfied with them and
I used to wonder why she bothered. I've got two
of her pictures and my grandchildren are all just
crazy about them.

“I've got some cups she made for me, too. I've
had them sixty years. You come over some day
and I'll give you a cup of tea in one of them.
Luther had her paint them for me for a Christmas
present one year. I said if I could just have six of
Maizie’s teacups I'd be satisfied, so Luther got
them for me. Each one is different. Yet they be-
long in a set. Spring flowers, she called them. She
used to put on her husband’s four-buckle ga-
loshes, and go out into the woods in the spring,
and get the wild flowers. One of my cups has two
hepaticas on it that look as though they'd just
stuck their noses out of the moss, all wet and new,
clear to this day. And one has violets, and there’s
a May apple on another. She used to take lots of
pains and she’d make your dishes different from
anybody’s. Wasn’t nothing too much bother for her,
if it was something she was painting.”

I felt a queer pang of
sympathy for this long-
ago artist who found
nothing too much trouble
if it were connected with
her work.

“What happened to
her?” I asked. Mrs. Ashe
shook her head sorrow-
fully.

“T'll tell you all about
it some day,” she said.
“You might make a story
about her. TI've always
been sorry I didn’t get
the plates to go with my
teacups. Luther was go-
ing to get them for me,
but the next Christmas
he was too hard up, and
then the next year she’d
quit painting, and
wouldn’t touch a brush.
Tkind of begged her, once,
just to do my p]ates 1
said I'd tell people she'd
done ’em before she had
her trouble, but she
flamed out at me in a way
I didn’t like a bit, so I
never named it to her
again. But I knew she loved me so I didn’t holdit.”

M:s. Ashe rose to go.

“I'm piecing a quilt for Beeb’s wife,” she told
me. “She is going to have a baby, you know, and
I'm making a crib quilt. The blocks is real tiny.
You come over, and I'll show it to you. And I'll
show you Maizie’s pictures and the cups. I've not
got a thing I'm prouder of than those cups, yet when
she did them we all pretended she had given them
to me for a present. Her husband was awful
ashamed of her taking money for her painting.
Luther says that’s one reason he got to be a rich
man—so’s Maizie could give her work away. That
is, it’s one reason he got started. Because after
they had all the money they could spend, she never
cared about her work.”

She left. in her usual manner, precipitously, and
I returned to my work. But my mind was all taken
up with the girl of long ago whose husband had
been ashamed of her taking money. I felt some-
thing deep in my heart, some debt that I owed to
Maizie.

T WAS only a day or two later that I went up

to Mrs. Ashe’s house in the late afternoon for the
promised cup of tea. Sunset glory filled the world.
Up the hollow behind the little house, the sky was
heliotrope above the dun-colored hills. The black-
berry canes in Mrs. Ashe’s garden were already

BY MARGARET WEYMOUTH JACKSON
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purple. Soon the spring flowers would bhe in the
woods and we'd all go, my husband and the chil-
dren and myself, hunting hepaticas. I had stout
walking shoes of my own for such an excursion and
wouldn’t need my man’s four-buckle galoshes.

Mrs. Ashe’s house is beautiful with cleanliness.
That is its only beauty, but it is enough. The house
suits her and Luther. He was reading the county
paper with two pairs of glasses on his nose. He
looked up and nodded at me. He is nearly ninety.
and very frail. He never tries to talk to a woman.
He thinks they are all as deaf as his wife. Mrs.
Ashe was, she said, “rezl pleased” to see me, and
she went into the kitchen and put the kettle on.
She showed me the quilt she was making for
Beeb's expected child. The pieces were not more
than an inch square, and Mrs. Ashe was putting
into the task a wealth of love. When we had ad-
mired the quilt, she took me into the parlor.

AIZIE'S pictures were different from other peo-

ples.” Mrs. Ashe said. *‘See, this one—that's
the way artists used to paint when I was young.”
She showed me a horror of green mountain and
static waterfall with outlandish trees. I have seen
such pictures about the county before in old
houses. Then she turned me about. and there, fac-
ing the light, was as pretty a water color as I'd
ever seen. It was in an old gilt frame with a gilt
mat, and it represented a group of children. play-
ing in a sand box. The short bright pinafores, the
spots of color that were sunbonnets or tousled
heads. the pails in the sand, and the green grass
beyond, with a hint of flowering trees—it was a
miniature of childhood, a suspended e\(qulsne mo-
ment. I drew my breath quickly.

“Oh, I'd love to have that” I said. “It is
beautiful.”
“I've promised it to Beeb.” she said. “When I

die, he gets it, and my granddaughter Ruth that
works in New Xork she gets the other one. Thls
is a picture of Maizie's little boy.”

The light was not quite so good on the other
wall, but I could see the delicate features of the
child. the round in-
nocent brow which
dominated the
painting with its
purity, the limpid
brown eyes, and
the crown of corn-
colored curls.

“He looked like
her,” Mrs. Ashe
told me, and if he
did she must have
been very beauti-
ful indeed. I said
as much, and Mrs.
[Turn to page 25]
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IN THAT STRANGE SILENCE MIKE
LOOKED FROM HIS GOD TO HIS
GODDESS. “I'VE DONE MY PART.”
AYAWN. “WHEN'S HE GOING HO ME?"

OW—" Barby questioned Officer Mike
seriously—“would you like to be a real-
ly big-time dog?” There were lights
compounded of one part rapture and
nine parts anticipation back of the seri-

ousness in Barby’s blue eyes and Mike jumped, he
capered, he rolled over on his back and let his
small tongue loll out in hair-trigger response to this
favorite mood. “How would you like to go walk-
ing on Park of all avenues? How would you like
a platinum collar, say, studded with emeralds, with
rubies, with the Kohinoor rock itself set up in it,
mayhap?” She roughed him.

“All right with me,” Officer Mike signaled fran-
tically. “Anything you say.” On a May day like
this, he reported in a gusty succession of barks,
he could take the wealth of the Incas in his stride.

“Wait a minute, you two. Wait a minute.” Long
Jack Tenny’s tousled head appeared from behind
six layers of sports prints. “This isn't Park Ave-
nue stuff, my dear Barbara. There’s no platinum
indicated. Do you mind keeping your little heels
in mother earth for just a while yet?”

“My little run-down and rebuilt and patched
and remodeled heels.” Barby swooped upon him
and went down in a crash of newspaper. She strug-
gled around crushed sheets and succeeded in im-
planting a kiss just below long Jack’s ear and just
above the head of a paper golf pro. “Don’t you
know figures of speech when you meet up with
them, darling? And you a publicity man? The
Kohinoor diamond at the present moment to me
means just three new pairs of shoes. Look at
them—" She stretched out slender silken legs and

ILLUSTRATED BY MORGAN DENNIS

stared ruefully down. “They're the original buck-
les,” she claimed proudly. “Otherwise there’s not
a stitch or a sliver of the original boot left. And
oh, look at that—" She hitched and squirmed a
little so that the skirt of her faded print silk was
edged down to cover a telltale mended run. “It’s
so thoughtful of them when they start at the top,”
she opined. “When they start at the bottom you
can’t do a thing. You will admit, Mr. Tenny, that
the wife of the new publicity director of Wayco,
Inc., will be able to have a new slipper or two.
Snakeskins,” she breathed ecstatically.

“Sweet,” Jack breathed for no reason, and no
other word was spoken for some moments.

They seemed to be having quite a lot of fun
with that paper, Officer Mike decided. He’d been
out of this long enough. He leaped and the crackling



of paper, the flaying of arms and legs and paws be-
came more furious. It all ended with Barby on the
floor, with Jack halfway there, with torn papers scat-
tered far and wide and Officer Mike in frenzied com-
bat with a couple of paper tennis champions.

“Rouff—" Mike subsided, panting, and watched
them. It was good to see a little of this sort of rough-
house around here again. Things had been altogether
too quiet for quite a while now. He didn’t know what the
hilarity of the past week was all about, but in his
opinion it was all to the good.

They got rather more seriously to their feet, his
lanky god and his trim goddess. “We haven’t got it
yet,” they said solemnly and in unison. The fingers
of Barby’s right and left hands crossed slowly and
Jack’s followed suit. “Cross your paws, Officer,”
Barby bade him. “There, that’s right. Hold it.”

Mike scrambled into position. He dropped his head
on his crossed paws and closed his eyes. When he
opened one eye, looking for applause, he found them
staring at him, still caught in that queer solemnity.

“Bless his heart,” Barby said. “You’d think he
knew. Get him a biscuit, Jack.”

“T'll get him two biscuits.” Jack strode kitchenward.

“Besides,” Barby said at bedtime, “you practically
have it, Jack. Three lunches in two weeks. He must
like you.”

“Now, wait—"" Jack struggled with his tie. “That
bird doesn’t like anybody. He’s just looking over the
field. It’s a big job and he’s looking for the right
man—"

“Which is you,” Barby put in between strokes of
the hairbrush.

“Candidly, I think so myself. I think I could han-
dle it. T've got Royce Stickney pulling for me, too.”
Jack gazed into the mirror. He tried conscientiously
to look skeptical and dubious and anxious and, failing
in all those things, he grinned. “Oh, boy,” he breathed,
“what a leg up. I thought it was never coming. I
thought I was going to be one of the mice in the game
for keeps. Especially these last few—"

“Yes,” Barby agreed seriously, ‘“these last few
years. It was fun in a way, though. Worse for you
than for me.”

HEY were speaking of the lean years. How many of

them now? They’d almost lost count. Years of go-
ing down and down and reaching an all-time low and
staying there.

“Well, we held on to the house,” Jack remembered.

“We kept the car on its feet—I mean wheels.”

“We stayed well, too.”

A sort of solemnity was upon them, reviewing the
somewhat meager blessings of the barren years. There

was a post-mortem quality about it and they had to
try to keep from grinning. It was as though Mr. Dar-
rell R. Thompson had already said his abracadabra
and Jack was sitting on top of the world in the posi-
tion of nation-wide publicity man for Wayco, Inc.

“Now, look here—"" Jack caught them both up su-
perstitiously—“we mustn’t count on it.”

“Of course not,” Barby said dutifully.

“We just won’t think about it.”

“As though we could think of anything else.” Barby
giggled into her pillow. ‘“Snakeskins,” she murmured
sleepily. “Suedes. Patent leather operas. White pig-
skins with ties.”

“The big thing will be the dinner Thursday night.”
Jack was up on one elbow. “Stickney told me to in-
vite him out. He's a queer duck, Thompson. Seems he
likes to have a look at the prospect’s home life. Sort
of a crusty old bachelor. Habitat Long Island.”

“Leave him to me.” Barby yawned luxuriously. “T’ll
put my best foot forward, scuffed though it may be.”

E MUSTN'T count on it,” Barby kept warning

herself carefully all through the week. “We just
won't think about it, will we, Mike? But how would
you like to have—oh, dear—"

Mike yipped vociferously, but Barby had gone into
a sort of trance, eyes shining. It wasn’t silly little
luxuries she was thinking of—it was life on the old
terms again. A little of that comfortable margin which
meant taking up Jack’s lapsed insurance, and buying a
bond or two from time to time. It meant, most of all,
relief from two terrible fears, the one that Jack’s di-
minished income would be cut entirely away, the other
that the little house would spread its wings and take
off from them forever. “It isn’t only shoes, and a
new evening dress, and theater tickets once in a
while,” she mused honestly. “It goes deeper than that.
It means Jack’s head up in the air and his shoulders
back and—and all sorts of things.” She bit the end
of her pencil dreamily and looked down at the scat-
tered scraps of paper which held tentative menus for
the Darrell R. Thompson dinner.

“I think a rather simple meal is best, don’t you,
Officer?” she pondered.

“I go for the simple things myself.” Officer Mike’s
eyes were serious, gazing up at her.

“A crusty old bachelor—h’m. What do crusty old
bachelors like? You'’re a bachelor, Mike, my hearty.
Why don’t you help me out? Crown roast of lamb.
How’s that?”

“Perfect, perfect,” Mike's animated tail signaled.
“Such nice crunchy bones.”

“And would you have Tillie in and stick a cap and
apron on her, or just not try to put on dog?”
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ALL THE TIME

THE TENNYS WERE DOG FANCIERS,
BUT THEY FANCIED ONLY ONE DOG.
WHICH DECIDED PREFERENCE, YOU
MIGHT SAY, DECIDED THEIR FUTURE

BY BROOKE HANLON

Dog? Mike was on his feet. He scampered. He
sniffed.

“Come back here, nitwit,” Barby said severely. “I
need your moral support.” She scribbled furiously.
“There, it’s all set.” She brushed back her unruly
short curls and sighed. “I won’t change it again. Not
an iota. And Tl dispense with Tillie. What Mr.
Thompson will see will be the sweet and docile—
more or less—little homebody, working with her own
tender—more or less—little hands in the kitchen.
He’ll be touched—or will he? Anyway Tillie costs
two dollars.”

She shined the little house from stem to stern Wed-
nesday and sat conscientiously for two hours with
almond cream on her hands. “No, it’s not to be
licked off.” She had to hold her hands aloft at times
when Mike’s exuberance got the better of him. “It’s
important.”

Why all this passivity? Mike seemed to want to
know. Let’s stir around like we did this morning. Let’s
get that electric floor monster out again. Bet I can
growl him down this time! Mike’s tongue was out
and he seemed to have absorbed some of the expect-
ancy that hung over the little house.

“You're not to shed a hair,” Barby warned him.
“Not a single hair. There’s nothing people dislike
more than other people’s dog’s hairs, if you know
what I mean. Oh, dear, if I could just afford a mani-
cure. But no, I can’t. We—we haven’t got it yet.”
She picked Officer Mike up. forgetting the almond
cream, and held him tight. “Oh, don’t,” she breathed
to someone somewhere, “let anything go wrong. It
means so much to Jack. He’s worked so hard, and for
less and less all the time. It’s getting him down. We
don’t care about ourselves, do we, Mike?”

HOULDN'T have told Barby about it,” Jack was

worrying to himself at that moment, speeding out

to them on the five forty-six. “It doesn’t matter about
me, but if anything slips up now— Barby—"

“There’s no sense in getting ourselves into a stew,”
he proclaimed at nine-thirty that evening. He hadn’t
spent ten minutes in his chair since dinner, but had
paced from one room to another.

“Of course not. We'll just take it in our stride.”
Barby had manicure things out. “We'll pretend this is
just like any other evening.”

She’d had to remove the pink glaze from one index
finger three times, however, and was it possible her
hands were shaking a little? Well, if it had been just
an ordinary job, she excused herself, just one step up,
it wouldn’t have got her so dithery. This thing, viewed
in the light of the past few years, practically stag-
gered the imagination, [Turn to page 87)
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BY DALE

EUNSON

ILLUSTRATED BY PRUETT CARTER

HE Hotel Breckinridge (made

of red brick, red plush and

horsehair, as an early twentieth

century wag remarked) had been

the most prominent rendezvous
of New York's original Four Hundred.
One of the first hotels to lure the beau
monde before the envious gaze of the
merely moneyed, it played its subtle
part in the breaking down of social walls,
then pulled its slightly tattered, alto-
gether respectable cloak about itself and
settled into comfortable obscurity. It is
remembered only by those few old-timers
for whom its ballroom, to this day
decorated with tarnished gold and silver
cupids, still echoes with Strauss waltzes.

A stranger venturing through its por-
tals today might justifiably mistake it
for an Old Folks’ Home, except that the
elderly men and women who now live
there are usually bedecked in a manner
which betrays wealth and a disregard
for fashion which no inmate of a state
institution would dare. Itsfrayedelegance,
in contrast with the harsh and forbid-
ding sweeps of chromium, malachite and
bakelite in most modern hostelries, is its
greatest asset, its direct lighting a source
of satisfaction for those who, like Mrs.
Cora Meredith, still prefer to know
where light originates. Mrs. Meredith
did not see any too well and when she
read she liked to have the light on the
page and not on the ceiling or behind a
fish bowl.

Mrs. Meredith liked the Breckinridge.
She wished that Mr. Murray, the desk
clerk, was not quite so ancient. and she
wished on these cold winter nights that
the doorman could be retired on a pen-
sion. Barney must have been at least
seventy-five years old, an age which Mrs.
Meredith from the haven of her sixty-
eight called “venerable.” He had as-
sisted the great ladies of the nineties
from their carriages, and would tell any-
one who stopped to pass the time of day
how a certain Mrs. F. had preferred to
take his arm from the carriage to the
door, rather than that of her Inverness-
cloaked escort.

There were a number of things about
the Breckinridge which Mrs. Meredith
didn’t like—the water in the tub, for
instance, was apt to run rusty when first
turned on, and the telephone operator,
Miss Foster, a lady of Mrs. Meredith’s
own years, was prone to fall asleep over
her switchboard, a mechanism which she
had never quite understood or mastered.

But these were trifling items. It was
homy, and to Mrs. Meredith, whose
home had recently been broken up when
Todd, her son, had married and gone to
live in Los Angeles, that was enough.
After all, she didn’t need to use the
first water that ran from the tap, and
she seldom used the telephone. Her
rooms, which overlooked a quiet side
street instead of the confusion of Fifth

Avenue, were large and drafty, like those
in the old town house on Gramercy
Square, and she could wear a shawl
without feeling uncomfortably warm in
the winter.

Mrs. Meredith had lived at the Breck-
inridge for five months and had never
made a complaint. There were countless
other places in New York where she
might get better service, but she knew
she would never feel at home in them,
and, after all, she was the one to be
pleased. It was her money which paid
her keep and she would not have Todd
ordering her around. He had asked her
to come to California to live with him
and Sally, and when she would not he
had suggested several fashionable hotels.
But after looking over all the hotels for
herself, Mrs. Meredith had chosen the
Breckinridge and she had not regretted it.

It was ten o’clock and Mrs. Meredith
had just finished her weekly letter to
Todd. She could ring for the boy to
come and mail it for her, but she hated
to disturb him—his rheumatism had
been nagging him on cold days for the
last few years. No, she might just as
well mail the letter herself and see that
it was mailed; besides, she needed to
move around a bit before she went to
bed or else she wouldn't sleep.

Her room was on the second floor but
Mrs. Meredith had only once, four
months ago, walked down the grand
staircase to the main lobby. She rang
for the elevator, waited for at least a
minute and then rang again. Willie some-
times dozed over his evening paper and
had to be prodded. When after another
minute there was no movement below,
she walked with some slight annoyance
to the staircase. It looked even longer
and steeper than she remembered. but,
after taking a deep breath. she grasped
the rail and commenced the descent.

HE had reached the first landing and

was silently congratulating herself
that so far her legs had not buckled un-
der her, when a man’s voice came from
the shadows beside her:

“Where d’ya think you’re goin’, Gra-
maw?”’

Mrs. Meredith had never been a
grandmother, but she hoped that she
soon would be. After all, it was nice to
think of your line being carried on.
especially when such excellent stock as
the Meredith-Stilson blood lines were
represented in it—Mrs. Meredith had
been Cora Stilson back in the nineties,
and had been painted by Sargent. She
often thought it would be very pleasant
to have that painting hanging in a grand-
child’s home and have him point it out
to his friends, explaining, ““That was my
grandmother. Wasn’t she lovely?”

She stopped precipitately now and,
adjusting her bifocals, turned to peer
into the shadows. At first she could
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“GAY NINETIES BELLE CAUGHT IN CRIME
DRAGNET,” THE TABLOIDS SCREAMED. MRS.
MEREDITH SMILED—AND JAKE WINKED

make out nothing, then she saw a man
standing there, a short stocky person
wearing a dark overcoat, its collar
turned up about his face, and a snap
brim hat pulled low over his eyes. She
could not imagine what interest this
stranger might have in her, but Mrs.
Meredith made a point of being polite
to strangers, so she took a step toward
him and extended the letter.

“I was just walking downstairs,” she
said, “to mail this letter to my son,
Todd. He’s married and lives out in
Los Angeles, California. He's an optom-
etrist—you know—an eye specialist.
He’s just been—"

She was going to tell this man how
Todd had only recently been married
and gone there to live, but he inter-
rupted her:

“Never mind about what he is. Here,
give me the letter—TI'll mail it for you.
And you get back up to your room and
not a peep out of you, see! This joint’s
bein’ stuck up.”

Mrs. Meredith knew what that meant,
but she abhorred the use of such terms.
She didn’t know what was going to hap-
pen to the King’s English in a few
years if the young people persisted in
talking so—well, so vulgarly.

“Young man, now sec here. It’s very
nice of you to offer to mail my letter,
and perhaps you don't realize you'’re
making a grave mistake in using such—"

“Scram,” he said, and advanced to-
ward her.

T WAS only then that Mrs. Meredith

realized what was happening to her,
what was happening to the hotel. She
glanced out over the lobby. There in a
line against the wall, their hands over
their heads, stood Barney, the door-
man, Miss Foster, the telephone opera-
tor, Mr. Murray, the desk clerk. Willie,
the colored man who ran the elevator,
and Terrence, the bell boy. Before them
stood a tall, thin man, holding some-
thing that looked very much like a re-
volver in his hand.

It was a revolver. Behind the desk
she could see a third stranger going
through the safe.

Mrs. Meredith’s heart was suddenly
pounding in her ears. ‘“You mean you're
robbing this hotel?” she gasped.

“Sure,” he said. “But you won’t get
hurt if you beat it back to your room.
Get goin’ now.”

Mrs. Meredith involuntarily thrust
the letter in his hand and got going.
She hadn’t climbed stairs so fast in
twenty-five years. She scuttled along the
hall, let herself stealthily into her apart-
ment, locked the door behind her, and
sat down heavily in the nearest chair.
Then she got up quickly and hurried in-
to the bedroom. She pulled open the top
drawer of the bureau to make sure that
her rings were safe. They were. She

snatched them out and looked frantical-
ly about the room for a place to put
them, and then thought of the kitchen-
ette. No one would think of looking for
them in the little refrigerator where she
kept her fruit, so she stuffed them into
the meat of a half-eaten banana. Then,
with a look of satisfaction on her face.
she returned to the living room

UT surely there must be something

she could do. Why, the robbers, the—
the gangsters, were right downstairs this
minute, and here she was wasting time
when she might be doing something to
help catch them. She opened the door
onto her balcony, but it was snowing
and the street was deserted below. Far
to the left on the Avenue a few taxis
rolled by, but she knew she could not
scream loudly enough to attract atten-
tion. Besides, she was always hearing
screams from neighboring buildings, and
nobody ever seemed to pay the slightest
attention to them.

But there was the telephone. Of
course, why hadn’t she thought of that!
She lifted the receiver and listened, then
jigeled the hook, but there was no an-
swer. And then she remembered that she
had seen Miss Foster standing with her
hands extended over her head, and Mrs.
Meredith dropped the receiver.

She was a prisoner in her own apart-
ment, and there wasn’t a thing she could
do about it. She could scream the house
down, nobody would hear her—the walls
had been built in the days before space
was at such a premium—and besides,
that old dodderer, Clayton Bemis, who
had the apartment next door, would
probably faint on her hands if he dis-
covered what was happening.

So she sat there, and the longer she
sat the easier she felt. That man had
said she would come to no harm, and
she believed him. At least, she wanted
to believe him. )

Mrs. Meredith sat up very straight.
It came over her suddenly that she was
living, that she was in the center of
things, for the first time in many years.
She was important enough to be or-
dered upstairs. Could it have been be-
cause those men were afraid of her?
She was important enough, too, for that
man in the midst of his villainy to of-
fer to mail her letter. He couldn’t be
all bad or he wouldn’t have done that.
He must have realized she was some-
body. That was it. He didn’t want her
to go downstairs because he was afraid
she would be able to identify his gang,
and yet he didn’t want to hurt her.

The taut muscles of Mrs. Meredith’s
face slowly relaxed in a smile. She was
still smiling when the buzzer rang and
she opened the door for Terrence, the
bell boy, who commented upon that
fact later when the sergeant of police ar-
rived to investigate. [Turn to page 51]
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THE MOVIE GUIDE

A check list of the worth-while pic-
tures of the month, with a supplemen-
tary selection of the best productions
scheduled for second-run and neigh-
borhood theaters. Those pictures
marked with an asterisk are, in the
judgment of the editors, unsuitable
for small children because of mature
themes, scenes of violence or horror.

CHINA SEAS

DIAMOND

SHE

TOP HAT

A blustering romantic melodrama of
war-torn China, with Jean Harlow,
Clark Gable and Robert Benchley,
the erstwhile critic, in a notable
characterization of a dipsomaniac.

JIM

A broad, almost slapstick re-cre-
ation of the life and times of James
Buchanan Brady, with Edward
Arnold in the title réle, and Jean
Arthur and Binnie Barnes as the
two ladies who brightened his life.

A spectacle made from Rider Hag-
gard’s fantasy of an immortal god:
dess, with Helen Gahagan ably
playing the part of the ancient lady,
and Randolph Scott, the boy she
almost takes out of the world.

Another one of those light musical
comedies with elaborate girl and
song routines, but with Fred Astaire,
the screen’s new idol, again turning
ballroom dancing into higher art.

Neighborhood Notes:

ACCENT ON YOUTH

A faithful adaptation of last sea-
son’s successful play in which Sylvia
Sidney is the youngster who has her
troubles falling in love with a not-
too-older man, Herbert Marshall.

LOVE ME FOREVER

A routine back-stage success story,
distinguished by Grace Moore’s so-
prano voice and Leo Carillo’s acting.

Also recommended: Oil For the
Lamps of China, The Informer,
Escape Me Never, Public Hero,*
No More Ladies, Alibi [ke, and
Who Killed Cock Robin.
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“MOVIES

By Pare Lorentz

as dog days set in the entire country suffers a mental

collapse, during which period even a Brain Truster
finds it impossible to count above ten, read anything
more erudite than the baseball scores or discuss any-
thing more profound than the weather. As a result,
most theaters are now exhibiting childish adventure
or mystery tales, such as Unknown 1Woman, Charlie
Chan in Egypt, The Secret Agent, The Great Scotland
Yard Mystery, The Clairvoyant, She, Front Page WWom-
an and The Raven. While I shan’t attempt to deal
with all of them at length, the general fault in these
productions is that the producers not only have made
their hot-weather fare simple, but have put no care
or thought into their material.

There is one fine exception to this hot-weather rule
of mediocrity—a picture called 39 Steps. Written by
the distinguished Scot now Governor-General of Can-
ada, John Buchan, the picture is well-played, skillfully
directed, beautifully photographed and is in every way
the best production of the month.

The picture starts as any salty adventure tale should,
with a “Bang! Bang! and two Indians bit the dust,”
when an amiable young man rescues a strange woman
from a music hall riot, only to have her, an hour later,
fall murdered over his bed. All he has learned in the
meantime is that the woman is a spy and that by rescu-
ing her he himself became suspect, which means that
for the rest of his exciting adventures he is sought as
a murderer by the police and as a dangerous agent by
a syndicate of spies.

The real virtue of the picture, above all else, is in
the neat story design; scene leads into scene easily and
smoothly and there are at least two climaxes which will
bring you up sharp in your seat. And, just because it
deals with spies, don’t think 39 Steps has much to do
with spying. The hero at no time has any idea where
his spies are or what they look like, and for the most
part concerns himself with trying to get away from a
young lady to whom he is perforce handcuffed, and
who, despite his strenuous objections, insists on con-
sidering him a murderer. There is, too, one of the most
amusing scenes of the year in the picture, during which
the young man temporarily avoids capture by wan-
dering into a political meeting and making an inspired
campaign speech for a parliamentary candidate.

You will not, however, learn from any bare plot out-
line of 39 Steps that every line of dialogue is civil and
polished and charming; that even one brief scene, in
a dour highlander’s home, has at once a romantic, reli-
gious and melodramatic flavor in it, or that Robert
Donat makes a better picaresque young man than most
juvenile actors you have seen this year.

I can tell you that most of the picture was taken in
the grim, gnarled Scottish Highlands; that Madeleine
Carroll and Godfrey Tearle give Mr. Donat more sup-
port than he needs; and that the chubby Cockney who
directed it, Alfred Hitchcock, has fulfilled the promise
of a few years ago and for his work with The Man
Who Knew Too Much, and now with 39 Steps, proved
himself one of the best movie-makers in the business.

IT LONG has been a theatrical tradition that as soon

ROBABLY the only pleasant thing you can say

about The Raven is that it will give you a nostalgic
recollection of the old days when movies were very
young, and when, if the film didn’t break twenty times
or burn up, you considered it a satisfactory evening.

Based on the unique theory that a doctor becomes
so bewitched by Poe’s tales of horror that he constructs
a private torture chamber, the picture concludes with
a storm, a great many off-stage screams, and an at-
tempt on the part of the doctor to kill off an entire
week-end party at once in his gaudy playroom.

Boris Karloff has a new face, but the same old grunts
in this one, and Bela Lugosi plays the goofy doctor
—as for the rest of the cast, it would be kinder to
their memory never to mention them again.

7. %

BOOKS

By Alexander Woollcott

tract to go each night to the theater and report for

the next morning’s paper on the new plays as they
made their appearance on Broadway. It was seldom I
could relax in the luxury of lingering to the end. Rather
would I stay only for the penultimate moment when
the highest-paid actor in the cast and the highest-paid
actress come together at the center of the stage for
that biological clinch without which few American play-
wrights are bold enough to bring down the final cur-
tain. Taking that orthodox convergence as an exit cue,
I would reach for my hat, trample over women and
children on my ruthless way to the street, race with
the speed of a glacier through seven or eight madden-
ingly congested blocks of New York traffic, and, in an
appointed Western Union office, fling myself upon a
waiting typewriter.

Close at hand a telegraph operator was crouched for
action. When my first faltering paragraph was fin-
ished, this stern ally would snatch it from me. As I
was writing the second, he would be tapping the first
onto a wire leading downtown to the composing-room
of the “World.” I suppose this breathless journal-
ism is appropriate enough to great emergencies—the
verdict in a Hauptmann case, let us say, or the as-
sassination of some sufficiently prominent personage—
but such rush publication of measly little essays about
excruciatingly unimportant plays did seem to me at the
time a bit too much like engaging Balto to carry maca-
roons to Nome. At least I retreated to more leisurely
endeavors in the belief that such a curious blend of
belle-lettres and the hundred-yard dash should be en-
trusted, if to anyone, only to the young and strong.

Yet in retrospect the life of a dramatic critic on a
morning newspaper seems to me a rosy and nonchalant
occupation compared with the dreadful bondage of
those men who, week in and week out, on each of the
newspapers in the great cities, must write a column
a day about some new book. Aside from such symp-
toms of eye strain, repletion and mental collapse as
would, you might think, make even a bookworm turn,
they must, by the time the year has run but half its
course, be afflicted by a sense of having so squandered
their stock of adjectives that they have nothing left
wherewith adequately to describe a really notable book
when it comes along.

Such a book, for example, as this lean, unique and
devastating war story called Paths of Glory which, in
the first week of June, made famous overnight a silent
and brooding fellow named Humphrey Cobb. Mr. Cobb
is an American but he earned his spurs—those spurs
which he now digs so energetically into the flanks of
your torpid forgetfulness—by serving with the Cana-
dian forces in France. After nearly twenty years of
silence, something inside him has moved him to tell
a tale marked by the same cold anger you may have
encountered in an earlier war story which was written,
significantly enough, by a soldier from the same battle-
scarred Canadian regiment and of which the acrid and
long-smoldering resentment found expression in the
title Generals Die in Bed.

The reader of Cobb's story is permitted to sit back
and watch the effort of an exhausted French regiment
to capture by storm an impregnable position which the
boastful communique issued from G. H. Q. had care-
lessly reported as having already been taken. It is the
kind of attack for which the adjutant blandly prepares
by cutting in half his ration requisition for the next
day, so dismally certain is it that before another sun-
down there will be at least that many fewer mouths
to feed. But not that chilling detail nor the nightmare
shambles of the actual attack, nor even the grisly mo-
ment when, peering down into a moonlit shell-hole, we
follow the death agonies of a mangled young lieutenant
—not even these preliminaries can touch the enthralling
horror of the final chapters toward which Master
Cobb’s whole creation moves.

TIME was when your correspondent was under con-
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There was a time when, with furrowed brows, a
committee sat in judgment upon a score of titles from
which Paths of Glory was finally chosen. One of those
rejected (over my dead body) was “A Medal for the
General,” for the failure of the attack was a bitter
blow to the fire-eating commander who had been more
than half promised a shiny new decoration for his mar-
tial bosom in the event of its success. To satisfy him
in his disappointment—or at least to appease him a
little—three quite bewildered poilus are plucked from
the decimated ranks, court-martialed for cowardice
without even a pretense of evidence and shot at sun-
rise. All this is set down mercilessly with the cold
anger aforesaid—the eternal anger of the buck private.

Now much of what Cobb himself saw and felt and
smelt in the trenches has found its way at long last
into this his first book, but the wanton and sadistic
cruelty behind the lines which he dramatizes so un-
forgettably is a tale he dredged up from French war
records. And if he was driven to costume his pitiable
and monstrous puppets in korizon bleu, it was because,
when he came to put pen to paper, he found himself
unable to imagine anything quite like it as ever having
happened in the army of which he himself was once a
part and which would, of course, have been easier for
him to employ as his setting.

ND if I cannot echo those who couple this indis-
putable masterpiece with All Quiet on the Western
Front as one of the great war stories, it is just because
it does deal with so extreme and special a case. Al-
though we caught a fleeting glimpse of just such a reign
of terror in Hemingway's magnificent picture of the
Italian rout in Farewell to Arms, the Cobb story is
really a tale spun from an evil that was not peculiar
to the Great War nor especially characteristic of it.
At least it would be my guess that the luckless ones in
Soviet Russia and Nazi Germany have seen more of
that evil than any people experienced between 1914
and 1918. Indeed, you might almost say that, in es-
sence, Paths of Glory was not a war story at all. Rather
is it a study of the kind of thing that is bound to hap-
pen in time of war or in time of peace whenever and
wherever under the contemptuous sun men, for little or
for long, hold undisputed power over their fellows. It
is, in short, a study of tyranny, and if you could be
stunned even by the impact of Mr. Cobb’s yarn into
thinking of tyranny as a flower that blooms only when
guns are firing across frontiers. then it is high time
that someone put you on your guard.

HUMPHREY COBB CALLS HIS STUDY OF
MAN-MADE TYRANNY, “PATHS OF GLORY"
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OFTEN A BEST MAN

BY MARGARET LEE RUNBECK

ILLUSTRATED BY

ALLY JERARD was an adventurer,
born with the call of far places ringing
in his ears, as sea shells have the surge
of waves forever in them. He was
born wanting to rove, wanting the
whole glamorous map of the world under his feet; he
schemed all his life for it; and just when he had tied
up his gay future in a red bandanna and slung it over
his shoulder, ready to be off, he stumbled over a girl.
He took two steps, then glanced back at her ... .and
then going was misery, and staying was misery, too.

Being in love with ink and maps and his own mad
plans had always protected him from girls. He’d scrib-
bled his way through college, always a little shabby
and out at the elbows, always greedy to see everything
and wring a description out of it, before he dropped it
like a drained orange skin. His intoxication about
writing had made girls seem tame adventure, so he
had never really been in serious danger from them.

Then, too, his pal, Click McGee, who was the best
camera man in the city, kept women away. From the
first assignment they’d had together, Click knew this
was the buddy he’d waited twenty years to find. This
was the guy with the words, he said to himself; and
he was the guy with the pictures. During the years
he’d chased stories, with a camera hunched on his
back, Click had seen a lot of reporters. They all
thought they were going to write novels when they be-
gan; the good ones hung on, running down news and
borrowing from each other until pay day; the others
became ad-writers and got fat with money.

But once in a hundred there’s a Wally, who talks in
one-syllables, but when he’s pushed his hat back on
his curly, untidy head, and switched on the light over
his desk, and starts pecking at his typewriter, he can
make rainbows rise over mud puddles. Once in two
hundred, maybe.

After the paper had been put to bed, they'd go out
for doughnuts and coffee, and Click would get out
some pictures he happened to have with him. He'd
begin talking about strange places he’d been, and
about places he intended going to. He’d talk about
the ant dynasty he’d seen in the Galapagos, about the
animals he’d seen in Africa; he’d describe the way
they brought up the thirty-foot coral tree from the
Pacific and boxed it for the Field Museum so that
it came three thousand miles with never a twig
scratched. . . . He'd talk and talk, and Wally would
listen, and in his eyes you could see pirate ships set-
ting sail, and jungles blooming.

“Listen, baby,” Click would say, leaning close over
the coffee, “join me, and see the world.”

“Darn right,” Wally answered, and he’d pull an en-
velope from his pocket and begin outlining some
features they might do sometime.

“There’s things to see, boy,” Click would say.

“And we’ll see ’em,” Wally would mutter, almost
religiously, as a man does when he feels unwritten
words pulsing in him.

There was a chance promised them by Allied Syn-
dicate, as soon as things “pick up.” Click knew of a
story about Mayan gold down in Brazil, the kind of
treasure story that makes men, reading the magazine
section of Sunday papers, squirm in their armchairs
and wish things had been a little different.

BENTON

CLARK

He'd queried Allied on it, every month or so, just
to sort of keep their promise boiling on the back of
the stove.

“Keep your shirt on,” Allied would say. “We'll let
you do it, Click. But we can’t lay out the expenses
just yet. We'll take a chance, one of these days—and
then it’s yours.”

But just when they had everything in their pockets,
practically, Suzie came along. And the ridiculous part
of it was that Click, who should have protected Wally
from her, was really the one who sold them to each
other. She came on the paper looking very small and
helpless, so that everybody wanted to take care of her.

Everybody, that is, but Wally. Wally didn’t be-
lieve in having women on newspapers. She was sup-
posed to write human interest stories. . . . the oldest
cop has a great-grandchild, the best-loved dog in town
—stuff like that. Wally hated it, and told her so in a
kind, brutal way.

“You write like a college girl,” he said. “And that’s
as bad as anything I could say, darling.”

Suzie was so meek and sweet about it, that it made
him furious, and he tried to think of worse things to
say. Every time she saw him, the big, powerful, help-
less giant with the poet’s eyes and the hard young
mouth, she looked a little more forgiving, and that
kept on making him madder.

So, when she found out that Click was his pal, she
discovered that she was terribly interested in pictures.
That, alas, was what threw poor Click entirely off
guard. She admired his work! (The life-story of many
a catastrophe is told in those words!) So it just
naturally happened then that Click found himself wav-
ing his arms eloquently over the coffee and doughnuts,
for the wide lovely eyes of a girl instead of the nar-
rowed, enraptured boy’s eyes.

HEN Wally elbowed his way into these conversa-

tions, almost jealously, Suzie wasn’t pleased.
“Can’t we just go alone, Click?” she said. “He inter-
rupts when you'’re telling me things.” And poor old
Click, thoroughly disarmed, looked foolish and pleased,
the way a homely, lonely little chap does when a
friendly youngster likes having him around.

“Oh, Wally’s a good kid, Suzie,” he said. “After
you know him, he’s really a grand guy.”

“Maybe,” Suzie said indifferently. “But I wish
they’d send him away somewhere on a story. He’s all
over the place.”

“You’re jealous because he knows how to write,”
Click said. “Everybody feels like that.”

But he couldn’t help bragging a little to Wally, the
good-looking guy who always had a string of girls’
telephone numbers to sweep off his desk into the waste
basket, always snubbing them when they crashed in
on him!

“Hey, you’re slipping, boy,” he said. “The little
Suzie knows what’s the matter with you.”

“Zattso. What is?”

“Everything,” he said, nudging him. “She likes
older men.”

“And scrawnier, and. bald-headed, and illiterate,”
Wally said. “Well, takes all kinds.”

It seemed to Click’s simple eye to be rather a shame
that they didn’t like each other. Two nice youngsters

like that. . . . So the next week he was saying very
earnestly to each of them:

“You two ought to be friends. You've got a lot in
common.”

“What, besides you in our hair?” Wally asked.

“Well, she’s got appreciation. She likes adventure.”
he said uneasily. Wally was annoyed at the simple-
mindedness of this reply.

“Whyn’t you get yourself a day nursery to mop up
after?” he said angrily. “But count me out of it.”

HERE was poor old Click, the watchdog who should

have been guarding Wally and saving him for
the future, selling him into trouble, blindly and
busily. It wasn't until long afterward, when it was
too late, that he suspected that all this resistance, all
this opposition on Suzie's part, had been just one of
those long canters at which good chess players—and
bad little girls—are so skilled. No crude pouncing on
the prey, for them. They take a long roundabout
route, and get you so interested in it that you scarcely
notice where it’s leading. . . .

As a person—not as a danger to a man who has big
jobs ahead of him—she was such a darling. Everyone
in the office loved her in a one-big-happy-family way.
She was more like a nice, clean-faced youngster going
to schooy, than a girl a man could get romantic about,
and that was another thing that threw Click off the
track. That, and the fact that Wally was so bored
with her, that he just didn’t see how willing, and
cheerful and cunning she was.

“They oughtn’t allow women on newspapers,” he
said. “They can’t write anyway. All they want to do
is make the public get a lump in its throat. They
ought to be home minding the next generation.”

“But Suzie is different,” Click said. “Too bad she’s
a girl. She’d have made a great reporter herself, if
she’d been a man.”

“Oh, I don’t know,” Wally said. “She’s probably
better workmanship just as she stands. She’s all right,
only she’s out of her place. She’ll make a nice little
wife for a business man.”

Click, the poor romantic, was pleased by this, tak-
ing it as an indication that Wally liked Suzie a little
better, never remembering that that wasn’t the point
anyway. And Suzie, about this time, began to be a
little more tolerant of Wally.

“I see what you mean about Wally,” she said
apologetically one night, as they were walking home
through a snowstorm. It was nice and chummy, with
her hand in his pocket. Their shadows looked like a
man and his little boy, Click thought, and that was
okay with him, too.

“I can see you’ve done a lot to develop him,” she
said thoughtfully. “I guess that’s why you’re proud
of him. He’s sort of your own piece of work, and you
want people to like him.”

“Well, I never thought of it like that,” Click said.
“’Course I never taught him how to write. But I did
show him how to see a story when he looks at a mess
of facts. Lots of writers don’t know that—lots of
camera men, too. It’s something you're born know-
ing, you might say.” He would have begun a lecture
on news-seeing, but before he had a chance Suzie had
switched back to Wally.

IF YOU DON'T THINK TWO CAN LIVE AS DANGEROUSLY AS



SUZIE PUT HER FACE
AGAINST WALLY’'S COAT
AND WEPT. “LISTEN,
YOU TWO,’ CLICK SAID.
“WHAT'S THE USE OF
WASTING TIME? WHY
DON'T WE ALL GET

MARRIED TONIGHT AND
START LIVING THIS WON-
DERFUL LIFE YOU TELL
ME ABOUT? I'LL MAKE
THE ARRANGEMENTS'’

“But don't let him fall in love with some girl, will
vou, Click?”

“Durn right, I won’t,” he said confidently.

“Marriage is suicide to men like Wally,” she said
carnestly. “Once they get their feet in felt slippers,
they're tinished.”

“Oh. I don’t know.” Click said. “Marriage isn’t so
terrible. I liked it. when I had it.”

“What happened. honey?”

“I wonder. myself. Well, don’t let me take down
my hair, baby.”

Suzie patted his hand. “You're better off,” she
said. “No family to hold you down. No ties to inter-
fere with yvou.”

“Nobody to come home to,” he said. “Nobody to
give a damn. Great.” But suddenly he stopped and
looked at her in surprise. Something was wrong with
this conversation; he found himsell sayving the very
opposite of the things he usually said. Dimly he
sensed that this was an unconscious, feminine trick of
Suzie's. He'd been saying her lines for twenty vears,
and now she had grabbed them, and left him nothing
but the other part to speak.

“A man nceds his freedom,” Suzie was saying. “A
man with talent, of course.”

“But he nceds other things, too.” Click said. and
ripped off a chapter on loneliness, things he never said.
It amused him to be saying these things he'd listened
to and denied all his life. Maybe it was the snow, and
that little warm hand in his pocket. And maybe it was
the shadow that looked like a man and his little boy
going home together. Anyway, he talked about what a
man misses when he has no home, and it didn't sound
crazy to him, but pretty sweet.

“Well, maybe so, for some men,” Suzie said, very
sensibly. “But not for writers, like Wally.”

“Writers are men, too.” he reminded her.

“You know what Charles Dana said.” she laughed.
“When a writer makes a marriage, that's nothing. But
when a marriage makes a writer, that's news.”

LL of them went around those days making para-
phrases on the when-a-man-bites-a-dog theme, and
pretending old Dana was the father of them all.

But what wwasn’t news to anybody in the city room,
except Click, was that suddenly Wally and Suzie were
going around looking very starry-eyed. They had all
the symptoms and poor old Click couldn’t sce them.
In fact, he was so far behind them that he was still
trying to sell them to each other, and still being pleased
when they were courteous to each other.

Suddenly, then, in one swift flash, everything was
clear to him, and he saw in what grave danger Wally
was. They were all having-supper at Joe's, and Click
was just leaning back, a little tired, not saying much.
Getting a side view of the conversation, he suddenly
saw what was happening, and that Suzie was doing
the same thing to \Wally which she had done to him.
She said what you generally thought, and that forced
you into sayving what she thought! Then, she'd let
you persuade her, and soon cveryone agreed. Suzie
knew how to give a man her own way!

It had amused him when it had been himself, but
now it was Wally she was trying the sleight-of-hand
on, and Wally. the big six-foot idiot, was believing

what he was saying! They were prattling along about
living dangerously, that same old conversation so
favored by the young.

“That’s my only motto,” Suzie was saying, all soft-
eved and wistful. “Live dangerously.”

Wally leaned across and laughed into her eyes.
“But two can live as dangerously as one,” he said.

“That's a nice epigram, mister,” she said breathless-
ly. “But it doesn’t work. Excess baggage slows danger
down to a walk.”

“The only danger worth bothering with,” Wally
said, “is the devilment two people can conjure up be-
tween them.”

“Like what, for instance?”

“Well—ecr, the mystery of personality.” Wally stut-
tered a little, trying to avoid complete banality.
“Love, sort of—"

“Love? What danger is there in that,” Suzie said
scornfully.

“There's all that splendid mystery of whether, and
how much.” Wally told her beldly. ‘*‘Suzie, darling,
listen to me—"" He'd even forgotten Click was there;
they both had forgotten.

*Oh, for Pete’s sake,” Click cried. “Not that!” .

But that it was. And they all knew it. Wally and
Suzie tried to laugh, and to talk about matter-of-fact
things, but as soon as they decently could they said
good night to Click and went home with bubbles in
their hearts. But Click went home with rage in his eye.
How in heck had he let this happen to Wally? Why, it
would take him two years to recover from this mar-
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riage—for already it was a marriage in his pessimistic
reasoning. In a frenzy, he jumped up and got out his
maps; nNow or never. .

He sent a wire to Spike Murphy on the Allied Syn-
dicate saying they'd go without salary, take a chance on
bringing back a story good enough for Allied to buy.
“Wire expenses and we will go on spec immediately,”
he said desperately.

ALLY came to the office looking like a character

in a love story; stars all but glittered in his eyes.
Even when Click told him about the telegram, he
didn’t rouse up much from his dizzy dream.

“Sounds great,” he said listlessly. “But what’s all
the rush?”

“All right,” Click said angrily. “Go ahead and marry
the girl, and get fat, and pay an income tax.”

“Marriage isn’t the end of everything,” Wally said,
in a shamed voice.

“Durn right, it isn't,” Click told him. “It’s the be-
ginning of a lot of grief you don’t know the names of.”

“A lot of people pick it, Click.”

“And look at ’em,” he cried. “Caught in traps, and
paying their little two cents to read what free guys
write, so they’ll forget themselves for five minutes!”
He knew he wasn’t saying the right things; he should
have borrowed a plate from Suzie's camera; he should
have said the opposite things, so that Wally would have
to argue on this side. But he was too earnest to be
clever. “Boy, voulll forget this stuff when you see
something new. Come away [Turn to page 28]



The
L[ORENZO
BUNCH

ETWEEN Irene and Ernie Henderson all disputes
remained forever unsettled. And as a result, they
quarreled endlessly. They had had, however, the
wisdom to confine their bickering within their own
four walls, until that night when Mabel and Art
Finch had invited the Hendersons to dinner in the
Finches’ apartment—an uninspiring replica of every
other apartment in the middle-class Lorenzo. Kay
and Roy Parker, sponsors of the Hendersons at their
début into the Lorenzo bunch, had dropped in during
the evening and through an unfortunate introduction
of Ben Raphael’s name, a storm had broken between
the Hendersons.

It wasn't that Ben Raphael, an alert, ambitious
bachelor who also lived in the Lorenzo and who was
openly enamoured of Irene, was of importance to
any of the bunch. It was that, in the conversation
about Ben, Ernie Henderson's several calls upon JMrs.
Gillespie Ives, at her Oldwood estate, had been re-
vealed. Ernie, as a representative of the Old Windsor
Hardware store, had gone to Oldwood to offer Mrs.
Ives a selection of hinges and door latches for the
new studio she was building. There he had run into
Ben. Ordinarily Ernie's pursuit of a sale would
have occasioned no comment, but at the mention of
Ernie’s having been in the company of Mrs. Gillespie
Ives, Irene had flared.

Although Irene had never actually seen her, wealthy
Mrs. Ives, an artist and a much publicized social
leader, had become a symbol of all the things Irene
wanted in life and didn't have. And spurred by a
consuming jealousy, Irene hated her. “You and the
Gillespie Iveses!” she scoffed, to the amazement of

the bunch and to Ernie's chagrin. “Why. Mr. Ernest
Henderson, you’re right in society, aren't you? But
vour wife has to sit around the flat all day!”

The bitterness of Irene’s attack on Ernie was a
For it

source of secret pleasure to Mabel Finch.
was Mabel who, putting
her head together with
Lida Rice, had ferreted
out a fact even Izene did
not know: that the good-
looking, dapper young
man who had persisted
in following Irene on the
street when she and other
ladies of the Lorenzo had
gone to the Garfield The-

ater, was Mr. Gillespie
Ives!
And it was Mabel

Finchtoward whom Irene
directed her suspicions
when, a few weeks later.
on her way home from
the drugstore, Gillespie
Ives stepped out of his
car and accosted her. “Oh.
Mrs. Henderson.” he said.
extending his hand. “Ah,
just a moment—" She
shook hands with him; then inquired. “How'd you
know my name?” He took an envelope from his
pocket. “It wasn’t you who sent me this?” “Well,
of all!” Irene exclaimed when she saw her name
and address written there. “Somebody’s certainly
taking liberties—” Finally Ives suggested. “There’s
a lovely little tea house out on the Midland Road.
I thought perhaps you'd be willing—" Irene hesitated.
“Don't say you aren’t coming.” he begged. And Irene,
flattered by his eagerness, answered, “I’ll come.”

‘‘t'VE GOT HIM EATING OUT OF MY HAND"’

BY BOOTH TARKINGTON

'L L USTRATETD

Part 3

N HIGH quarters, the middle and the low the same
agitations prevail within most of the ladies of a
group when the trouble one of their number has
with her husband becomes noticeable. Mabel Finch
hadn’t allowed Carrie Davis and Lida Rice to go

uninformed as to Irene’s outbreak of feeling at the
Finches’ small dinner party. Mabel had told both
of them about it that same night. Thereupon the
trouble between Mr. and Mrs. Henderson had be-
come the Lorenzo’s chief private topic, and, fed by
subsequent evidence of more such trouble, this
popular subject grew every day more exciting, every
day less private.

At all times Mabel Finch was Irene’s eager de-
fender. “I won't stand for anybody’s blaming Irene!”
she said staunchly to Lida and Carrie. “That night
when they had dinner with us and Ernie told about
Mrs. Gillespie Ives first sending for him, why, right
away it showed a weakness in his character. I thought
he had a weak face and I said so the first time I ever—"

“No, you didn’t,” Carrie Davis interrupted. “You
said he was handsome. I don’t think Ernie is weak
at all. T always say, if a man can't find anything he
expects in his own home, he has a right to go where
he likes. The elevator girl told me herself they're
just as good as separated right now. She says they
haven’t spoken to each other for weeks and—"

“Everybody knows that,” Mrs. Rice interposed.
“But that’s no excuse—not for her, anyway. Mabe,
was Art absolutely sure?”

“Absolutely. Art knows Gillespie Ives by sight.
and you don’t s'pose anybody could be mistaken
about Irene, do you? Art just happened to be collect-
ing rents in that part of town and—"

“Sh!” Mrs. Davis said.

The doorbell was heard; Kay Parker came in and
gave them an estimating glance.

“Well, girls?” she said. “At it again today?”

The three, naturally piqued
by this greeting, felt that they
had a little triumph in store for
themselves as well as some ad-
ditional excitement ; they would
see how Kay “took” some news
they hadn’t found opportunity
to test her with until now.
“Maybe you wouldn’t be so
high-hat, Kay.” Lida said, “if
you knew a few of the things
that we know.”

“Wouldn’t I> What things>”

“Merely this,” Mabel in-
formed her. “Don’t think I
blame Irene for it—not for a min-
ute, the way her husband’s be-
having! You can say all you
want for him, that he's just a
small-town fellow that’s got his
head turned, first by his boss
taking such a fancy to him and
promoting him, and then by a
society woman makmg a pet of
him: but if I had a husband acted that way I'd—"

“That all?” Kay said. “I thought you said you
knew something that I don’t.”

“I guess we do! Art just happened to be collect-
ing rents down on the South Side yesterday, and he
saw Gillespie Ives sitting in a car and wondered what
he was doing parked down in that part of town. Next
thing he saw Irene get out of a bus at the corner
and walk along quick till she came to the car; then

she ]um(]:)ed in and they drove off like a streak!"
“opyright, 1933, by Booth Tarkington
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Kay looked at her three friends. beheld six eager
eyes fixed upon her hopefully and gave herself at
least the pleasure of disappointing them; she laughed
cheerfully. “Probably Art's near-sighted. Probably
just somebody that looked like Irene.” She turned
quickly back to the door. “I just came in to see if
Carrie wanted to go somewhere with me; but I see
she’s busy—no place important. G’by.”

She left them staring at the vacant doorway, strode
immediately to the elevator, descended to the fourth
floor, rang the bell of the Henderson apartment, went
in and found Irene not quite dressed. ‘“You going
out, Irene?”

“Pretty soon.
serious, Kay.”

“I am. I've got to talk to you.”

“Oh, you do?" Serious, too, Irene pulled on a
new green cloth skirt over her head, fastened it round
the waist of her ivory-colored silk blouse, sat down
before her mirror, and began to adjust a little black
hat. “What’s up?”

“How'd you meet Gillespie Ives?”

“Who? Mr. Ives?” Irene with great coolness
satisfied herself that the hat's effect was proper, then
looked inscrutably at Kay. “You don't mean you
object to his knowing other girls besides you, do you?”

What’s the matter? You look

AY winced, then recovered herself and said quiet-
ly. “I knew I took a chance of your thinking
that—because I tried to keep him from meeting you
downtown that day and got out of telling you his
name. I'll tell you now why I did it. I did it because
my husband and your husband are friends and be-
cause I saw you're really a small-town girl—"

“Oh. I am, am I?”

“Don’t get mad, Irene.”

“Mad? I'm laughing! Go on, Kay. Did you
have any other reason for trying to keep Mr. Ives
from getting acquainted with me when he wanted to>”

“It was because he’s no good.”

“Oh, isn’t he> You know him so well, yourself?”

“I did once.” Kay said. “I used to know him and
some others like him, if you want to know the truth
—and I guess I better tell you—before I got to know-
ing Roy.”

“Oh, you stopped then?”

“Yes, I did,” Kay said, a little tremulously. “Roy

.Parker’s a square fellow and I was square with him.

From the day I said I'd marry him I've never done
anything that ought to worry him. The trouble was.
I had to keep on being cashier at the Griswold Restau-
rant where I'd met all these fellows—Roy and I
couldn’t get along without the money—and he knew
that the crowd I'd gone with still hung around there.
It used to make him sick and after we could afford it
and I had quit, he said, ‘Don’t ever tell me anything
that brings it up. I can stand it if you never say
anything about it; but if you ever do. I can’t’ Do
you understand what I'm trying to tell you, Irene?”

“Idon’t know. What's it got to do with anything?”

Kay sat down; looked at Irene gently and with a
sad meekness. “I'll try to show you. The Griswold
crowd couldn’t understand for a while that I wasn’t
having anything more to do with them. Even yet,
when I run across one of them, I have to tell him I
don’t go on parties—1I try to do it casually, if I can.
Some of ’em are right nice fellows and I was good
friends with ’em once.” Kay faltered, found diffi-
culty in continuing, but persisted. “I expect—I—
well, when it happens I run across any of ’em like
that, I don’t speak about it to Roy.”

“No, I bet not!”



RNIE TURNED ANGRILY
UPON HIS MOCKING WIFE. “HOW DO YOU KNOW
WHAT SHE SUFFERS2 HOW DO YOU KNOW WHAT
A WOMAN SUFFERS —WITH A HUSBAND LIKE
HERS—"" "WHAT2 HAS SHE GOT A HUSBAND?"




AS CHANCE MOLDS MANY A MIRACLE, SO DESTINIES
ARE SWAYED BY THE COOL DESIGN OF A CLEVER WOMAN

“I would,” Kay said gently, “except I know he
doesn’t want me to. I mean—the crowd I went
with was pretty much the ‘talk of the town’ and
yvou couldn’t go with ’em without getting talked
about. That’s what hurt Roy. I guess a wife’s
reputation has always been a matter of life and
death to the husband, hasn't it> I mean, no matter
how really decent you’ve been, and even if you've
kept your own self-respect, why, if you have the
reputation of being sort of gay, it's always pretty
hard on the husband.”

“Yes, isn't it!”

AY smiled wistfully; continued her tone of

apology. “It’s funny, Irene; but it's always
seemed to me I owed Roy a good deal—had a lot
to make up to him for. So when he took this great
fancy to Ernie, and asked me to look after Ernie's
wife a little, I thought I'd do just anything—any-
thing on earth to do what Roy asked me. I—I
expect I'm what they call kind of a fanatic about
doing anything he asks me, no matter what. He
doesn’t often ask. Now it's as if maybe being some
use to you would be making up a little of what I
owe my husband.”

“So?” the cool Irene said. “You mean you'e
trying to make up something you owe your hus-
band by telling me that Mr. Ives is no good?”

“He isn’t!” Kay said urgently. “He knows how
to make love to a good-looking woman; but he
doesn’t care for anybody or anything except him-
self, and he never will. You're a good deal younger
than I am—six or seven years, I expect—and you
think a man like that's good-looking and got lots of
style and money and’s ’way up in the world—I tell
you it scared me that day when I saw he'd got his
eyeon you! I knew he'd keep after you. once he'd
seen you—you're just about the prettiest woman
he or anybody else ever saw and—well, I knew
right away, Irene, you weren’t getting on any too
well with your husband. I could tell.”

“Smart girl!” Irene said. “Any moreto say about
Mr. Ives?”

“Yes. He hunted me up to ask about you, and I
hoped maybe I'd thrown him off the track by tell-
ing him you were from out of town. He didn't
believe me, and he hasn't got anything else to do
with his time, so I might have known he'd manage
it finally.”

Now anything but displeased, Irene laughed.
“Oh, you think he has managed it finally, do you®”

“Yes; I know he has.”

Irene’s look of inscrutability returned. “No, you
don’t. Who’s been talking about—"

“The whole bunch, Irene; they’re pretty busy
over it. Art Finch saw you get out of a bus down
on the South Side somewhere and get into a car
Gillespie Ives was there waiting for you in and—"

“What!” Irene jumped up, furious. “What do
I care what this ordinary bunch of gabblers saw or
what they talk about or what they think?”

“No; don’t say that,” Kay rose, too, extending
her hand in a placative gesture. “They’re just like
anybody else. There'd be the same kind of talk in
any crowd where they’d found out—"

“Talk? Let ’em talk. Think I'm not going to
pay Emie back for letting that woman run after
him? For all I care what they say, I'd keep a date
with Gillespie Ives right at the front door—jyes,
and before long that's exactly what I'll do, too.”

“No, no!” Kay cried out, though she instantly
lowered her voice. “I'm not talking about them,

Trene. I just mean to show you the danger
you're—"
“Danger? Where do you get that stuff?”

“Danger vou’ll lose a good husband,” Kay said
sturdily.” “You've got one and you'd better keep
him.”

Irene came close to her. “Good, is he? Listen,
teacher! We were here over six months before he
bought me one single thing. He bought himself a
new sack suit and a new tuck suit and dress shoes
and silk socks and fancy shirts. and he let me come
to your party in that old silver satin that ought to
been thrown down the incinerator! I wouldn’t

have a decent thing right now if I hadn't fought
him for it. I—"

“I know, I know. You always look lovely and
some husbands don’t realize how much a woman—"

“Try living with one like that yourself!” Irene
said fiercely. “Next thing you’ll be telling me
everybody likes him. Sure they do—everybody
but me! Look at him, trotting out to that wom-
an's house all dressed up in a new necktie! Oh,
ves, a silver-colored silk one—that’s her favorite
color—and I found it in his drawer and spilled a
little ink on it. Lucky, because the next time he
was going to wear it that let me out of speaking to
him one more week. Tell some of the Lorenzo
bunch to let him know that Art Finch saw me keep-
ing a date. Not speaking, how’s he even going to
ask me about it?> If he tries, I've got a few ques-
tions myself I could ask!”

“Irene! Irene!”

“So you're all on his side, are you?” Irene said.
“You'll find the laugh’s on you for that before
long. He thinks he’s right in society; he won’t have
any use for you and your Roy and the bunch much
longer, you'll see. How’d you like to have a hus-
band running all around Goldwood with some so-
ciety woman and thinking you weren’t good enough
for anything except to stay home?> Ben Raphael
told me yesterday she'd had Ernie out with her
looking at pictures in some friend’'s home.”

“Ben ought to know better'n to tell you that,
Irene. I guess he does, too; but that doesn’t mat-
ter. What scares me is your not seeing that it
makes the danger greater for you, because if a
woman like that’s showing interest in Ernie, and
what he gets at home is just being liable to hear
gossip and scandal about his wife—"

“Scandal?” Irene cried. “Warning me, are you?
Go and warn /im if you want to. because he might

need it. I don’t.”

“You do!”

“Think so?” Irene looked at her agitated visitor
pityingly. “Just the simple country girl. huh?

Can’t handle herself at all. Just lets the big city
wolves eat her right up, poor simple thing!™

RIUMPHANT and mocking, Irene took from

the dressing-table drawer a small box covered
with white velvet. From this she drew forth a
platinum clip wrought in a design of foliage and
set with tiny diamonds and emeralds. Deliberately
she fastened the clip into her blouse. “Like it?” she
asked. “Marcy and Burton’s, marked down to
three sixty-five.”

Kay disregarded this pleasantry.
you’ve let him give you that—"

“Oh, no.” Irene rose, smiling. “I just wanted
to see if youd think so. That’s from another
friend of mine.” From the drawer Irene took
white gloves and a black leather gold-mounted
purse, closed the drawer. “Well—if you've finished
vour call, it’s about time I was on my way.”

“Irene, don’t—"

“Don’t read me any more out of your don’t
book.” Irene spoke good-naturedly. “You're a
good sort, Kay. I like you. TI've been thinking
you were just being dog in the manger; but I was
wrong, wasn't 1?”

“Yes—yvou were.”

“Sorry. Shake hands, will you?” The two stood
looking at each other, close by the door—Kay
drooping sorrowfully; but Irene superb, self-con-
fident and beautiful indeed in this new kindliness
of hers. Kay took the extended hand pleadingly.

“Irene! Irene! I knew you could be sweet if
you wanted to—let’s straighten things out; let's—"

“Yes—my own way!"” Irene laughed, opened the
door and gave her friend a pat on the back as they
passed out to the corridor together. “Don’t you
worry!” She ran toward the elevator shaft, but
called back over her shoulder, “Got to hurry; here’s
Emma coming down. We're pals from now on,
though, aren’t we? 'Bye!”

“Oh, Irene, if

Young Judy objected warmly. just after dinner
that evening, to the suggestion that she retire to her

own room. “It's too small in there to practice
these new steps I got,” she said. “You and Pops
talking don't interfere with me at all, Mom.”

“No, Judy. Your father only has a few minutes
because he has to go downtown this evening and—"

“Where do you have to go, Pops?” Judy asked.

“I'm just getting up the year’s records down at
the Knight's Hall, because I have to go to Toledo
and read it at the national officers’ meeting there
next week. Better run along, like your mother
tells vou.”

“Yes, run along,” said Kay. “There’s something
I want to speak to your father about in private.”

“Well. isn't that just exactly why I want to hear
it>”  Judy asked plaintively. “I bet it's the trou-
ble these Hendersons are having.”

Kay took Judy firmly by the shoulder. “Go in
there, Judy.”

UDY obeyed, and, when her door closed, her

father. disturbed. looked inquiringly at Kay.

“What's the child mean?” he asked. “What
trouble? That night the Finches had ’em to din-
ner I noticed Irene took Ernie up pretty sharply
about—about—" He hesitated. “Well, about some
lady’s having him sent out to see her at Oldwood.
Do you think maybe Irene picks on him?”

“It don't look as if they’re getting along any too
well,” his wife said. “Do you notice anything dif-
ferent in Ernie these days?”

“Don't know as I have”” Darker seemed to
search his memory. “Well—the other day some-
thing kind of puzzled me for a minute.”

“What was it?”

“I might be wrong,” Parker said. “I thought
there was a little change, sort of, in the way he was
talking—as if he was trying to be elegant or some-
thing. Sort of blurred over his R's and didn't
sound just natural. Well—I just wondered a little.”

“Wondered what, Roy?"

“Oh, practically nothing. What I mean, Emie’s
such a hit everywhere—so magnetic and attractive
—and he's got on so fast and all—well, he’s pretty
voung vet. Ernie, and it'd be the wonder of the
world if he didn't get spoiled a little.”

“Roy.areyoustill justasfond of himasyou were*”

Parker laughed. “Men don't talk about being
‘fond’ of each other, Kay. Ernie’s the best friend
I've got, and that's something that wouldn’t change
just because he got a little touch of high. If they're
having trouble, I bet it isn't his fault.”

“Roy, who knows what goes on between any
husband and wife when they're alone? Ernie might
have been a little bit selfish with Irene.”

“More likely she with him, Kay. How’s he—"

“Well, about clothes. for instance. She’s got
some new things now—but he got his first, vou see.
As you say. he's such an attractive young fellow.
but maybe he might have thought more about how
much she wanted some new things and less about
how much he thought he ought to put up a good
front in the city. Maybe they both think about
themselves too much. I like her better than I
thought maybe I was going to, Roy. She can bhe
right sweet if you kind of get fo her a little” Kay
spoke timidly. “I don’t suppose you could kind of
hint to Ernie to be—"

“Men can't do anything like that, Kay.” He
put his hand on her shoulder. “I got to go, old
lady. I can't do anything about this—a man just
can’t. You can, though. I don't believe there's
anything you couldn’t fix up all right. I'd hate to
see Ernie and his wife have any real trouble, and
I don't believe they will. if you'll lend a hand.”

Grateful color mounted in Kay’s cheeks. as it
always did when he praised her and looked at her
affectionately with kind eves that admired her and
believed in her. “I’ll do all a human being can.”
she told him. and her voice was that of one de-
votedly making a promise.

At that, pulling on his overcoat, he laughed, said
he hoped the Hendersons’ troubles were less seri-
ous than she looked, kissed her, gave her a pat on
the shoulder and departed. Kay remained near the
doorway thinking indecisively: [Turn to page 72|



TO OUR
COMPETITOR

IF you are still going to
all the bother of making
your own soup you are
really our competitor.
There canbeonly one pos-
sible reason why you con-
tinue to do it. And that is
because you really do not know Campbell’s
Soups—that you have never compared them

with your own.

Is it a question of ingredients? You could
not buy better than those used for Campbell’s.
Or method? Campbell’s Soups are made as
you make soup yourself—
simmered slowly, for hours, to
develop the true home flavor that
everyone enjoys so much. Or
recipes? Each Campbell’s Soup _
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has its own distinctive recipe, developed
and perfected by experienced chefs whose
one specialty for years has been the making
of fine soup.

These are the very reasons for trying
Campbell’s Soups. And it is so easy to
make the test. Tomorrow, at lunch-
eon or at dinner, serve Campbell’s
Vegetable Soup ... How you will
enjoy the fifteen different garden
vegetables and that rich beef broth.
Campbell’s is ready for the table while
you're thinking about it. After serving it
you will naturally want to try the other
Campbell’s Soups as well. And if you will
do that you will decide to let Campbell’s
take care of all your soup-making from

(" then on.

Gomptedlh. Soups

Over a third of a century

For thirty-seven years, the world’s most
delicious soups have been made in Campbell’s
kitchens.

Over a third of a century . . . creating and
perfecting exclusive recipes . . . developing
the fine home flavor that everyone so thor-
oughly enjoys . . . a soup-making experience
distinctive and unequalled.

Campbell’s Soups have
always been sold under a
money-back offer. When
selecting any Campbell’s
Soup, you know beforehand
it will be a success on your
table, and that you could not *
offer your family or guests .
anything more inviting or more delicious.

21 kinds to choose from... Asparagus, Bean, Beef, Bouillon, Celery, Chicken. Chicken-Gumbo,
Clam Chowder, Consommé, Julienne, Mock Turtle, Mulligatawny, Mushroom (Cream of), Mutton,
Noodle with chicken, Ox Tail, Pea, Pepper Pot, Printanier, Tomato, Vegetable, Vegetable- Beef.

LOOK FOR THE
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Thank New Pw(x Suds
for this quick
“no-rub” method ‘

Wouldn’t washday go faster . . . and easier,
too . . . if you didn’t have to rub and rub the

spots and badly soiled places? You knowit
would! That’s why this New P AnD G “no-
rub” method is grand news!

Even though you have a washer . . . use
P axp G’s sudsy help on grease-marked
collars and cuffs, on hard-used towels, on
every extra-dirty spot.

Here’s what you do! Before your
clothes are wet and heavy, just slather
quick-sudsing P ANp G Naphtha on those
extra-dirty spots. Rollup ... let stand for
a few minutes in cool water. Easy!

Here’s what P ano G does: Those rich
P AnD G Naphtha suds start working. They
work deep-down around the ground-in dirt.
They dissolve grease . . . loosen the last
speck of dirt. Now a few turns in your
washer give you clothes as white—as spot-
less—as new-fallen snow!

Yes . . . no matter how you wash, by
machine or by hand, P AND G saves you
rubbing. The secret’s in P AND G’s grease-
dissolving suds—the richest suds you ever
got out of a household soap! New P anp G
has a special ingredient—the same tropical
oil that makes shampoo soaps extra-lathery!

Put away your dishes . . . sooner!

And how those “whipped-cream” suds of
P axp G work in your dishpan! They go
after grease . . . send it scampering! But
fastas P AND G 1is, it’s easy on your hands.

Ask your dealer today for “eight or ten
cakes of P aANpD G White Naphtha Soap.”
The price is so low—the soap is so fine—
you get a REAL BARGAIN! And New
P aA~xD G stays fresh . . . never gets hard or
flinty. To the last cake on your shelf, it
gives you instant, fast-working suds!
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BROWN eggs

New York insists on

WHITE

What's the difference?

“Eggs! Major item in the American
diet. Major item, therefore, in the food
budget. Do you know how to buy them?
Do you know some cold storage eggs are
better than some fresh eggs purchased in
certain months? How the U. S. Govern-
ment grades eggs? VWhat washing does to
eggs?

“Money can be saved and grief avoided
if you know all the facts about egg-buying
we've gathered together and put into
‘Better Buymanship’ Book No. 1—‘Poul-
try and Eggs’. A world of valuable buy-
ing information on these foods you buy
daily.

“Household renders this service with-
out cost in the interests of better home
money management. Authorities have
written me that use of the ‘Better Buy-
manship’ library covering everything
from food to furniture can increase the
buying power of every dollar as much as
209,. Mail coupon below for Book No. 1
—free. You will not be subjected to
solicitation of any kind.”
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[Beginning on page 10]

Ashe admitted that Maizie was pretty.
“She could have been a real looker, if
she’d have been stylish,” she said.
“But she never cared much about
clothes, She could sew, too, but she
wouldn’t spend weeks hemming ruf-
fles and putting on braid as the rest
of us did. She wore cotton dresses a
lot because they were easy to do up.”

We returned to the dining room
where the stove glowed red. Luther
had disappeared. Mrs. Ashe pro-
duced her teapot, an ancient brown
affair with the letters ‘“The favored
leaf of bard and chief” about its fat
belly, and brought in cookies. Then
she got from her cupboard the cups
to show me. They were delicately
tinted ivory and on each one was a
flower or two, painted with a restraint
and care that showed real talent.

“She never put much on her chi-
ny,” Mrs. Ashe explained. “And first
off you'd feel disappointed like you
hadn’t got your money’s worth. But
then after a time, you'd get to love
them better and better. I wouldn’t
change a hair's breadth of my cups.
I'm dividing them up, giving each of
the grandchildren one of them. It’s
all they want, seems like.”

TRAXNGE enough that now after
sixty years. these should be Mrs.

Ashe’s most coveted possessions, the
one thing her grandchildren all want-
ed and the thing for which I could
have committed burglary.

The tea was hot and strong, and we
made a little ceremony out of drink-
ing from Maizie’s teacups.

“You were going to tell me why
she quit painting,” I reminded Mrs.
Ashe. “I want to know about her.
She was a real artist.”

“Well, now—" Mrs. Ashe put her
cup down gently—“it seems a shame,
to look back on it. It’s hard to ex-
plain to you how it was in those
days, but we were all kind of high-
sterical, I guess. Luther loved Maiz-
ie and he was always bitter about the
way they treated her, but I expect
if it had been me he’d have acted al-
together different then. It wasn't
just that women stayed home and
did housework, instead of running
everything, like they do now. But
there was more to it than that. It
was a kind of lovely thing that when
a man married a woman he took the
whole load on himself, all the re-
sponsibility and all the care. After
he married her, the job was his, to
look after her and shelter her and
rule her. He had to provide for all
the women in his family and with
responsibility there should be author-
ity. That’s only right. The woman
at home, snug and warm and inno-
cent and good, and the man out in
the world fighting her battles. It
was a good idea and for the most
part it worked.

“We always bragged when I was
young about what our husbands
would and wouldn’t let us do. It was
kind of a badge that you had a real
man. I don't think Maizie was ever
rebellious. She felt the same way we
all did about John Krespy, but it
seemed there was just something in
her that had to paint and draw. And
he thought it was clever of her and
he didn’t really care. It was woman'’s
foolishness and she was sweet and
always minded him, and there

wouldn’t have ever been any trouble
about it, I guess, if it hadn’t been for
the little boy, Paul, and the preacher,
Mr. Talbort.”

Mrs. Ashe rose and closed the
damper of the stove, and came back
to her seat, and looked at the cup.

“These things cost money,” she
said, “I mean—doing them. Maizie
had to buy paints and she had to buy
her unfinished chiny and she bought
paper, and water colors, and other
truck. She’d learned to paint in
school. But she never took it like
the rest of us did, as an accomplish-
ment, you might say. She took it
hard. And she was one that was
born knowing how. She didn’t need
anybody to tell her how to hold a
brush or what color things were. But
she said to me once that she wished
she could learn to paint in oils,
could go to school in Chicago and
learn to be a painter—and her a mar-
ried woman with a little boy. I never
told anybody she said that.”

Her loyalty still pleased Mrs. Ashe,
and she nodded, remembering it.

“They lived kind of on the edge
of town,” Mrs. Ashe resumed. ‘“They
had a little place with a garden
patch and a barn, and they kept a
cow and a horse and John got out
his own firewood and they did just
the same as most of us. He was
clerking in the bank then. Only for
Maizie’s having a hired girl, and her
painting, they didn’t do much differ-
ent from others. Maizie sold her
chiny and bought her supplies, and
paid her girl, but John wouldn’t let
her buy so much as a ribbon for her
hair or a new broom for the kitchen.
He’d buy things for her and the house,
he said. or he’d know why, and Maizie
didn’t care. She wasn’t much of a
hand to visit in town, but just stayed
home and looked after her little boy,
and wore an old overall over her
dress, and did her painting right in
her own dining room. I guess if
there’d been a good light, she’d have
done it in her parlor.”

I nodded, and Mrs. Ashe looked at
me beseechingly, as though she al-
most dreaded to tell me the rest, for
fear I wouldn’t understand.

“Of course, there was bound to be
talk about a woman that didn’t put
up her own preserves, or do her own
washing, and there were those that
said John spoiled her, and he'd rue
it, and those that said it wasn’t nat-
ural the way she did, and all that.
Luther laid down the law to me that
I was never to lend ear to such
talk for she was his own cousin. But
even so it wasn’t any more than just
the kind of talk that everyone gets
from their neighbors. And it didn’t
hurt Maizie because she didn’t dream
of it, and she was always friendly
and kind and folks liked her.”

HE room was darkening, and Mrs.

Ashe rose and turned on her lamp,
with a red rose painted on the chim-
ney shade.

“Then old Dr. Dean died. He'd
been the preacher at the Shiloh
Church many years, and he loved
Maizie, just as he did all the young
people. He used to go there some-
times and look at her pictures and
talk about color with her. But he
died, and the church fathers got a
new preacher, this Mr. Talbort I
was telling you about. I never liked
him much, but, of course, it didn’t
occur to me not to go to church.
When I look back, I think this man
must have been smarter than we
knew, because he seemed to know
there was a great change coming in
the world. He was a powerful big
man, with flashing black eyes, and a
mighty voice. And he said he saw a

[Continued on page 26)

THE family’s on vacation.
They're all a little lonely for
each other. . . . Sure cure is a
telephone call. The sound of
familiar voices blots out the
miles. Bits of news are reassur-
ing . .. the youngsters, the dog,
the ferns, the goldfish.

A telephone call is next best
to a visit face-to-face. And sur-
prisingly inexpensive. Espe-
cially after 7:00 p.m., when
station-to-station rates to most
points are about 40% less than
during the day. . ..
Keep your family to-
getherTy_ telephone.
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cloud in the sky. He said he saw the end of the
Christian Era, the time when women would not be as
the Lord intended them to be, a vessel for his wrath,
but would be putting out their necks like the harlots o1
Judea, and making a mockery. He was death on the
women. He seemed just to hate them, and he was
always preaching about them.”

“Did he make trouble for Maizie?” I asked, for she
had come to a full reflective stop, and I was afraid
she’d forgotten about Maizie.

“Yes,” she said. “He ruined Maizie, you might say,
but he did it sincerely. He was an honest man. He
wanted to save her soul.”

“Tell me about it,” I said.

“It all went over Maizie’s head—the preaching I
mean—because she never listened in church, anyhow,
but just sat dreaming and looking out of the window,
with this light on her face, all in her own world. I
can’t say much, for I used to plan my week’s work and
my meals in church. She didn’t even know Mr.
Talbort was down on the wamen.
But John Krespy knew, and he
knew that Mr Talbort didn’t ap-
prove of Maizie. and sometimes
the preacher said things right at
her, and it made John and Luther
mad, but it made John nervous
too. He began to wonder if may-
be he was wrong to let Maizie foal
around the way she did. He talked
to Luther about it, and I could see
he was upset, because he didn't
want to make her unhappy, but
neither did he want her doing what
wasn’t right.

“Then, one day, Mr. Talbort met
Maizie coming from the wouods.
She was wearing an old skirt she’d
cut short, and John’s hat and coat,
and his galoshes, and she had her
arms full of flowers, and her face was just shining she
was so happy and not thinking about how she looked
at all. She never did, when any other woman would
have been mortified to death. So she stopped and
talked to him and the next Sunday he preached about
women that went alone to the woods, and un-sexed
themselves with wearing men’s clothes, and made an
abomination. Everybody in church knew he was talk-
ing about Maizie, but she didn’t hear him at all. Only,
when they got home, John told her and I guess they
had a quarrel, as much of one as you could have with
Maizie, for she was awful sweet-tempered. Only she
was kind of bewildered. She said to John,

“‘Don’t you think I'm a good woman? and of
course, that floored him. So then, she said, ‘What do
you want me to do?’

“‘Don’t go to the woods alone,” he said. ‘And don’t
wear my old coat and hat or that short skirt again.’

“‘But my coat is so long and full, and my little
jacket is too nice to wear to the woods.

“‘You do as I say,” John shouted. He was mighty
upset about it. So Maizie tried to please him. But
she knew then that Mr. Talbort didn’t approve of her
and she got so she wouldn’t go to church. She was
meek about it, but stubborn, and John would go alone,
and it made bad feeling between them,

HEN, that summer, we had a terrible epidemic.

There was someone sick in every family in town.
They called it the mountain fever, but it wasn’t any-
thing but typhoid. We was real lucky, for we had old
Dr. Grass. and he pulled his patients through with qui-
nine and Dover’s powders, and soup and soft food. But
the other doctors, Dr. Thompson and Dr. Frazer, used
calomel and starvation and their patients died, just
one after another. My boys had been swimming in
the creek with the other boys and they was all down
with it. And then Luther came home and tole me
that Maizie’s little boy, Paul, was sick.

“I hadn’t been to church for two or three Sundays.
but Luther went, and he said the preacher said God
was punishing us because we had an unnatural woman
in our midst, and had given her harbor and consent.
He said he had tried to rebuke her and bring her to the
Lord, but she was stiff-necked and ungodly. Every-
body knew he meant Maizie, and everybody was
worked up, anyhow, about all the deaths and things,
and you’d have thought we went clear back to the old
days when they used to burn witches. It was kind of
like a madness that came over the town.”

“Yes,” I said, “I can imagine what it was like.”

“I doubt if you can,” Mrs. Ashe told me. ‘“Mrs.
Demerest took out all the dishes Maizie had painted
for her and broke them with the hammer where every-
one could see her. My boys were getting better. and I
went over to help Maizie out. Now her little boy
wasn’t spoiled or neglected or anything. He was about
four years old, and he was as sweet a little feller as
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you ever saw, and he was good and healthy and happy
and loved his mother like any child or maybe more.
But there he was, sick as could be, and Dr. Thompson
giving him great doses of calomel and taking every
bite of food amd even water away from him because
he said it would kill him. Maizie was nearly out of
her mind. So far, she didn’t know, or if she did she
didn’t care, about all the talk around town about her.
But John knew, and he was torn between the fear the
preacher had put into him and his love for his wife
and son. He was a hard-working, upright man, John
Krespy was, but he couldn’t face
all of this at once.”

Mrs. Ashe rocked a moment, her
old face wrinkled with sorrow. “I
could see,” she told me, “that
there wasn’t a chance for the boy.
right from the first. He was laid
low if ever a child was. Mr. Tal-
bort came to see them. I was
there at the time and I always
think how Maizie moved between
the preacher and the bed, as
though she didn’t want him to sec
her baby’s face. But Mr. Talbort
spoke out loud in the room:

“‘God calls on you for repent-
ance.”’” Maizie just looked at him.

“‘For what?’ she asked him.

“‘For your ungodly ways,’ he
said. ‘For not looking after the
ways of your household. For spending your days in
making graven images, of things on the earth and under
the earth and under the sea. For holding yourself
away from the services of the Lord. For all your stiff
pride, and your carnal sins. For walking the way God
never meant a woman to walk and spending your time
on foolishness, instead of bending your neck in meek-
ness before the Lord.’

“Maizie said to him, ‘God himself meant for me to
paint, or he wouldn’t have put it in my heart. And
paint I will. If my husband doesn’t forbid it, what
right is it of yours to do so? I thought you came to
comfort us and to give us help.

““This is blasphemy,’ he said, and he began to exhort
her. He told her God would take her child away unless
she promised to give up the work that was an offense
in his nostrils, and never touch a brush again. If she
would promise to live as other women did, and not
spend herdayspainting, and study-
ing plants, and walking in the fields
alone, and doing all these ungodly
things, that the Lord might spare
the life of her child, and the whole
community from death and sor-
row. If she didn’t, God would take
Paul away from her to punish her.”

“Oh, no,” I said, and Mrs. Ashe
said yes, that was what he said.

“He got down on his knees and
prayed for her soul, and he meant
it. He scared me to death. I
begged Maizie to make the prom-
ise, and John came in and begged
her. She stood looking down at
little Paul, where he burned with
the fever, and a strange light came
to her face. She was so beautiful
that it was almost impossible to
believe it. She looked like she could see something
none of the rest of us could see—like she could see
right into heaven. And then we were all so excited,
she said, in a calm practical tone of voice:

“‘No. I cannot do that. God doesn’t want me to.
I'll go on with my work as long as I can. I am not
aware of any sin. I've done what I was put in the
world to do and I'll do it always.’

“No one could budge her,” Mrs. Ashe said. “And
that night the little boy died.”

E SAT insilence and in the stove the ashes fell, a
soft sound but plainly heard. After a little while,
Mrs. Ashe sighed and took up her teacup.

“So I never got my plates,” she said.

“But,” I protested. “I thought—"

“No,” Mrs. Ashe told me gently. ‘“After it was all
over Maizie never painted again. And she never had
another child. I was there when the child died, and
John Krespy turned to his wife and said, ‘I hope you'll

never rue your bargain.” She gave a kind of cry and
fell on the floor. It seemed the last hand had turned
on her. John lifted her, and he wept, and begged her
to forget what he had said, that he was wild with fright,
but she never forgot. She just kind of went down, after
that. She let her girl go and tried to do her own work,
but she wasn’t much of a hand at it. She’d sit and
dream. She lived about ten years, but it was as though
she had died that night.

“Of course, we were all horrified, and then, after the
Reverend Talbort was gone, for he went just a little
while later, people began to say he took too much on
himself. Dr. Thompson said nothing could have saved
the child, and it was a shame. People began to feel
sorry for her and ashamed of the way they’d done,
and they said as much, and paid more attention to
her—but she didn’t know it, for she was living all
alone. And John did everything for her—everything,
but he couldn’t reach her, either. I know when
the Moore girl wanted to go away and study sing-
ing, people at the Ridge said she’d ought to go if she
had a good voice, that it was the thing to do, and
they told her mother not to hold her back or she
might get like Maizie Krespy, whose heart was broken.”

“Yes,” I said, “they were sorry.”

“After Maizie died,” Mrs. Ashe went on, “‘everyone
always talked about her as if she’d been a saint, and
the other ladies were glad they hadn’t done what Mrs.
Demerest did, for they were proud of her chiny. and
loved to show it, and say, ‘Maizie Krespy made it for
me before her trouble.” John married again, but it was
always Maizie he loved. His second wife had several
children, and John educated them, bo-'s and girls alike.
But when he was old, he talked about Maizie all the
time, as though there’d never really been anybody
else in his life.”

RS. ASHE looked at me. “I always thought when
I looked at her pictures, or used her cups, that
Maizie was a martyr, like. You think that’s silly of me?
Sometimes when I read your stories in the papers and
think how proud your man is about your writings and
how. when the Reverend McLaughlin had his lectures
on Hilltown, he put your picture on the slide right in
church, along with some of the old settlers, and with
Miss Wing who sings on the concert stage, I think
about Maizie, and how, if she were living now, every-
body’d think she was wonderful and be right proud of
her instead of telling little mean lies and letting on that
she gave her dishes away and stuff like that.”

“No,” I said, “I don’t think that’s silly, at all. I
think it was all too cruel for any words.”

“Life is cruel, for those that are different,” Mrs.
Ashe answered philosophically, and I rose to go. I
walked home slowly in the deepening twilight. A great
star hung in the west, glowing with beauty, and I
thought how the ancients believed that the souls of
the truly great went out into the stars.

I was absent-minded at the sup-
per table. The children were all
full of talk about their own af-
fairs, and I noticed my husband
looking at me now and then. After
the dishes were done, I helped
Martha with her Latin—strange
how I can translate Casar now,
and couldn’t when I was in school.
I heard the boy’s spelling words
and took a splinter out of Ann’s
thumb. After they were all in bed,
we sat down by the fire in the liv-
ing room and read.

“Been writing today?” my hus-
band asked. “What are you doing?”

I looked at him curiously. He
often asks me that. He always
reads my stuff, right off the type-
writer, and his comments are
shrewd and worth attention.

“Why do you ask me?” I wanted to know. “You
often ask me that.”

* “Because,” he said, “you’re always happy when
vou’re working. You thrive—we all thrive—when
your own work is coming good. You looked kind of
sorrowful tonight, and I wondered if you were due for
a dry spell. I always feel sorry for you when you get
a dry spell. You know I've planned more than once
to arrange my own work so that you could have a trip
of some kind when you were stuck.”

“T've been up to Mrs. Ashe’s for tea,” I told him.
“She was telling me about a cousin of Luther’s, Maizie
Krespy, one of a whole series of forgotten women who
were sacrificed, all so that some day a man might sit
before his own fire and make just such a remark as
you have just made, to his wife. In a way, they died
for us. We have forgotten them too easily. We ought
to wear their names upon our hearts and remember
them always in our prayers.”
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Here is an answer that sets these questions at rest. It provides
an intelligent understanding of the real nature of this common
difficulty, and the approved methodof combating it.

LACKHEADS are not “just dirt”—that is, dirt
from the outside.

Did you ever press a blackhead out? Behind that
black speck on the surface came a little plug of cheesy
matter. That cheesy matter consisted of thickened se-
cretions from the oil glands inside your skin. It choked
and clogged the pore opening just like a tiny cork. Till
finally outside dirt lodged in it—You had a blackhead!
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Proper cleansing will remove that blackhead. Cleans-
ing and stimulating will prevent new blackheads.

Have you ever tried the Pond’s way of dealing with
blackheads?

With clean finger tips, spread Pond’s Cold Cream
liberally over your face—pat it in briskly till it has made
your skin warm and supple. Pond’s sinks deep into the
pores and softens the thickened accumulations in them.
Wipe the cream and loosened dirt off. Then, with a clean
cloth, gently press the blackhead out.

That is all! Do not force it. Do not break the skin.

Do not use your bare fingers. A stubborn blackhead is
better left alone. Or it may yield after hot cloths have
been applied to the face, to relax the pores further. You
can close the pores, after this, by bathing the face with
cold water, or rubbing it with ice.

Now this rousing Pond’s treatment does more than
clear the pores. It invigorates the underskin! Stirs the
circulation. Wakes up the faulty oil glands. Brings back
snap to weakening fibres. As the underskin functions
actively again, further clogging of the pores is avoided.
Your skin keeps clear, fresh, transparent.
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Under Skin

Not only blackheads, but practically all the common
skin faults have their start in the underskin.

Blemishes, enlarged pores, even lines and sagging
tissues—you can ward them all off with the steady use

of Pond’s Cold Cream.

EVERY NIGHT, give your skin this pore-deep cleansing
and underskin stimulation. It flushes out of the pores
every speck of dirt and make-up, as well as waste
matter from within given off through the skin.

IN THE MORNING and the daytime before making up,
freshen and invigorate your skin again with a deep-skin
Pond’s treatment. It leaves your skin satiny so it takes
yourmake-upevenly, holdsyourpowdersmoothand long.

Just send for the special tube offered below, contain-
ing enough Pond’s Cold Cream for nine treatments.
See your skin grow clearer, fresher, smoother—free from
lines and blemishes.

Pond’s is absolutely pure. Germs cannot live in it.

The Underskin—where
skin faults begin

1f youcouldsee through
the epidermis into your
underskin, you would
discover a network of
tiny blood vessels,
nerves, fibres, fat and
muscle tissues, oil and
sweat glands. When
these 8grow sluggish,
look out for skin faults.

LINES form here when oil glands underneath fail to
nourish, and the underskin grows thin and wasted.

2. PORES stretch and grow larger when clogged by
impurities from inside the skin.

3. BLACKHEADS form when the pores remain clogged
with thickened secretions from within the skin.

4. BLEMISHES follow when the clogging accumulations
are not removed from the pores.

5. DRY SKIN occurs when oil glands slow up, cease to
supply the oils that make skin soft and supple.

6. TISSUES SAG when circulation slows, under tissues

grow thin, nerve and muscle fibres lose their snap.

Marjorie Gould Drexel

now Mrs. John Murton Gundry, Jr.,
daughter of Mr. and Mrs, Anthony J.
Drexel and granddaughter of the late
George Jay Gould, says: “Pond’s Cold
Cream is all I need to keep my skin in
perfect condition. It cleanses every
pore and smooths away tired lines. I
am never without it—even for a day.”

Mail this Coupon—for Generous Package!
POND’S, Dept. J40, Clinton, Conn.

I enclose 10¢ (to cover postage and packing) for special tube of Pond’s
Cold Cream, enough for 9 treatments, with generous samples of 2 other
Pond’s Creams and § different shades of Pond’s Face Powder.

Name =

Street.

i P Stare________
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“I'm sorry, but Anneis in bed. She has the sniffles and
Ican’t let her go to school or play with anybody until

she is well again.”

ISE mother. She

knows that sniffles
may be the forerunner of any
one of severalinfectious diseases
and she helps to protect other
people’s children while she
protects her own.

A mild case of sniffles may seem
so unimportant at first that
little or no attention is paid to
it, but it may be the warning
symptom of a threatened at-
tack of measles, whooping
cough, scarlet fever, diphtheria
or influenza. These diseases,
combined, cause about one
in every five deaths of
children between the ages
of one and nine.

The child who is “coming
down” with one of these
diseases is likely to spread
the germs in class at school
or to give them to other
children at play.

An attack of measles may
be a simple affair, soon
over; but sometimes it
causes serious complica-

tions — injured eyesight, deaf-
ness. Whooping cough may so
reduce resistance that the child
is more susceptible to pneumo-
nia or tuberculosis. Scarlet
fever frequently affects the
kidneys and ears. All of these
diseases—including diphtheria
—may affect the heart and leave
it permanently weakened.

If your boy or girl seems well
one day and develops a case of
sniffles the next, the child
should be kept at home under
closeobservation and should not
be permitted to play out-
of -doors or withother chil-
dren. Ifthereisnoimprove-
ment within twenty-four
hours and the child is fe-
verish, send for the doctor.

Any or all of the follow-
ing booklets will be mailed
freeonrequest:“Measles,”
“Whooping Cough,”
“Scarlet Fever,” “Diph-
theria,” “Colds, Influenza,
Pneumonia.” Address
Booklet Department
935-M.

MEeTrOPOLITAN LIFE INSURANCE CoOMPANY

FREDERICK H. ECKER, PRESIDENT ~. ONE MADISON AVENUE, NEW YORK, N. Y.

© 1935 u. L 1 co.
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for two months, and see what it does
to you. Think it over a while, Wally.”

“You talk as if I didn't want to
come,” Wally said. “I’ll come, some-
time. But I've got other things to
do just now.”

“All right,” Click said in despair.
“T'll get the epitaph ready. You'll
never go. You're a good man lost.”

“T'll go sometime.” Wally said de-
terminedly. “You wait and see.”

“Yes. you'll go.” Click said scorn-
fully. “You'll go in your dreams,
when you’re an old man. listening to
an old lady whine—" There was a
huskiness in his voice, and his eyes
ached.

It was impossible for him to be
decent to little Suzie. He wanted to
ignore her, but that gave him no
comfort, so he stumbled over her
and pretended she had pursued him.

“Don't come sniffing and smiling
around me,” he said. “Go pick on
somebody your own size.”

“Don’t scold me. Click.” she said.
“I tried so hard not to love him. I
fought it off from the first minute I
saw him.”

“All the time I was trying to per-
suade you to be nice to him. I sup-
pose,” Click said bitterly. “Listen.
Suzie. He’ll be no good to you. He's
got jobs to do. He'll just break
vour heart. Once a boy gets a whiff
of the map in his nostrils, he never
gets over it. I'm thinking of your
own good, honey.”

“Funny thing.” she said. “Wally
does the same thing to you that he
does to me. We both want to take
care of him. You want to look out
for his ambition and his success, and
I want—1I just want him.”

“Let’s talk about things,” he said.
“You know what newspaper mar-
riages are, Suzie. You don’t want
that. You deserve something better.”

“There’s nothing better than Wal-
ly,” she said. “I'd scrub for him;
I'd learn to cook, or let him beat me
if it made him happy. I'd do any-
thing—except one thing. I'd never
interfere with what’s good for him.”

This last was so unexpected that
Click felt a lump under his Adam’s
apple. But just when he was begin-
ning to feel tender, she made him
suddenly see red. “As for newspaper
marriages,” she said, “we’ll never
have that, you know. Wally may
develop into almost anything. He
might even go into advertising.” She
looked at Click as if she expected
him to be pleased with her ambitions,
but he was beyond speech. For those
are fighting words to a newspaper
man of the old school.

ROM then on it was open warfare

between them. Click knew that the
longer they delayed, the more nebu-
lous distance seemed. And Suzie was
so immediate, and so desirable.

So Click, pacing his floor and think-
ing dismally, came to a drastic deci-
sion. He seized the telephone and
long-distanced the Allied office.

“Listen, Spike, how about?”

*Same old stall,” Spike said. “We’ll
send you when we can, Click.”

“How much will expenses take?”
Click knew they were words which
would snap a trap around his own
absurd savings. Well, who on earth
ever heard of a newspaper man with
any savings?

“Coupl’ thousand anyway. we fig-
ure.”” Spike said. “It’ll be worth it.
if the story’s any good—but the boss
won’t take a chance just now.”

“How about me taking the chance?”
Click said. “T’ll put up the expense.
and you pay me back if the story’s
what I say it is.”

“Great. but where’d you get two
thousand dollars?” Spike asked.

“Never mind that. I've saved cig-
arette coupons for years for this mo-
ment.” He tried to laugh and sound
casual. “One thing more” he said.
“T’d like this kept confidential. To-
morrow you send me a telegram giv-
ing us the assignment, and saying
you're wiring expenses. Okay?”

This telegram would be something
definite, as definite as the caressing
voice of little Suzie Malloy. This
was something Wally had wanted
since he was a kid. and he’d wanted
Suzie only two months. It looked so
certain that Click even allowed him-
self the luxury of feeling a little
sorry for her.

When the telegram arrived every-
one in the city room was aware of it.
Reporters stood around with their
mouths open, but Wally looked a lit-
tle stunned. Click ran around wild.
There was a big blot of silence where
Suzie Malloy stood, looking very
small and pale.

“Hey. pack your typewriter. boy.”
Click said. throwing his arm around
Wally. “We're going places at last.
And nothing’s going to stop us. once
we wind her up. Let’s go out and
eat. and send the wire to Spike.”

“You come out and have dinner
with us. Suzie.” Wally said. in a dry
voice. “We'd planned to eat togeth-
er, Click.”

When they were outside the build-
ing Wally said. “Let’s talk it over. -
No use sending the wire just yet.”

“Okay. boy. Hard to realize it's
true at last,” Click said cheerfully.

T WAS just dusk. with lights com-

ing on like big flowers in the dark-
ness. Click steered the three of them
over toward the harbor. They strode
along, and little Suzie ran between
them, double-stepping sometimes to
keep up with them.

“She’s such a good little young-
ster,” Click thought, “I hate to see
her hurt. But men must work—"

Many and many a night he and
Wally had walked up and down the
docks, smelling the sea, talking about
where Click had been, and where
they’d both go some day. And now
they had their chance.

“Cut yourself a slice of geography,”
Click said, stretching out one skinny
arm. “Boy, we're lucky.”

“Too lucky,” Wally said. “Too
double-faced lucky.” They were all
quiet a moment, and Click pretended
not to know what he meant. He took
a deep breath, and plunged into talk.
Stray facts about this story, the Ma-
yan gold fished up at night from
lagoons where it had lain for two
thousand years!

“We'll run along the Equator, and
try to find that imaginary lion the
geographies mention.” he said jaun-
tily, but his fingers were cold in his
pockets. “We’ll be living stories, and
home-ridden men all over the world
will read ’em and be envying us. Men
kept home by tonsil operations and
baby food, and one thing or another.”

A crumpled smelly newspaper came
blowing down the dock, and tackled
Wally’s ankle like a silent argument.
Suzie picked it up and gave it to him.

“Think of it, darling,” she said.
“Lovers will be standing on dis-
tant docks all over the world, talking
about their plans, and being happy.
And your story may come blowing

[Continued on page 30]
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is the pause that will refresh

you at home

Child’s play is often mother’s work. And these little human dynamos
can outlast you every time. So here’s another job where a pause for the
wholesome energy-giving refreshment of ice-cold Coca-Cola helps a

lot. It is so easy to order by the case (24 bottles) from your dealer.

Coca-Cola is a pure drink of wholesome, natural products, with no artificial

flavor or coloring ... complying with pure food laws all over the world.

ICE-COLD COCA-COLA IS EVERY PLACE ELSE; IT BELONGS IN YOUR ICE-BOX AT HOME
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Keep your teeth Brighter with
Colgate’s Dental Cream—and
Keep your Breath Sweet, too!

YEs—that's the latest word of au-
thorities on the subject! Most bad
breath comes from the same thing that
causes dull, dingy teeth—and much
tooth decay!

That is—*half-clean” teeth! Unre-
moved food deposits in the crevices
between and around the teeth!

Plainly—it is not enough to merely
*“‘cover up’* such trouble. The safe, surc
way to avoid bad breath is to remove the
cause—by regular, thorough cleansing
with Colgate’s Dental Cream.

Why Dentists Advise Colgate’s

This toothpaste makes a special pene-
trating foam which gets into all hidden
crevices of the mouth. Food deposits—
between the teeth or elsewhere in the
mouth—are emulsified, washed away.
Every surface of every tooth is thor-
oughly cleaned—the cause of bad breath
removed.

Youknow, from the clean, fresh feel of
your mouth after each brushing, that
your breath is pure, sweet, inoffensive.

At the same time, a soft, grit-free in-
gredient gently and safely polishes tooth
enamel. Stubborn stains disappear. The

20¢
LARGE SIZE

Giant Size, over J2
twice as much, J

natural lustre of your teeth is restored.
Your teeth look cleaner, brighter by the
time you have used a single tube.

Colgate’s Dental Cream costs less per
brushing than any other leading tooth-
paste. And regular use of it gives you
both cleaner, brighter teeth and a pure,
sweet breath. Every tube is guaranteed
as described below. Get a tube today!

IF YOU PREFER POWDER. . Colgate's Dental
Powder gives you rhe same amazing results, sells
at the same bow, money-saving prices and carries
the same double-yonr-money-back guarantee.

DOUBLE YOUR MONEY BACK!

Get one tube of Colgate’s Dental
Cream.Brushyourteeth with it at least
twice a day, two minutes each time.
When the tube is empty, consult your
mirror. If you do not agree that your
teeth are cleaner, brighter, your
breath purer, send the empty tube to
Colgate's, Jersey City, N. J., and we'll
refund TWICE what you paid|

VISIT YOUR DENTIST
EVERY SIX MONTHS!
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along to them—just as these stories
come blowing along to us. . .."”

“Yep,” Wally said, almost angrily.
“We'll write swell yarns. The Allied
wires will feed ’em out. The presses
will groan over ’em. and people on
street cars going home will read ’em.”
Suddenly he stopped and shook the
bedraggled newspaper in Click’s face.
“Pretend we've gone, and come back
again,” he said. “And there it is.
written and finished. What of it?”

“Well. what of anything?” Click
said, with a short laugh. “If it comes
to that.”

“What’s it amount to?" Wally
cried. “All this fuss and noise about
writing. And when you've found the
one right word. and gloated over it,
and written it down, somebody wraps
fish in it.”

“Listen. Wally.” Click said piti-

fully. “You’ve not been sleeping. or.

something. Don’t be an eggplant.”

“All right.” Wally said. “That’s
just the point. I'm all through being
one. Why, one misspelled love let-
ter is worth more than everything the
Allied wire spits out in a month. . . ."”
His voice was as rough as a sob.

“I want you to go.” Suzie said un-
expectedly. from her part of the dark-
ness. T want vou to go and forget
all about me. Wally."”

“I can't do that”” Wally said.
“You've got into me. Suzie. and
there's just nothing I can do about
it. Here I am having what I've
wanted all my life. offered to me, and
I'd rather have you.”

“I'd rather you went and missed
me.” Suzie said steadily. “than stayed
with me wishing you'd gone.”

O CLICK. sunk in despair now.

this suddenly sounded like the an-
swer. He straightened his shoulders
and thought a minute. Old Shaw had
said it when he remarked that there
were but two tragedies in life; one
when you don’t get what you want;
and the other when you do. Swiftly
he reorganized his plans. Wally would
stay home and get himself good and
sick of being happy and domestic. It
would mean nothing more serious
than delay. . . . Click felt gay and
free now; he could afford to be gen-
¢rous.

He turned suddenly and grinned
at them. “Hey. kids. you don’t have
to choose.” he said. “You can have
hoth, son. Live dangerously for the
next six months. and then sometime
later we’ll go out, if Suzie will let us,
and do our job.”

“You're sure you want that. dear-
est>” Suzie said, and then she put
her face against Wally’s coat and
wept, and he promised and promised.

“Listen, you two,” Click said.
“What's the use of wasting time?
Why don’t we all get married to-
night. and start living this wonder-
ful life you tell me about?”

They looked at him as if he had
offered them the universe.

“I'll make the arrangements,” Click
said. “Often a best man, but never
a world traveler.” He screwed up his
face in what he hoped looked like a
grin. Then he dashed around and
phoned and telegraphed, while Wally
and Suzie followed in a daze.

But somehow they were married,
and Click went home to bed, weary
and sad, but not by any means

defeated. He'd learned from Suzie
how to manage Wally. It would take
less than six months, probably.

HE first few weeks it did look

pretty discouraging. because theyv
were so disgustingly happy. Wally'd
stop in the middle of a good story to
call up Suzie. He went around with a
bunch of celery sticking out of his
pocket, and sent the office boy out to
pay the gas bill. like any other hum-
drum married man.

But Click bore it somehow. re-
minding himself that nothing wears
people out like too much happiness.
“Once it dawns on ’em they’ve got
the whole rest of their lives to gaze
at each other.” he said gloomily to
himself, “Wally’ll start looking
around.”

And sure enough, Wally did start
looking around. He began staying
late. talking with Click the way he
used to talk. wild and excited. Pic-
tures to be taken. words to be writ-
ten, and the world calling.

“Let’s us get up a good assign-
ment somewhere. Click,” he said
sheepishly one night.

“What for?” Click said cautiously.
“We're doin’ all right.”

“There’s things to see.” Wally said.

“Oh, I don’t know.” But he be-
gan talking about that story in Brazil.

“It’s still there. I guess.”” Click
said indifferently. “But what d’you
care? You're married. . . .”

“What's that got to do with it?”
Wally asked belligerently.

“Well. you wouldn't want to leave
Suzie. You got things at home to
keep you.”

“Suzie'd be all right. You act as
if we lived in the pioneer days or
something. We've got a lifetime
ahead of us together. haven't we?"

But Click skillfully changed the
subject, talking tiresomely about the
tame happenings of their own city.
even asking about the Sunday night
suppers Suzie, a model of wifeliness,
exchanged with stodgy neighbors.

“What's the matter with you,
Click? Getting old?> Let’s work up
something with Spike Murphy, be-
fore you ossify in your boots.”

“What for?” Click dared to say.
“When it’s all written, what’s it
amount to anyway? A few columns
for people to skim through, and then
something to wrap sausage in.” And
then he had the exquisite joy of see-
ing Suzie's system work for him, for
here was Wally working himself into
a frenzy trying to convince him of
the very thing he'd planned. It was
too easy, really.

So at last. practically forced to by
Wally, Click sent off the telegram
querying Spike Murphy again. Suzie.
disarmed by the stupefying months
of having her own way. didn't even
bother finessing. In fact. she hur-
ried Wally off by doing everything
she could to keep him from wanting
to go. She kept pointing qut how
happy they were, quite forgetting
what she’d once known so well. And
that is that the answer to any too-
positive statement becomes, “Yes,
but. . . ." It's that combative thing
in human nature that has dragged the
race up from one fallacy to another.

“You might as well make the best
of it, Suzie. old girl.” Click said con-
solingly. “Let him go. He’ll miss
you like the devil, and that’s better
than having him here with you, wish-
ing he was somewhere else.”” But
Suzie had forgotten that she ever
knew such reasoning. She wanted
him home, because ships sometimes
sink, and reptiles bite, and there may
be beautiful maidens in Brazil.

“I've got to think of something,”
she told Click. “I've done everything

| Continued on page 33]



In writing “Anna Karenina®, the great
novelist Tolstoi searched the hidden
heart of a woman — more deeply, more
pitilessly, yet more understandingly, than
any man had ever done. Now that story
reaches the screen in all its power, with
all its deep emotion. Only one actress
could adequately play it. No routine pro-
duction could do it justice. It called for a
Garbo —and for a production as sincerely
authentic as that of “David Copperfield.”

BARTHOLOMEW

(YOU REMEMBER HIM AS “DAVID COPPERFIELD")

IN CLARENCE BROWN'S PRODUCTION OF

*ANNA KARENINA

with MAUREEN O'SULLIVAN *+ MAY ROBSON - BASIL RATHBONE
A METRO-GOLDWYN-MAYER PICTURE - PRODUCED BY DAVID O. SELZNICK
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CHEVROLET

SOLID STEEL TURRET-TOP
BODY BY FISHER
SAFETY PLATE GLASS
KNEE-ACTION COMFORT AND SAFETY
WEATHERPROOF CABLE-CONTROLLED BRAKES




USE Lemon, instead of vinegar, in
your mayonnaise and other salad
dressings. All famous chefs employ
lemon because it brings out the hid-
dengoodnessin salad ingredients and

blends them as they should be.

Try it next time. Write for Feece
@oo&let, €200 Sunkist Recipes for
Every Day.” Sunkist, Sec. 609, Box
530, Station C, Los Angeles, Calif.

Copyright, 1935, Califurnia Fruit Growers Fxchange
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I could think of to make him want to
stav home. I've reallv made mvseli
sick worrying about it.”” But she kept
right on with her mistake. lacing him
in tighter and tighter with the well-
known home ties.

“When vou're an old lady. I'll tell
vou a sure-fire trick about handling
men.” Click said. “It's a secret I
learned from a woman. once.” He
knew he was skating on thin ice, but
even o he couldn't resist cutting a
figure eight; after all. Suzie had
caused him plenty of grief. But it
looked now as if she had finished,
and nothing could stop them.

T LAST they had the assignment

again in their pockets. and Wally

was wild with excitement. They sat

up half the night talking and talking,

the way they had once. It seemed even

more wonderful. for all the hazards
their companionship had weathered.

But suddenly everything collapsed.
Click had gone over to New York to
arrange the final details; Wally was
to come the next day. But when
Click got down to the Allied oftice,
there was a telegram for him: he
knew when he saw it that something
terrible had happened. and just on
the off chance he said, “Damn that
little Suzie.”

“Well,” he said desperately to him-
self. tearing it open. “"if he's decided
we have to drag Suzie along, Il
make the best even of that. some-
how.”

But it was worse than that. even.
Wally said. "Get somebody else. boy.

THE FIRST LADY

[Beginning on page 4]

Chicago, because Mrs. Roosevelt,
who had known and worked with her
for years, picked her to help run her
husband's pre-convention campaign.

Since everybody has to be explained
in terms of the new psychology, it
may as well be pointed out that Elea-
nor Roosevelt underwent a frightfully
repressed bringing up and probably
suffered from an inferiority complex,
due to not being pretty. Two years
ago she published her father's letters,
and in her own annotations recalled a
visit she paid to Hyde Park at the age
of two—that being the famous oc-
casion on which Franklin, aged four
crawled around the nursery carrying
her on his back.

“I am told that I was sent down at
tea time to the library in a starched
white frock and stood bashfully by
the door until my mother saw me and
called. ‘Come in. Granny.” She al-
ways called me that, for T was a
solemn child, without beauty and
painfully shy., and I seemed like a
little old woman entirely lacking in
the spontaneous joy and mirth of
vouth. My father was always de-
voted to me, however. and as soon
as I could talk I went into his dress-
ing room every morning and chat-
tered to him, often shaking my finger
at him as vou can see in the portrait
of me at the age of tive, which we still

More important matters keep me at
home. Love and kisses.”

Click saw red then. He strode into
a telephone booth and called their
house long distance. The sweet little
voice of Suz'e herself answered.

“What's all this about?” he
shouted.

“Oh. Click. I'm so happv.” she
said. “I thought and thought about
what vou said. I knew you wanted
to help me.”

~What did T sav?" he asked wildly.

“That secret wvou said vou'd tell
me some day about keeping Wally at
home.”

“Oh. that,” he said heavily.

“It's a man biting a doz. honey.”
she said. and her voice was all trem-
bling. and Click felt that silly lump
coming up in his throat. the way it
did when he was disgusted at maud-
lin happiness. “\When a man holds a
baby. that's a nuisance,” she said,
“but when a baby holds a man, that’s
news. . ..”

Click couldn't think of anything
to sav. Perspiration broke out on
his head. Suddenly he remembered
that shadow on the snow, Suzie and he
walking along, looking like a man
and his little boy going home to-
gether.

She was saying in her smallest,
most pathetic voice, “I wish you didn't
have to be so far away, Click. . . .”

“Don’t ask me to stay home,” he
warned her gruffly.

“T wouldn't dream of it,” she said.
with certainty. “You've got to go,
Click. It's vour _]Ob and you've sim-
ply got to go . . ."”

“I do. huh? \\'ell, who says so?
What's the rush? I'll go next year. or
sometime. Don't think you can make
me go to Brazil, if I don't want to. I'm
coming home and crochet bootees.”

“Oh. Click.” she said in a little
sob. "vou're my best friend. You al-
ways help me get what I want.”

“T guess that’s about right, honey,”
he said dismally.

have. I even danced for him, intoxi-
cated by the pure joy of motion.
twirling round and round until he
would pick me up and throw me into
the air and tell me I made him dizzy.”

Her mother, one of the lovely Hall
sisters, came of a family which
thought that to be beautiful was the
first duty of daughters. Her father,
the gay and dashing and warm-
hearted Elliott, was “the one great
love of my life as a child.” Both
parents were dead by the time she
was ten, and her maternal grand-
mother tried hard to jam the re-
luctant Eleanor into the mold of a
young lady of fashion. She still re-
calls how she was made to practise
walking with a cane hooked behind
her elbows. to develop the proper
pouter-pigeon thrust.

N HER early teens this lonely and

little-understood child was sent to
England to school. and there came
under the influence of an amazing
school-mistress. Mlle. Souvestre. In
the late nineties this Frenchwoman
dared to believe that women had
minds and were meant to use them.
dared to hate war and the one-sided
distribution of the world's goods. She
was probably the first human being
who fully appreciated Eleanor. She
turned her loose in her own library.
During the holidays she took her to
the Continent and showed her what
slums were like; infected her with
her own impatience for a better world.
Under this inspiration, Eleanor came
home to New York filled with youth-
ful ardor for reform. She lived in a
settlement house for awhile. and

| Continned on page 61
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I'm going to sponsor a race—Debby adding a sum and
you doing a bit of needle work.”

He looked at her sharply, but her merry eyes were
tender—as tender for Stuart as for her beloved Debby:.

There was the miracle of this sun-faced child; she
possessed a warm impulsive sweetness that shone
through beauty, and stirred the heart. She was the one
member of his family who pleased Stuart. Brub was
only in the grubworm stage yet; but Chris was magnif-
icent with her ease and poise and vivid personality.
There were things ahead of her, if only she did not fol-
low the Progress tendency to destroy herself. He felt
the responsibility of her heavily, for who could know
the heart of so gay-spirited and fine-spun a girl.

“If Deborah was the slightest help to me in rearing
these children. How should I be expected to know any-
thing about girls? I don’t know much about boys. I
never was,” thought Stuart, “but one of them.”

“I'm going out to Dale’s,” announced Chris, pausing
in the door. “Why don’t you come too, Debby? We're
making a rock garden.”

Deborah wanted to. “But I've letters to write.” She
changed this hurriedly to, “I must answer Aunt Lou’s
birthday card. And besides the man from . . .. and
then it's Saturday. . . .”

She knew it wasn’t the slightest good trying to fool
Stuart about the letter; he saw straight through the
tissue paper of her mind. So she tried to make it look
as if the letter were of no particular importance by get-
ting the garden shears and the rose basket and going
down the side steps into the flower garden. But not too
far away from the house to hear the telephone if it
rang. Her days were composed of wild races; getting to
the telephone before Stuart did, getting to the door
before Stuart did, getting the letters in the mail box
before Stuart did.

Only at night, alone in darkness, did Deborah dare
to have her own thoughts. And then they were follow-
ing a shabby figure as it wandered from town to
town. . . .

HRIS’S car spun down the drive; Deborah’s footfall
faded along the garden path. Stuart sat in his study.

And now a strange sound smote his ear: accurately
placed footsteps coming with a measured and hollow
caution down the stairs. and another figure passed
through the shaft of light, getting out of the house
without Stuart knowing. . . .

Stuart let him win the lower hall.

“Brub!”

Victory went out of the feet. Brub’s knces went
limp. His shoulders gave up.

“Yes, sir.”

“Where are you heading now?”

“Well, T just....”

“That boat again?”

“Well, I just—he’s got it out there. We weren't
gonna sail. but only clean her up. She’s tied to the pier.”

“After all that’s been said about
that boat.”

“I said I wouldn’t sail on it. You
didn’t say you didn’t want me to
sit on the boat. You said you didn’t
want me to sail, and I said I
wouldn't sail,” protested Brub elab-
orately. “We're just gonna sit
there,” he burst out desperately,
“and clean her up. Can’t I even
do that?”

Stuart only looked at him.

Brub was near to tears. Some
boys went past, and shouts of free-
dom came like little clear puffs of
smoke, and Brub craned his neck
to see, and then turned a tragic
face to Stuart. “Well, do I go or
not?”

Stuart only looked at him.

He would have flung himself on the floor in the wild-
est weeping, but Stuart’s contempt of tears held Brub’s
shoulders pinned to the stiff air. His face. with misery
painted on fatness, went through a struggle so gigantic
that it ceased to resemble itself.

“You gave me your word. If I can’t depend on your
word, Robert, what can I depend on? Must I take to
locking you in your room?”

The face had won its battle. Still keeping his shoul-
ders straight Brub went slowly down the hall. He went
out to the side steps where he couldn't be seen from
the street and dropped down.

Presently another bunch passed and stopped, and
Brub heard the familiar whistle. He crouched lower
so they would not see him. They whistled again, and
Floyd called before they trailed noisily off. Floyd
would wait for him a while on the pier, and then he'd
get another kid. The chain rattling. the white sail leap-
ing to life. You lay on your back and moved like the
wind between the hlue sky and the blue lake. The drip

DRUMS OF THE NIGHT

[Beginning on page 7]

of the water, washing in small eddies about the bow;
a silver fish making a silver flip. He and Floyd a part
of this. Two pals.

Floyd had chosen him. Floyd was older and he didn’t
traffic much with the little fellows; his gang was the
big boy gang. They’d all been coming off the boat last
Saturday—that was before this boy had had to go and
get himself drowned—and Floyd called out, “Brub,
you come back next Saturday and help me fix this
center board before we take ’er out.” And now Floyd
was there waiting for him, and Floyd would never again
ask Brub to do anything with him.
He put his head down on his knees.

Deborah spoke softly above the
bowed head. “Why don’t you go
up to see Susie.” Susie was his
girl.

But this was a day of tragedy.
I showed there this morning. She
wouldn’t come out.”

Presently a small. defiant, fiery
figure stood in Stuart’s door, eye-
ing him unhappily. “Well, then. do
vou care if I go out to Dale’s?”

Dale again. They’re never satis-
fied to stay at home. It’s always
Dale’s. He spoke with irritation.
“You know very well I don’t care
if you go to Dale’s. If you can
find somebody to take you out
there.”

That would be easy, Brub told him, and disappeared
quickly.

Stuart’s thoughts now went to Dale—that younger
brother who had so amazed and disappointed him.
“The families of other men—Iless worthy men—don't
act like this. What's the matter with mine? Throwing
away all their chances . . .. Deborah . ... and then
Dale.” He had been so proud of Dale; proud of his
work in the bank, for Dale rose rapidly; then, a year
ago, Dale had resigned his position and bought a little
place a few miles from town, built a house, and settled
down to farming on a small scale.

Incredible! It simply didn’t do to think about it.

Stuart was now a wealthy man. He owned the sky-
scraper which housed the large insurance company of
which he was virtually the head, though listed as vice-
president. He had made his fortune slow step by slow
step, and secretively. Only two men in the world knew
that he owned that building; and
no one—certainly not his family!
—oguessed the extent of his hold-
ings. He believed that Dale, from
some source in the bank there, had
found out; and at once. in the un-
ambitious, happy-hearted tradition
of the Progress men, he had tossed
up his job and retired to the coun-
try to play. Stuart was humili-
ated. But nothing he could say
had moved Dale.

Another worry. Yesterday Hol-
linsworth, president of his com-
pany, had dropped a hint. Sid, his
son. had come into the office out
of temper, banging things round.
and when he left Hollinsworth had
said, “All washed out this morn-
ing. That’s because of Chris. Did
you know . . . . she’s given Sid the air for a—/he says—
service station mechanic.”

“That can’t be true.” Stuart had answered flatly.

“Just what I told him. Young fellows in love see
red half the time.”

Stuart had forgotten it until now. His frown grew
formidable.

“I won't have it. T'll not go through tha¢ again.”

HERE'S something in this cider, Linda . ... what?

It's got a kick.”

Linda wouldn't tell. “Sugar,’” she said. twinkling.

They picked up the rock garden and ran after Linda
with it, trying to make her tell what was in the cider.
But she wouldn’t.

“Now we've got to get some order here,” shouted
Dale. “Come on everybody and get assigned jobs, so
this farm can go along with its growing.”

Lucy and Jim called out that they were planting
feathers for a chicken tree—well, anyway, a feather

duster. And North Hutchins and Sally Price kept right
on jabbing at the big Elberta in the very top of the
tree with a fishing pole.

Dale banged on the wheelbarrow with a stick.

“Jim, you and Lucy quit being funny about the
feathers and step livc,y and help Joe and Sylvia get
that rock garden back where it was., And you two,
jabbing the peach, are to help me move some shrub that
Linda wants moved. And for picking the blackeyed
peas, Philip and Grace. Oh, all right then, Mary and
—who? Who’s your lad, Mary? Hasn’t come, what?
Chris and Sid can cultivate the roses. All hands fall to,
and in just fifteen minutes I'm coming to inspect.”

With a yell they were off, dashing over the new
frames and Dale's young celery plants. This was a new
kind of party, and lately had taken the place of the
Saturday afternoon swim in the club pools or matches
on various tennis courts. They said that Dale and
Linda were the only honest to gosh people in the
world. Each of them had something of his own
growing in the ground here, and
the boys had gone up on the roof
and put the famous patch there.
Which gave the place its name. At
The Sign Of The Patched Roof.

The two Progress men could
scarcely have been taken for
brothers. Stuart was impressive,
a fine upstanding figure of a man
—a personage. Dale was slight, and
though he was eight years younger
. than Stuart—who was thirty-nine
—he had aged in some way. His
shoulders stooped and there was
gray at his temples. Yet a very
definite force and vitality were his,
and a warmth reached you from
his fine eyes; they were Progress
eyes, a deep intrepid gray, almost
slate. But the quality that warmed
you in Dale's glance, Stuart had quenched in his.

Dale Progress was loved. When he moved to the
country he did not lose his contact with life—life came
to him. It romped over his gardens—as now; it smoked
its sedate middle-aged cigars on the cool of his terrace
on summer evenings; it leaned over his fence in old
broken shoes and in a cracked voice it told him why it
was without home and loved ones. Hitch-hikers in-
variably stopped at the Sign of the Patched Roof. Stray
boys, cross country travelers, plain old bums. Some
of these stayed a week or two, helping on the place.
moved on.

“More slip-shod methods,” said Stuart, coldly dis-
approving.

HRIS and Sid Hollinsworth were cultivating the
roses. They ecach had a garden fork and Chris
worked eagerly and with enthusiasm, but Sid was bored.
“If that garden fork was a golf club,” said Chris
with scorn, it wouldn’t be so physically grilling.”
~“How soon can we cut this and get ofi somewherc
in the car?”

“Isn't this big-time sport?”

“Too slow. I like motion.”

“That's a good one. Your idea of a ride is to park.”

He smiled slowly, his eyes clinging to her. “If it's
you I'm parked with.”

She wished she didn't dislike him violently. He was
a handsome lad and most of the girls thought his
droopy eyes were thrilling.

“Look out, Sid, you’re digging up the roots.”

“What’s a root or two. Don't they have lots of
‘em?”

Out of the corner of her eye she saw a small com-
motion on the porch and the crowd there greeting
someone. A tall dark head towered over all the other
heads. Tony Darrin had arrived.

~Sid, we could do this better with a little sharp hoe
that Dale keeps in the tool room. You chase after it.”

He looked relieved. and threw down the fork. “You
mean that room with the slanting roof?” And made off.
mopping his face and neck.

She knew he would loiter in the cool tool shed, smok-
ing. talking with the boys gathered there. She glanced
toward the porch.

Tony was talking with Linda and Mary Terrill was
hanging on his arm. acting possessive. Chris saw him
take Mary's hand from his arm, and deliberately turn-
ing. search the grounds.

Her heart would make itself heard in spite of all she
could do. She bent over a rose bush, absorbed.

But when he stood beside her—"Hello, Tony. I'm
working.”

She raised her face now. Their eyes met, and the
air went up in a burst of clear white flame. His gaze
engulfed her; a slim, golden-haired girl, in a sheer
green dress.

“You do all this field work?”  [Turn to pag: 37)
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“Watch The Fords Go By”

MoRE THAN two million Ford V-8’s have been built. You see them everywhere, in city, town and country. V-8 has come to mean
Ford. ... Yet it has not been long since the V-8 car was only for the well-to-do. Its superior performance was recognized, but the
price was high. You had to pay more than $2000. . .. So the Ford Motor Company set out to build a V-8 engine within reach
of the average motorist. . . . That was something new and there were many who said it couldn’t be done. But it meant better
service to the public. Progress is always easier when you start with that idea. ... Out of it came the Ford V-8—a wholly new
kind of automobile for millions of drivers. Ford methods have made the full measure of performance, comfort, safety, beauty

and convenience —once enjoyed only by the limited few — available to all at a low price. That is the meaning of the V-8 insignia.
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DRUMS OF
THE NIGHT

[Continved from page 34]

“You can see. . . .” She held out
a hand, palm up. He bent over it,
concerned and thoughtful, smoothing
his finger along the small damp palm.

Beauty flowed through her at his
touch. She became a part of all
loveliness, all dreaming. The roses
were white and transparent with
truth at their hearts. The light from
the sun flattened down against the
sloping green lawns, in a flowing rich
luminosity. She and Tony stood on
the verge of a mighty secret, and the
next moment, the next word, might
plunge them into a totally unknown
world.

He said, “I like you pretty good in
this green dress. It’s anything but a
laboring tog.”

Their fingers, clinging, spoke. She
gave him his signal.

“Sid’s been helping me here. He’s
gone to get a hoe.” It was fun the
way you could run two lines of talk
at the same time—the unsaid line
the important one.

“Oh. ... Let’s get away.”

“Yes.” She dropped the garden
tool, and they moved together across
the melting strata of lights.

N THE car all was different. They

grew unrestrainedly happy to see
the country slip past their fenders in a
swift even going. He hegan to sing,
but he broke off to demand of her:

“Do you like that robot Sid Hol-
linsworth?” He stuck his face almost
against hers in a threatening menace.

“You almost ran over a frog when
vou did that. You can’t afford to dis-
like anyvone, can vou? He might save
vour life one dav.”

“Your uncle affords to dislike me.

“You're so bright I'm afraid you’ll
die young.”

“I pass him on the street, or right
there on the porch of his own home.
I say, ‘How are you?’ in my best
form. And the cold stare he gives
me. I need defrosting! What’s the
matter with him that he can’t love
me? I don't get it. I'm too polite to
tell him, but if he only knew it I
don’t like him either.”

“It’s my ancestor you're running
down.”

“Well, this ancestor looks too much
like an example. ‘Look on my works,
ve mighty, and despair.” When I see
him I want to say, ‘I will not.” Lead-
ing citizens get too smug. Gimme a
old tramp with flopping eyebrows and
a wind-blown grin and a glad hand
for everyone.”

“Still,” said Chris musingly. “I
wouldn’t have this cute dress if Uncle
Stuart werc a tramp. And I wouldn’t
have a pretty good car of my own.
I'd be hitch-hiking, maybe, sitting
down on the roadside to shake a peb-
ble out of my shoe.”

“That might be fun.”

“It would be, if you were there
shaking a pebble out of your shoe.”

He said loudly, “One.”

“One what?”

“I said that when you said three
nice things to me on this ride I
would kiss you. That’s one. You
have only to say two more to win
the prize.” He put an arm about her.

“The reason I don't like riding
with Sid is I have to keep saying
stop.”

He slanted a glance at her. Did
she mean anything? This woman was

decp; she kept you guessing. He said
heartily, taking his arm away, “Yeah.
That shows the bum up.”

They rode in silence while he did
a little thinking. “Listen. I want to
tell you how beautiful you are.”

She came closer now, patting his
arm encouragingly. “That’s what I
like to hear.”

“Well,” said Tony, “if there was
a meeting of, say, the League of Na-
tions, and every country’s representa-
tive had come there to get more for
his country than any other country
got; and they were fighting that out
and hopelessly deadlocked. . . . And
then if you came and sat before ’em,
and they looked at you—at that lit-
tle face that isn’t like any other face
in this whole big crazy world. . . .
why, these men would say quickly,
‘Make an equal division and give
each his share.” And they’d say, ‘We
are all humble nations, wanting to do
the square thing, wanting to be loved
by our brother nations.””

“I want to go home and look in
the mirror and see what my face
looks like.” Her words were light,
but something trembled on her lifted
face.

He waited until a man with a load
of hay was by. “You don’t have to
go home. Look in my eyes.”

“If T do I'm lost,” she thought
wildly, yearning toward the moment,
and terrified of its power over her.
She edged off into the farthest cor-
ner of the seat and put her head to
one side, and met his gaze.

At once herself was forgotten.
There was only Tony. You loved him
for his understanding, his ability to
meet every mood . . . . but to have
him look like this. And he didn’t
know it! All the girls in this town
were crying out loud about him. But
the men liked him too. It was what
Stuart had against him—his good
looks.

She had seen him, the first time,
only four weeks ago. Something had
gone wrong with her car, and an
obliging truck pushed her to the near-
est service station, which was on a
flying field. Tony came out then,
looking a little annoyed as at an in-
terruption.

He lifted the hood and said, “Who’s
been tinkering with this?”

“I have.” She came to peep inside.
“What's the matter with it?"

“The tinkering,” he said dryly.

She spoke up. “If anything gets
wrong with anything of mine I want
to understand what. But the part
that won't go is all sealed up In a
case and I can't get to it.”

“That’s why we put ’em in cases,”
he said, still not looking at her.

“We? Who is we?”

“Men. We men. We've got to
make 'em fool proof.”

“Then,” said Chris, “you’re flat,
because it's stopped. It’s supposed
to go. and it’s stopped.™

He came out of the hood and
looked at her. She gazed back, very
steadily. He had on a khaki shirt,
open at the throat, and his hair was
in his eyes. But things rose behind
him: college, and a strong arm for
polo maybe, and certainly he had been
on the crew. She began to smile, be-
cause she could name the college, and
that accounted for his accent.

But Tony Darrin was not smiling.
It had been serious with him, from
that very first glance.

TRANGE how many things got the
matter with her car after that. She
had him to herself until Hill Com-
merce brought him to a dance at the
country club. He’d been Hill's room-
mate at college. Then was the pack
at his heels.
[Continued on page 38]

THAT’S why my mother and I
like Gerber’s best. They are eco-
nomical in every way.
Gerber exclusive Shaker-Cook-
. ing saves the natural garden-
fresh color and flavor that make my
vegetables taste good.
2 Gerber methods of fixing my
« vegetables avoid preventable
lossesandsavevitaminsand minerals.
3 Every day they save my mother
« the hours she would have to
spend to shop for vegetables and
s cook and strain them athome for me.
1like this, too, because we spend the
time that'ssaved outdoors together.
4 They save money and I like
« that, too. The year round they
cost less than the money my mother
would spend buying vegetables in
the marketand cookingthemherself.

Mothers Save With Gerber's /!

Hundreds of thousands of babies
have thrived on Gerber’s in the past.
And this year’s mothers and babies
can enjoy the further benefits of the
exclusive Gerber Shaker-Cooker proc-
ess at the new low cost that Gerber
hasalso established. Ask your doctor
about these finer specially prepared

/
/
foods for your baby. Write us for ‘;
/
7
/|

the booklets decribed below.

Strained Tomatoes
...Green Beans...
Beets . . . Vegetable
Soup . .. Carrots...

Prunes ... Peas . ..
Spinach . .. 4’i-o0z.
cans, Strained Cereal
434 and 10}4-0z.cans.

& ay
Gerbers}g

|" Shaker-Cooked Strained Fi aan’s

M- -

.s.-v

MOTHERS! Send for these helpful books,

“‘Baby’s Book' — practical information on
daily care of lmi:n by Harriet
Dawis, R. N ‘Mealtime Psy-
chology,'" by Lillian B.
Storms, Ph. D.— widely dis-
tributed to mmhers by physi-
cians for its practical sugges-
rions in developing normal
eating habirs.

GerBer Propucts Co.,
FREMONT, MICHIGAN
~{In Canada: Grown and
Pa‘rﬁr’a’ &y Fine Foods of Can-
ada, Lid., Tecumseh, Ont.)
»EQ &5 Check book wanted:
2ws) [1 “"Baby’s Book.”

Enclose 10¢

0 “"Mealtime Psy-
cholegy.” FREE

i Enclose 10¢ additional if yvou wish picture
of the Gerber Baby, ready for framing.)

Name A S R e
Addrers ..o
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“I’'ve only been here
b4

a few months...but |

think I’'m going to
like it"

THE WORLD looks pretty rosy to this
littlelady.

She gets Fletcher’s Castoria for a
laxative. And she loves it! It is one
laxative every child takes willingly!

o)
© 20 7y

And that’s very important! For if a
voungster hates the taste of a laxative
and struggles against taking it, her
nerves are upset by the struggle. And
her stomach, rebelling against the fla-
vor, may be upset also!

So pleasant taste is one of the impor-
tant reasons why Fletcher’s Castoria is
the right laxative for children. ..

B

Here's another: /

Like the carefully chosen food you give
vour child—Fletcher’s Castoria is de-
signed just for a child’s system. It con-
tains no strong, purging drugs such as
some adult laxatives contain.

It is safe fordelicately-balanced
young systems. It will never, never

cause griping pain. It clears away waste
matter thoroughly but very gently.
Aud it is not habit-forming.

Whenever your youngster needs a
laxative—{rom habyhood until 11 years
old—turn to Fletcher’s Castoria. Look
for the signature Chas. Il. Fletcher. And
savemoney—huy thefamily-size bottle.

(Fr Tt Teen

CASTORIA
The Children’s

Laxative

W %,5. ! %

from babyhood to 11 years

DRUMS OF
THE NIGHT

[Continued from page 37]

She said now, for she had gone
back in her mind over all the sweet
days, the brief stolen minutes when
he cut in at dances, the rapt mo-
iments alone on some moonlit terrace.
for she was supposed to be Sid’s girl
and Sid took care oi his property.

“You've never told me how you
came to get a job at a service sta-
tion in a flying field.”

He cleared that"up. “Every time
I rode out there was some woman in
dstress. It lost me some change
once. I stopped out of courtesy to
a pretty face, and these fellows
jumped from behind a bush and
frisked me of forty cents. So after
that I took refuge behind a service
station to continue my Sir Galahad
services to women.”

“Now tell Number Two.”

“Case Number Two. My old man
heads an oil company that’s tempo-
rarily low in its mind on account of
proration, so I stepped out of col-
lege and grabbed a pick and ax.”

“How did you happen to come to
this town?”

“Case Number Three. I had spent
my inheritance in iniquity, so I got
vanished to this backwash.”

“Banished, crazy.”

“Vanished was the word I meant.

- And then, out of a fog and a rain

you drove to me.”

“I drove to the service station.
Did I know you were there?”

“You may have.”

“Careful, mister.”

He said, “You may not know it,
but we’re practically engaged. I and
you. That right?”

“Your grammar hurts my ears.
Tell me. did you get vanished from
Harvard?”

He laughed and laughed. He said,
“There's an eatery down this road,
and a kind of dumb boy who knows
how to fling pig sandwiches.”

“Let’s go there.”

They went there. They pulled in
ot the roadside stand and had a pig
sandwich and a soda, and another pig
and soda. and three cones each.

Tony said to the dumb boy. “Can
you now give us sandwiches of pickled
peacock tongue?”’

“YWhy, no, sir, I don’t believe. . ..”
He saw Tony was kidding him, and
grinned—a slow abashed grin.

He looked like Brub and he was
sweet. Everyone was sweet. This
whole world—cows breathing in a
field, an old man in a white coat
holding out popcorn sacks, and farm-
ers’ boys headed for town.

“Let’s ride and ride until we come
to some place that strikes both of
us as a good stopping place.”

“All right,” she said, “go along to
the place you’re thinking about.”

HEY rode and rode. Dusk, and

evening, and the changing air. On a
clifi above a lake he stopped. Strings
of lights outlined a bathing beach and
long piers with people on them; and
little boats putting out and putting
back with a music of young engines.
But up on this cliff it was dark and
secluded.

Now he acknowledged, “I selected
this place a week ago for us to get
engaged in.”

He took her in his arms. He
pushed back her hair and kissed her
forehead, and then her waiting lips.

His second kiss was very gentle.
He didn’t speak just at once, and
when he did his voice had grown up
to meet this new solemn situation.

“Now we’re engaged. Did you
know?"

She nodded—tears on her lashes.

He said huskily, “This is a big
thing. This is an awfully big thing.
It’s different from what happens to
most. Does this mean to you what
it means to me?”

She spoke in a passionate vowing.
“It means everything to me!”

He drew her closer, her cheek
against his cheek. “Listen, there’s
something new—something going on
out there. ...’

“I hear drums in the night. We’ve
joined a sort of chorus.”

HE darkness was alive, pouring a

power into them. They heard it
breathe under the trees and along
the shore and then out over the
water to tremble and break in a
fringe of dancing lights. The moon
came up, steadied itself in this new
world. and started on a new journey.

“We've got serious talk, Chris.
We've got problems. First, there’s
your uncle. the man who won't love
me, and because he's your uncle I've
got to be concerned. I never knew
that little curls were this soft. How
did your uncle get like he is?”

“I suppose it was because of
Debby. She’s his only sister, and
she ran away when she was very .
young and married a good-looking
stranger that nobody knew anything
about. She was so pretty and gay
and gentle and trusting, and Ben
Walton was wild about her. . ..”

“Ben’s a good fellow. You sup-
pose that’s why he's not married?”

“It might be. This Lucas De
Weese, the man she did marry, had
a fast line and the manner of a man
of the world. At first they traveled
about from city to city, living in the
most expensive hotels, and he bought
her diamonds and furs and a swank
car. Debby thought he was in busi-
ness in a big way, but he was only a
professional gambler and race track
habitué. And into. and out of, dif-
ferent get-rich-quick schemes. So
presently they were living in second-
rate boarding houses, and then tour-
ist camps. It must have been pretty
bad, because after four or five years
she wrote and asked if she might
come home for a visit.

“I was only twelve then and Brub
six. ~All that time Stuart hadn’t
written her a line—he’s the kind
who never forgives, never forgets—
but he wrote that she could come
back and take the housekeeper’s place
if she’d leave Lucas. It was sup-
posed to be a final separation, but
she’s never divorced him.”

“What became of the poor devil?”

“He’s still following races, I should
think, or promoting more schemes.
He’s heen here three or four times
to see Debby. The first time he
put up at our house, but Stuart . . .
and after that he’d get a room and
come out for a meal or two.”

“I bet that was hot for her.”

“Pretty hot. He doesn’t look like
he did ten years ago, when they mar-
ried. He’s thin and shabby and
humble. She’s always afraid he’ll
get into trouble, or that he’s ill. It
keeps her with the jitters.”

“So that's what gave Stuart shell
shock on me?”

“I shouldn’t wonder. Here’s a
white thread on your coat.” She
plucked it off and held it up in the
moonlight. “I thought at first it was
a great big platinum blonde hair. I
wonder where you got a strand of
white thread.”

[Continucd on page 40]
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NAPSHOTS mark the im-
portant days indelibly on
your memory. What a way to
save the scenes that become
increasingly precious as time
passes . .. Don’t take chances
with your snapshots—any
camera is better when loaded
with KodakVerichrome Film.
Your pictures are expressive,
lifelike — they turn out as
you want them. Always use
Verichrome and be sure . . .
Eastman Kodak Company,
Rochester, N. Y.

The snapshots you'll want Tomorrow

—you must take Today
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Give him S.o.s and

watch him shine

Can’t blame him. He’ll give in on
mopping dishes and wiping silver.
But when it comes to the greasy
pots and smeary pans, the old boy
just naturally balks.

Try putting S.0.S. into his
hands. Then watch him go to it.
First thing you know, he’ll be
telling you how it ought to be
done. Especially when he finds
out that S.0.S. ““cuts’’ the grease,
scours away burned-on food, and
polishes — in one easy operation.

Another ‘“kitchen help’’ prob-
lem solved—as long as you keep
S.0.S. on hand. You'll find it at
your grocer’s, your department,
hardware or five and ten cent
store. Or mail the coupon for a
generous free trial.

S.0.S. SHINES

BAKING GLASS
POTS & PANS
COFFEE POTS
ALUMINUM
LINOLEUM
BROILERS
STOVES

NICKEL
OVER

40

USES

Paste this coupon on a post-card and
mail to The §.0.S. Company, 6211
W. 65th St., Chicago, Ill., for a tree

trial package o£S.0.S. You'll like it!

NAME ____

ADDRESS _ — M

DRUMS OF
THE NIGHT

[Continued from page 38]

“Darning my socks. It's a rough
life for us womanless men.”

“So women are for darning socks,
are they?”

“Do you mean you wouldn’t?> I
bet I have to beat you to get one
little old pair of socks mended. Well,
I can do it.”

The boats had come in, their lights
winking out. The bathers, dripping
silver, came up out of quicksilver
water. They seemed a race trans-
formed—all a part of this wonder
and this newness, with little tongues
of lightning playing over their bodies,
betraying an inner secret power and
mystery. She wanted to call to them,
“Something has happened! You've
been going forward to this for years
—and it’s here! Don’t miss it. It’s
greater than anything that can ever
come again.” The night’s magic had
gone into their bodies and made
them receptive, and anything could
happen on a night like this.

Tony said, “I want us to keep this
madness that’s on the earth tonight.
This reverence for each other. Why
should marriage grow less thrilling,
if we love? The trouble with most
people is they quit doing just what
we’re doing now—dreaming on a hill
in the moonlight. They get down to
a sort of hard-driven partnership to
see how much loot they can snatch
off the world—furniture, houses,
automobiles, curtains. Let's you and
me never let furniture get us down.”

“No. Nor a radio.”

“Let’'s make a solemn agreement
that if ever we get into a furniture
or radio fight we'll hop in the car
and come out here to this very spot
and watch the moon rise, and see if
in about fifteen minutes we don't
look funny to each other. Chris, I
swear that I will always keep you in
that place in my regard that you are

in tonight.” He made it sound solemn
and binding.
After a moment Chris spoke,

“Tony, I know a sort of secret.”

“What?” he asked, bending down.
“What do you know?”

She hesitated—it was such a little
thing to tell; she wouldn’t dream of
telling anyone else. “It isn't so dig-
nified as a philosophy, and you'll
laugh, but it stands by you when
you're getting the bad breaks. It’s
just—don’t get fussed.”

He didn’t laugh. “Good enough.”

“If you let yourself get fussed,
you lose your sense of values and
then you lose yourself. It's when
people go off their heads that they
mess up their chances.”

“That’s right. There’s a wonder-
ful life here, Chris. A wonderful
way of life. You can’t tell me it’s
all sordid and drab and meaningless.
Of course you can have that kind of
mind if you prefer; you can empha-
size any element in your make-up
and color the day with that. But
there’s this strange compelling beau-
ty. . .. I feel it in the air; in my-
self; and in you. I want us to have
this life. I want us to get the best,
and to give those about us a chance
at the best. I can’t think of any-
thing bigger.”

HEY rode through the lacquered
forests, and the drums of the night
rode with them. Each moment gave
up new richness, new knowledge. She

thourht, “I know how he looks in
the moonlight.” Strength came to
her from him. She felt insured, pro-
tected against all hazards. “There’s
something in this world that is near
to divinity. We'll touch it one day.

.” And her thoughts went ahead.
close and sweet. “Children, ask
your father. He Lnows best.”

“What made you just then dlg
your little nose into my sleeve?” he
wanted to know.

But she would not tell him;
between her and the children.

“And T've got to get round your
uncle.” He kept coming back to
that. “They tell me he never changes.
They say he’s a hard man.”

“Perhaps that’s true, but I'll tell
you something else—he’s lonely.”

“Everybody is. Even with my
hand on yours like this. . . .”

“Xfes.)’

it was

IFE is a solo flight, Chris. But I
don’t blame him for wanting to
protect a little thing like you.”

“When you sift things down you
hardly ever can blame people. This
is a good car, Tony.”

“That reminds me—I want you to
know I'm working on a thing, back
in back of that shop. I've rigged up
a little experimenting room there at
the flying field. and the thing I'm
making, or rather that I'm hoping
to perfect, would make a big differ-
ence in a car—the drive would be
smoother, and it would cut down gas
about four gallons. T'll take you
back there and show you. You
know,” getting excited, “about twin
ignition? It isn’t that but it’s one
step farther. I've had it in mind since
I was a frosh at college.”

Her hand snuggled inside his
proudly. “Does your father know:>"

“Yeah, he knows, and I know, and
now you. That’s all.”

Not more tonight . . . not morc
than this. Something would break in
the fragile heart.

“My old man thinks it’s an okay
idea, too. He's hard up, and that’s
why I left college last spring. He’s
worked hard all his life, and he’s been
honest. And right now his stock is
not worth a damn. So I've got to
make good for my old man, and for
my woman.”

“Oh, Tony, he’ll be my father!
Could Brub, too, have this father?”

“You bet. Dad and Brub, they’ll
get on. I like that kid. He’s sub-
stantial. Don’t you remember your
own father, Chris?”

“Scarcely at all. He was killed
just before Brub was born, and
Mother died then. Uncle Stuart took
us to raise. It must have been
rather paralyzing to have two strange
youngsters wished on you, and he’s
not the kind who understands chil-
dren, though he tried.”

“Didn't he ever love anybody?"

She tried to remember. “No,” said
Chris finally, “he has never loved a
soul.”

Where the drive curved in and the
lavender bushes were fainting in
their sweetness, Chris and Tony said
good night. How many Progress
women had paused in the rich deep
shadows here to say good night to
how many lovers?

“Sweet sleep tonight.”
he held her close.

She felt the weight of a thousand
moon-mad nights press down upon
her. And was seized with panic.
“Tony, something meved.” The soft
rush of skirts . . . . upflung white

And still

arm . ... wan faces . ... Goodbye
and not good night. . . .
“Why, you'’re shaking. It’s just a

little old sleepy owl mumbling in
the tree.”
[Continued on page 42]
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HE CALLED IT

“HASH DE LUXE"

. Because corned beef hash
made with Anglo Corned Beef
tastes so much more delicious
than you ever dreamed hash
could taste!

Anglo is better corned beef.
More flavorful-——prepared by a
special process that seals in the
juices of the choicest cuts. Yet
Anglo is more economical—it
goes further because it is all solid
meat (no bone, gristle or excess
fat). Buy it today at your grocer’s
or delicatessen.

Thz TupMaN THURLOW SALES Co., INC.
Sole Distributors

155 E. 44th St., New YorkCity

TRY THIS HASH
WITH ANGLO..

Warm Anglo in
buttered pan
with 2 cupsdiced
boiled potatoes,
chopped onion,
% cup milk or
water, until ten-
der undercrust
forms. Delicious!

ANGLO

EDRNED
BEEF

DAFFODILS 10 BULBS 25¢

e POSTPAID e ¢ 45 BULBS $1.00

.ﬂﬁ GOLDEN SPUR. Large Golden Yellow Trumpet,
Sead. with order. n(l willsend

2 exira bulbs FREE. WRITE FOR BULB Ll“' ILLUSTR\TED l\ ll\UlR
GARDENVILLE BULB
!

GROWE
R. F. D. 6, BOX 516M, TACOMA, WASHINGTON

Sell PLAYING CARDS

New easy way to earn money at once. Take orders from
friends and others for popular low priced Playing Cards,
mcludm%new initial and Monogram decks not sold in
stores ust show attractive samples. Easy to sell. Big
profits. Men or women, write for FREE SAMPLE OUTFIT.

GeneralCard Co., 1201 W. Jackson Blvd.,Dept. 107, Chicago, Ill.
“MAKE GO00OD MONEY—

our new attractive ABSORTMENT of 21
hea |ru] CHRISTMAS CARDS to your neighbors.
Ihainty—different, Write NOW for samples on
‘nproval !

)
Thnmas Terry Studios, 109 Union Ave., Westfield, Mass.

Make Arfonel{ Every Week Selling
g New 16 page catalogue FREE . . . . puts you in
- mmeymna ﬁns business. (ferstamm‘dg\md direct
XA e 1T ) from manufacturer—sell at 100% profit. Gver 100 pew
o items—sacarves, pillow cases, table cloths, bridge
Ioo /O eeta, (towcl:- aprons, ete.,, h; Dorte‘d Imdensandnu\iﬂ
1] ompl ctnlm-trurtmns or embroider;
PROFIT! [rmigity ART E gao IBERY
CO., 22 W. 219‘. Dept 58 New ¥
b guaranteed Bulbs (value 30c¢) for 1oc; lo
50 Bulbs for only £1.00. All postps aid. Most nop-
ular L:I ant and medium trumpet varieties mixed.

Burpee's Bulb Book FREE. Fall planting guide.
W. ATLEE BURPEE CO., 837 Burpee Bldg., Philadelphia

LEXTRA MONEY sraze s

Take orders for Personal Christmas Cards and
$1.00BoxAssortments. You'll get easyorders
N, at our amazingly low prices. Show beautiful
selection of Personal Cards, Box Assort-

ta offer 21 Christ Cards for§l, also
 Found on K N R e
iberally

| No experience needed o
& {LJIH (/78 Sarpie ontht furnished. Start L

o WETMORE & SUGDE]|
Wetke ﬂ?c?mg TiaMonrou Hochester, N..

..—----------------------q

and mail me with yuur name
1 Cut Me Qut o mizious e |
cCall’s Magazine, Davton. Ohio will tell vou how to
1 get an extra $5.00 or $10.00 easily. MAIL ME TODAY!
.----------------------



OFT, SMOOTH SKIN wins ro-

mance—tender moments no wom-
an ever forgets! So what a shame
it is when good looks are spoiled
by enlarged pores, tiny blemishes,
blackheads, even —warning signals
of unattractive Cosmetic Skin!

Cosmetics Harmless if
removed this way

Lux Toilet Soap is made to remove
cosmetics thoroughly. Its ACTIVE
lather guards against dangerous pore
clogging because it cleans so deeply
—gently carries away every vestige
of hidden dust, dirt, stale cosmetics.

You can use cosmetics all you wish
if you remove them this safe, gentle

QWC@ comes to

the girl who guards against COSMETIC SKIN

o

way. Before you put on fresh make-
up during the day —ALWAYS before
you go to bed at night—use Lux
Toilet Soap. Remember, 9 out of 10
screen stars use this soap! It will pro-
tect your skin—give it that smooth,
cared-for look that’s so appealing.

But | always use Lux
Toilet $oap To quard

aqainsf Cosmetic Skin

o ('/WZ#e Colbert

PARAMOUNT STAR




¢¢Poor me, I do feel sorry for myself this morning. What a night,
what a night! But how can a girl get her beauty sleep when her
skin’s all over prickles?>>

N\

¢¢Lookit what s come into our life! Bet if I sprinkled
myself with clouds and clouds of this Johnson’s
Baby Powder I’d like myself again.”®

¢¢ Mmm—now Pm better. That smoothy-soft powder makes me feel
so nice—and smell so nice—and look so nice. I’ll just have to
give myself a great big kiss!?>

é¢I’'m Johnson’s Baby Powder... count on me to
keep babies fine and fit! Just feel my satiny-
smoothness between your thumb and finger...
I'm made of finest Italian talc. No gritty par-
ticles in me...and no orris root, either. Try me
—and don’t forget my partners, Johnson’s Baby
Soap and Johnson’s Baby Cream.??

g HEW BLUNIWICE nEw Juesaw

DRUMS OF
THE NIGHT

[Continued from page 40]

She laughed softly. The haggard
moment eddied and foamed, and
broke harmlessly against the protec-
tion of strong arms and fadeless love.

She slipped without sound through
the door, and taking off her shoes
guided herself up the stair by the
handrail. There was too much moon-
light in this house. Again, as under
the lavender bush, she felt the push
of hidden forces. Oh, why did rooms
seek to signal you—to speak?

Yet how could they not when so
much beat against their wooden
walls?> Brub had wept himself to
sleep, and tears still held in the
unreleasing space.

Sitting huddled on the side steps
Brub had waited to hear the boys
come home from the lake. Dusk had
gathered in the gardens; the moon
climbed the branches of the big elm.
Now they were coming.

Tired and happy and filled with
experience, they pushed through the
shadows in the streets like a phan-
tom army. He listened, his very life
hanging on the moment when they
should reach the front of his house.
Would they remember and whistle?
The familiar loved neighborhood call
would restore him to his circle. But
the impressive wave swept past.

They stood at the dividing line be-
tween little boys and big boys, when
you did not dare miss one gathering
for fear of losing your place, and a
word decided you one way or the
other. At once. with the omission of
the familiar whistle, Brub ceased to
be of them. And he knew. Broken-
hearted, he sobbed himself to sleep.

HRIS,is that you?>”

“I didn't dream it was so late.”
Chris whispered. “I thought I heard
a sound from Brub’s room, but I
looked in and he was sleeping. Why
are you at the window. Debby? Not
watching for me? Not worried?”

“Not worried for you, darling.”

“Did he say anything about my
being out late?”

“No. He's been asleep hours.”

But she would have lied to save
Chris her magic hour, for Debby
would know what this night had
meant.

Chris whispered. “There’s some-
thing out there. It almost speaks—
almost reaches to you with its words.
It's beautiful—but it hurts. If I
could find out what it is it wouldn’t
hurt.”

I should like to make the path of
this child beautiful, Debby thought.
But I cannot help her. She must
discover the truth. It’s love that
hurts.

Stuart was not asleep. He had
had his hour of uneasiness; of anger:
of ghosts that rose from the past.
One o'clock was too late to be riding
with a boy she hardly knew. He
must talk with her about this. “I
won’thave her throwing herself away
—not Chris. I ought to go in there
right now and have this business
settled once and for all time.”

But the moonlight said . . . . not
tonight. Not on a night like this.

And far away in another town a
man stopped in that strange unreal
nostalgic moonlight, and made a de-
cision, and turning his car about,
headed in an opposite direction.
[Continued in OctoBer McCALL’s]

Down with stains and

toilet

germs

THE toilet bowl can be a breeding place
for dangerous germs. Unpleasant odors be-
come noticeable. Stains and streaks mar
the appearance of a water-closet. Don’t put
up with it! Sani-Flush keeps the toilet spar-
kling like new. And you don’t rub or scrub.

Just sprinkle a little Sani-Flush in the
bowl (follow directions on the can). Flush
the toilet—and the job is done. Porcelain
sparkles.

Sani-Flush purifies the hidden trap that
no other method can reach. Germs are
killed. Odors go. Sani-Flush is also effec-
tive for cleaning automobile radiators
(directions on can). Sold by grocery, drug,
and hardware stores—25 and 10 cent sizes.
The Hygienic Products Co., Canton, Ohio.

Sani-Flush......

TOILET BOWLS WITHOUT SCOURING

TTJ- %/ CHRISTMAS CARDS B

PROFIT Wonderful 21 All-Folder §1. assor tmen New!

Novel! Different! Gorgeous sheer sheen fold- “‘“—' ‘“"3
ers, mother of ?e le, parchments, silhouettes, ex uisite novelty
cut-outs, gold, sflver crfeﬂﬂ Fastest easiest seller. Frjends, neigh-
bors, evervbady buys on sigh other money mn ers. No ex-
gerlen(‘e needed. Wa. start you “ nte for sample box on approval.

LUEBIRD STUDIOS, . B-13, Fitchburg, Mass,

DRESS SMARTLY

for Less Monecy

You get lovelier dresses for
less money when you order
direct from the great Fash-
ion Frocks dress factory
through their representative
in your town. Fashion
Frocks are never sold in stores,
but only in this one way—direct
to wearer and by this method
they can offer you the smartest
dresses at a distinct saving.
Smart women everywhere are
now selecting their fall wardrobes
this new Fashion Frocks way.
You can look over the complete
showing of the most stunning fall
frocks and select the styles best
suited to your personality right
in the comfort and convenience of
your own living room. Because
of our intimate connections with
all the style centers of the world,
you are assured absolute Fashion
correctness in every detail of
style, fabric and color. See your
Fashion Frocks representative or
drop us a card asking her to call.
Earn Money Showing Them
Ambitious women can earnagood
income acting as our representa-
tive and can get their own dresses No. 274
free. No capital or experience SUBRELLA
required. If you are interested in The New
representing us, write for our FallCrepe
special plan and give dress size. $8.98

FASHION FROCKS, INC.
Dept. K-325 Cincinnati, Ohio

Y %
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PICNIC LUNCH

Picnic Turnovers + Sandwiches + Potato Chips
Devilled Eggs + Pickles + Cole Slaw (in jar)
Chocomint Cake + Cherry Tartlets + Co ffee (in thermos)
Lemonade (Juice and sugar in jar— add water later)

I don’t care how many years old you are, if you love
picnics, you’re young! I dote on them myself, but
I don’t like a last hour fuss before starting. That’s
why I'm giving you three Crisco picnic basket sur-
prises which you can make the day before.

Each one is very different. Picnic Turnovers, Choco-
mint Cake and Cherry Tartlets are so different they
provide variety—yet it's the same creamy sweet
digestible Crisco that makes them taste so good.
Use Crisco in «ll three if you want top-notch results.

Crisco is “all purpose” shortening

Thousands of women havediscovered that Crisco is the
only cooking fat and shortening they need. It’s their
standby for digestible pastry, biscuits and fried foods
—and it's just as good for delicate cakes! Maybe
you’d like to prove this. If you’ve a conservative
friend who still makes cakes the old way, have her
sample this feather-light Chocomint Cake. Then,
when she starts oh-ing, tell her about pre-creamed
Crisco—and how Crisco cuts down cake costs, too!

Today’s real value—Crisco

Today Crisco, the finest shortening of all, is a “leading
value.” Compare the price of Crisco with prices of
ordinary shortenings . . . and you’ll see why you can
now afford to use this pure digestible shortening for
all your cooking and baking. Just a hint: the 3-lb. size
is especially economical as it gives you Crisco at its
lowest cost per pound. And remember—Crisco keeps
marvelously sweet and digestible, even through a
99° heat wave! WINIFRED S. CARTER

PICNIC TURNOVERS

»

U'se light digestible Crisco always!

14 cup Crisco 4 teaspoons baking powder

34 cup milk or water

2 cups flour

1, teaspoon salt
Sift dry ingredients. Use fork to cut in light digestible Crisco
(the vegetable shortening). Add liguid. Stir half a minute. Roll
out !4 inch thick on floured board. Divide into 8 squares. On
half of each square, spread filling (see below). Moisten edges of
dough, lap over to form triangles and press firmly together.
Bake in hot oven (425° F.) 20-25 minutes. When cold, excellent
for picnic and school lunch boxes. Can be served hot with gravy
for luncheon and dinner at home.

Chicken Filling: Shred cooked chicken or veal to make 114
cups. Add '2 cup thick gravy, 1 teaspoon grated onion, 2 hard
cooked eggs (diced) and 2 tablespoons sliced pimientoes.

Ham Filling: Grind or mince 11!4 cups of cooked ham, mix to

paste with 3 tablespoons mayon-

= % naise and !4 teaspoon prepared mus-
/ \ tard. Place a thin slice of American
-/ cheese in each turnover, and cover

— .
—— / with ham paste.
. kY

Remember—pre-creamed Crisco needs no creaming

1 tablespoon lemon juice

4 egg whites

14 cup finely crushed
peppermint candy

1 teaspoon salt
1 cup water

14 cup Crisco
1 !5 cups sugar
214 cups cake flour
2 teaspoons baking powder
Beat fluffy Crisco and sugar until light and airy. Sift dry ingre-
dients. Add alternately with water to Crisco mixture. Add lemon
juice, Fold in egg whites beaten stiff but not dry. Pour into
““Criscoed'’ oblong pan (8 x 12”). Bake in a moderate oven
(350° F.) 30-40 minutes. After cake has baked .5 minutes, sprinkle
top with crushed peppermint candy (use the food chopper to
crush stick candy). After cake is cooled and iced, it can be cut
in squares, and carried in its pan to the picnic.

Chocolate Icing: Blend !{ cup of creamy Crisco with 2 egg
volks and !y teaspoon salt. Add 3 squares melted bitter choco-
late. Add 2 cups confectioners sugar alternately with 3 table-
spoons thin cream. Beat to spreading consistency.

AAll Measurements Level. Recipes tested and approved by Good
Housekeeping I[nstitute. Crisco is the registered trademark of a
shortening manufactured by the Procter & Gamble Co.

gives you 8 to 10 flaky digestible pastries

14 cup Crisco
4-6 tablespoons cold water

114 cups flour

1, teaspoon salt
Sift dry ingredients. Cut in ereamy digestible Crisco (the pure
vegetable shortening). Add as little water as possible. Roll 1§ inch
thick on lightly floured board. Line shallow mutlin rings. Brush
with melted Crisco. Fill with Cherry Filling (see below). Cut
remaining pastry into narrow strips and lay criss-cross, moisten-
ing ends and pressing into pastry rim. Bake in hot oven (423° F.)
about 20 minutes. These can be taken to picnic in their pans.

Fresh Cherry Filling: Stem and stone 1 quart red cherries. Mix
1 cup sugar and 2 tablespoons flour. Combine with cherries.

Canned Cherry Filling: (If you can't obtain fresh cherries)—
Drain canned cherries, to get 13:-2 cups of fruit. Mix 14 cup
sugar and 1 tablespoon tlour. Mix with cherries. Add 1 teaspoon
lemon juice. Fills 8 tartlets.

ONLY 10¢ brings you ** Favorite Recipes'’, the Crisco cookbook.
Y8 recipes! 33 colored pictures! Send 10¢7in coin with name and
address to Dept. XM-95, Box 837. Cincinnati. Ohio.

25 Phnifty Zo by The 306, cas !

NOW EVERYBODY CAN AFFORD CRISCO FOR EVERYTHING!



HOMEMAKING 5

SARAH FIELD SPLINT, DIRECTOR FOODS
AND HOUSEHOLD MANAGEMENT

CAMILLE DAVIED
HOMEMAKING EDITOR

So you want to hold
your weight where it is.
All right, but don't try
starving: it may wreck
your health. Three meals
every day—glamorous
meals that entice the
eye and palate—are
what McCall's Food
Staff recommends.

The trick is simple.
You choose foods low
in calories, but high in
nutritive valuve . ... the
menus below show how.

You'll need to exer-
cise,too—regularlyand
vigorously —if you are
one of the unfortunates
who piles on ounces
at the least excuse.

Wieals plavmed I acale

are based on simple rules that anyone can follow
in planning all sorts of delightful, non-fattening
meals. Notice the lean meats, the quantities of veg-
etables and salads, the pie that’s practically all fruit,
the skim milk. (Drink all you want of the latter—it’s
full of nutriment and adds no poundage.) If, once in a
while, you simply can’t resist eating a richer food, be
sure it’s a small portion.
All the recipes in this article were tested by our own
staff in McCall’s Kitchen,

PEACH PIE BELGIUM
(See Photograph)

STL'DY our two days’ menus, at the right: they

8 or 9 large peaches 14 teaspoon almond ex-
2 tablespoons sugar tract
1 baked pie shell
Make a pie shell of not-too-rich pastry. Pare and slice
peaches; mix with sugar and extract. Put into the
baked pie shell and bake in a moderate oven (375°F.)
20 to 25 minutes.

HONEYDEW PARISIENNE

Cut a slice from the top of a large, chilled honeydew
melon and remove seeds. Cut a slice from the bottom
so melon will stand on its end. Cut in 6 strips, cutting
from top to within an inch or so of the bottom. Ar-
range a few shiny leaves on a large glass plate and
stand melon on them. Press back the strips slightly;
fill the center with red raspberries. Serve a slice of
honeydew and a few raspberries to each person.

THEY'RE DELICIOUS, SAYS SARAH FIELD SPLINT

BREAKFAST

Grapefruit
Toast *Eggs Sicilian Coffee

LUNCH

“Vegetable Plate
Cheese Crackers Milk Rye Bread
*Honeydew Parisienne

DINNER

Consomme
Broiled Chicken Spinach Baked Tomatoes
Shredded Lettuce and Celery Salad, French Dressing
*Peach Pie Belgium Coffee au Lait

BREAKFAST

Sliced Oranges
Broiled Ham Whole W heat Melba Coffee

LUNCH

. Vegetable Soup
*Cheese Rolls *Blueberry Gluten Muffins
Cherry and Grapefruit Salad Skim Milk

DINNER

Tomato Juice Cocktail
*Fillet Mignon *Scalloped Onions String Beans
Endive and Water Cress Salad, French Dressing
*Sherry Souffle Coffee au Lait

SHERRY SOUFFLE

4 tablespoons sugar + egg yolks

+ tablespoons flour 4 tablespoons sherry
Few grains salt flavoring

1 cup milk 4 egg whites

Mix sugar, flour and salt together. Add milk grad-
ually, and mix until smooth. Cook over hot water un-
til thick, stirring constantly. Remove from heat; pour
over the beaten egg yolks. Cool slightly; add sherry
flavoring. Fold into the stiffly beaten egg whites. Pour
into a greased baking dish. Set in a pan of warm water.
Bake in slow oven (325° F.) 45 minutes, until set.

VEGETABLE PLATE

Place a broiled tomato in center of plate. Around it
arrange a mound of finely-shredded cooked cabbage,
another mound of
string beans and a
third mound of
steamed lattice car-
rots. Season with
salt and pepper.

FILLET MIGNON

Have the fillets cut
in one-inch slices.
Sprinkle each side
with salt and pepper.
Preheat the broiler,
[Turn to page 56]
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FROM THE WELL-COOKER OF THE ELEC-
TRIC RANGE, A POT ROAST WITH VEGE-
TABLES, SAVORY AND TENDER. FOR
DESSERT: SPICED PEACHES. COOKED AT
LOW HEAT, THEY RETAIN FULL FLAVOR

Valentine Thorson is Home Service Director of the North-
ern States Power Company with headquarters in Minne-
apolis. To her classes homemakers and business women
flock to learn new cooking quirks. Each year she and her
assistants help thousands of women in five different

states to manage their electric ranges with ease and
economy. In this article she concentrates on top-stove
cooking. This is the third article on electric equipment
that smooths the homemaker's path. Oven methods, vac-
uvum cleaners and electric mixers will be discussed later.
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HERE ARE NEW AND DELICIOUS MEALS, SAYS VALENTINE THORSON
—EASY TO PREPARE, INEXPENSIVE TO BUY, AND TIME SAVING

year, been disturbingly conscious of the relent-

less rise in food prices. Every girl on my staff
calls on about five homemakers a day, and constantly
must answer requests for appetizing ways of preparing
the less expensive vegetables and cuts of meat.

Of course. working with electric ranges, as we do,
some of our problems are simplified. For instance,
there is the well-cooker, which, to my notion, deserves
a shining spot in the homemaker’s hall of fame.

| I ERE in the Northwest we have, for the past

A WHOLE MEAL COOKED IN ONE OPERATION

For the benefit of those who have not seen them.
let me say that well-cookers are direct descendants of
the old type fireless cookers and of the more recent
portable electric well-cookers and casseroles about
which McCall's told you several months ago. The
well-cookers on ranges. however. are part of the stove
itself, with the well—which ho'ds a deep pot—sunk
below the cooking surface. Only lid and handles show.

The cooker holds four to five quarts. and. for small
families of four or less. entire meals (including des-
sert) may be cooked in it in one operation. Or. it will
take care of really tremendous quantities of one kind of
food. such as spaghetti or soup.

The best way. I think. to show you the capabilities
of the cooker is to give you some menus and recipes
that have proved especially popular with homemakers
in our territory. The complete meals will serve only
four or five, but if you do not use the well-cooker to
make dessert, the quantities of meat and vegetables
can be increased to serve six or seven:

DINNER MENU 1
Melon Ball Cocktail
Stuffed Shoulder of Veal Browned Potatoes
Tomato Salad
Blackberry Pudding

STUFFED SHOULDER OF VEAL

Remove the bone from a three-pound shoulder of
veal. Season with salt and pepper, and cover lightly
with your favorite bread dressing. Tie securely. Heat
two tablespoons fat in bottom of cooker. Brown meat
in fat with cover off. When well browned. add 6 pota-
toes and 14 cup hot water. Set pudding mold on trivet
over meat. Cover and cook on high until steam
emerges from vent; turn to low and cook 1}4 hours.

BLACKBERRY PUDDING
14 cup shortening 1 teaspoon baking
¥ cup sugar powder
1 cup sifted flour %% cup milk
14 teaspoon salt 2 egg whites, beaten
1 teaspoon vanilla 3 cups blackberries

Cream the shortening and stir in Y4 cup sugar
gradually. Sift the dry ingredients together, and add
alternately with the milk to first mixture. Fold in

the stiffly beaten egg whites. Add vanilla. Mix 3 cups
fresh blackberries with the remaining !4 cup sugar.
Place in bottom of greased pudding mold. DPour batter
over them and cover mold tightly.

And here is a menu that is a little special—nice
enough for anybody’s Sunday dinner. You can put it
in the cooker before you go to church and, if the serv-
ice is a little long. the dinner won't burn, because the
slow, controlled heat prevents such catastrophes.

DINNER MENU 2

Jellied Consomme
Paprika Chicken Sweet Potatoes
Cucumber and Water Cress Salad
Spiced Bread Pudding

PAPRIKA CHICKEN

314 pounds roasting 1 tablespoon paprika
chicken 2 tablespoons salt

V4 cup flour 4 tablespoons fat

6 potatoes 114 cups boiling water

Cut chicken in pieces for serving. Dredge with flour
and seasonings. Heat fat in cooker and brown chicken
with cover ofi. Add water and potatoes. Set pud-
ding mold on trivet over chicken.

Cover and cook on high until steam emerges from
the vent, then turn to 'ow and cook 1 hour.

SPICED BREAD PUDDING

74 teaspoon ground cloves
1/ teaspoon nutmeg

1 teaspoon cinnamon

1 cup sour milk

1 cup raisins

1 cup toasted bread
crumbs

1 cup brown sugar

1 teaspoon soda

Combine bread crumbs with the brown sugar, soda
and spices. Add the milk and.raisins. Pour into
greased pudding mold and cover.

How would you like a vegetable dinner, prepared in
one utensil?> You've guessed it—in the well-cooker.
Only one cup of water is used, and the vegetables.
which cook by steam, emerge, each with its own special
flavor. Combine any vegetables you like—provided
they take about the same time to cook.

Does your family enjoy “homely” dishes? Here
are a few you can prepare in the well-cooker:

SAUERKRAUT AND SPARERIBS

2 pounds spareribs 1 quart sauerkraut
4 cup hot water

Place spareribs and water in cooker. Turn switch to
high until boiling point is reached: then turn to low
for 1 hour. Add sauerkraut, and cook 1%4 hours.

NEW ENGLAND BOILED DINNER

135 pounds corned beef S carrots
2 cups water 6 potatoes
1 small head cabbage

Place corned beef with water in cooker. Turn switch
to high until boiling. Then turn to low and cook 1}%
hours. Add carrots and potatoes. Cook on high until
steam emerges from the vent, then on low 20 minutes.
Add cabbage, cut in quarters. Cook on low 25 minutes.

My enthusiasm might lead you to believe that the
well-cooker is all there is to an electric range . . . I
am equally enthusiastic about every other feature.
Just try these recipes for top of the range cooking!

The trick here is to start with high heat to bring the
food to the hoiling point. then turn to low to maintain
the cooking temperature. Finally turn the current off
entirely. and finish cooking on the heat retained in the
unit. Medium heat is used mainly for frying. or for
preserving the temperature of a large amount of liquid.

Now. everyone knows that all cooking on the electric
range is more efficient if proper cooking utensils are
used. But for cooking on low and on retained heat
(with the current off) they are especially important.
Only pots with flat bottoms that exactly cover the unit
should be used. because they permit no heat to escape
around the pan. Then. to prevent loss of steam. when
you use a cover it should be a tight one. You can
easily see that in order to take advantage of the stored
heat in a unit. these features are a great help.

PORK CHOPS WITH BROWNED RICE

14 cup green pepper,
finely chopped
14 cup onion, finely

4 pork chops

2 tablespoons fat

1 cup uncooked rice

2 cups canned tomatoes chopped

14 cups water 3 teaspoons salt
14 teaspoon pepper

Brown the pork chops in fat. Remove from pan
and season with 1 teaspoon salt. Wash rice. and brown
in fat. stirring constantly. Add tomatoes. water, green
pepper, onion and seasonings. Lay chops over the top.
Cover and cook on low heat 20 minutes. Turn current
off and cook 20 minutes longer.

SOUTHERN GOULASH

2 tablespoons fat 1 cup beef broth

1 pound ground steak 1 cup hot water

1 onion, finely chopped 1 teaspoon salt

1Y cups uncooked spa- 1 teaspoon Worcester-
ghetti shire sauce

Heat fat; sear steak and onion in it. Add remaining
ingredients. Cover and cook on low heat for 15 min-
utes. Turn current off and continue cooking for 23
minutes longer. [Turn to page 56]

WHAT THE NEW ELECTRIC RAN(?:ES BRING TO YOU

!
1. Smart styles that harmonize with modern kitchen schemes. 5. Cleanliness. They are easy to clean, and also clean to use.

2. Economy. When cooking on top, you can turn the switch to 6. Coolness. With well-fitting cooking utensils, you can confine
heat to the cooking surfaces.

low or off at least two-thirds of the time.

3. Speedy surface units with controlled heats that never vary.

Simplicity of operation.

slightly that anyone can learn to use them successfully.

Convenience.

Cooking habits need be altered so 8. A faithful servant.
cooking processes and turns out a job that is perfectly done.

The well-cooker eliminates all pot watching.

The well-cooker takes over long, slow



APARTMENTS FURNISHED WITH AN EYE ON THE BUDGET —
FOR THREE YOUNG COUPLES IN THREE AMERICAN CITIES

IN LOS ANGELES our
o | S young bride chooses “Tempo” furnishings
4 for her first home. And what does "“Tem-
po” mean? Such an attractive blending of
old and new ideas that the finished room
is as pleasing to adherents of modernism
as to traditionalists. This room, with its
gay flowered chintz, striped upholstery,
white-painted occasional pieces and crisp,
clear colors, has a simple dignity, that is at
the same time comfortable and homelike.

".',".w@_ﬁ'.l_'llfirrw’-“-'
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IN LOS ANGELES

CHICAGO, thanks to
the World's Fair, opens its arms to mod-
ernism. This attractive room, furnished
complete for $449.00, is used for living,
dining and sleeping. The dual-purpose
furniture belies its utilitarian value. The
sofa, with the push of the hand, becomes
a double bed. The dining table, when open,
will comfortably seat 8 people. Desk acces-
sories, linens, radio and books are housed
in a trim row of cabinets along one wall.

IN CHICAGO

h! | lll
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ON THE East Coast,
even though modern furniture is popular
for apartment dwellers, 18th Century
styles are also in favor. In this small
New York living room, ice-green walls,
coral-colored chintz draperies and yellow
and green upholstery make a symphony
in color. It was furnished complete for
$587.00. Even so, each piece of furniture
is so well constructed that it will be a
satisfaction tomorrow as well as today.

IN NEW YORK




Mrs.W. N. Cha: field of San Francisco hopes every young
housewife will hear this newsof how to save work yet get
firier vesults, with whole hams as well as slices.

Trolishe

| learned only yesterday that the finest

tasting ham is cooked without parboiling!”

@ Marvelous flavor—a rich, delicious flavor—mild
without parboiling! You can get it with Swifr's
Preminm Ham. Unlike any other ham, Swift’s
Premium is given the famous mild Premium cure,
then Ovenized—smoked an improved way, in ovens.
All this makes Swift’s Premium so exceptionally
good that you actually get finer results when you
don't parboil . . . even with a whole or half ham!

A Center Slice with Summer Fixings

Get a centerslice of Swift's Premium Ham at least an inch thick.
Place in a baking dish and add 2 cups of pineapple juice. Bake,
without parboiling, in a moderately hot oven (375°) until done
(about 1 hr.). Pare and cube a medium sized cucumber; add 1 tsp.
grated onion, 35 tsp. salt; 2 tsps. lemon juice, 2 tbsps. butter, 2
tbsps. water; simmer for 5 minutes. Stuff small tomatoes with this
filling, bake for a few minutes in a hot oven,and serve with ham.
It’s nice to garnish the ham slice with some of the cucumber, too.

Tobake a whole or half Swift’s Premium Ham

BA K E Place a whole or half Swift's Premium Ham in a roaster. Add
2 cups of water, and cover the roaster. Bake in a slow oven

’ (325°), allowing about 21 minutes a lb. for a large whole ham;
about 25" minutes a lb. for smaller Cup to 12 1b.) hams or half
hams. Whenham isdone, removefromoven.
cloves; rub with mixture of % cup brown
5 § o sugar and 1 tbsp. flour. Brown, uncovered,
, 5 {/ / A 1 @, M
¥, rernt gLl . S 4
4 - * Copr. 1935 by Swift & Company

Lift off rind. Score surface and dot with
WITHOUT PARBOILING B s g G5 ;
: & or 20 minutes in a hot oven (400°).

The Largest-Selling Ham in theWorld. Look for the |
name Swift in brown dots even on a single slice.
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Mint Mousse with Chocolate Fudge Sauce — a colorful, inter-
esting-flavored combination of a fine-grained, creamy-smooth mechani-
cal refrigerator-frozen dessert and a satiny, buttery-rich sauce.

[

Peach Perfection —a newly-created, molded gelatin dessert having
the fluffy, fairy-like consistency and delicate flavor that only come from
Whipped Pet Milk.
Frozen Delight — a fruit ice cream with the melt-on-your-tongue
smoothness and creaminess.
These new recipes are included among the sixty-five recipes in the free
recipe book offered on the coupon below.

EJJét[J

HIS fascinating array of desserts, like all the
appetizing and attractive dishes that can be

made with Pet Milk, are more wholesome and,
at the same time, less expensive—more whole-
some because they contain an unusually large
amount of whole milk and an extra supply of
sunshine vitamin D—Iless expensive because
Irradiated Pet Milk still costs less than ordinary
milk—Iless than coffee cream—much less than
whipping cream.

Because Pet Milk is double-rich, you can whip
it to use in place of whipping cream in delicious
frozen desserts such as the Mint Mousse and the
Peach Perfection. And because Pet Milk is whole
milk, containing all the substances milk is count-
ed on to supply, you will be putting into your
desserts some of the much needed ‘“quart-of-
milk-a-day” rather than the extra butterfat and
the resulting calories of whipping cream.

The double richness of Pet Milk offers many
other advantages —all of them illustrated many
times in the tested and approved recipes in the
200-page Pet Milk loose-leaf Cookbook which
is approved by Good Housekeeping Institute.

Send for a copy of this unique 200-page Cook-
book. You can save its cost—one dollar—many
times over on your milk and cream bill.

The primary purpose of this Pet Milk Cook-
book is to aid you in the preparation of whole-
some meals that meet the nutritional needs of
every member of your family—from the two year
old to the grown-ups. Every one of its 700 reci-
pes has been especially designed to include in
your family’s food, where they will eat it and
enjoy it, some of the “quart-of-milk-a-day” that
authorities agree everyone should have. Since
Pet Milk has been irradiated —enriched with the
sunshine vitamin D—these recipes will also en-
able you to give your family the benefit of an

extra quantity of this priceless sunshine vitamin
which is so essential in making the food sub-
stances supplied by Pet Milk into strong, firm
teeth and sound bones.

Tune in to the “Pet Milky Way” radio demon-
strations of new and interesting recipes which
show the way to include more Pet Milk—and
more sunshine vitamin D—in attractive and de-
licious and inexpensive dishes—broadcast direct
from the Pet Milk Experimental Kitchen by
Mary Lee Taylor every Tuesday and Thursday
morning at 10:30 EST, 9:30 CST, 8:30 MT over
the CBS and by Ann Holden and Bennie Walker
on Tuesday afternoon at 2:45 PCT over the NBC
from the Woman’s Magazine of the Air Kitchen.

PET MILK COMPANY

1433i Arcade Building, Saint Louis, Missouri, or
Dept. 33i, 24 California St., San Francisco, Calif.

[J I have enclosed $1.00 for.the 200-page Cookbook

[ I would like to have the free recipe book, *Summer-
time Breakfasts, Lunches, Dinners”

Name Address TR

Gy e e oo __State
(Fillin completely. This offer is limited to reside




"JAKE, | NEED
HELP!"

[Beginning on page (4]

Frankly, Mrs. Meredith did not
put much trust in the police force.
During the war her maid, Malviny,
had made away with more than half
the old Stilson plate and. though the
police were notified immediately, nei-
ther Malviny nor the silver had been
seen again. That was the police for
you—a lot of fuss and bluster.

OW when three large uniformed
policemen and their superior,
along with Mr. Murray, the quaking
desk clerk, came stalking into her apart-
ment. Mrs. Meredith was in no mood
to be heckled. She would codperate
—yes. Beyond that, it was their busi-
ness to apprehend the criminals since
they had been stupid enough to allow
the hotel to be plundered.

“Mrs. Meredith,” began Mr. Mur-
ray, “this is Sergeant Blake. I hate
to trouble you, but the Sergeant would
like to ask you a few questions.”

“How do you do?” she said. as
courteously as she could under the
circumstances. “Won't you gentle-
men all be seated?”

“Ugh,” said Sergeant Blake, sitting
down. “Mr. Murray here tells me
that you was seen holding a conver-
sation with one of the gangsters on
the landing. Is that true?”

“You could hardly call it a con-
versation, Officer. But I did talk with
one of the men for a moment—I was
telling him about my son in Cali-
fornia, but unfortunately he didn't
have time to allow me to finish.”

Sergeant Blake’s mouth hung open.
“You was telling him about your son
while he was sticking up the desk?”

Mrs. Meredith tried to be polite in
the face of such obtuseness. “Let me
explain it to you,” she said patiently.
“He was not ‘sticking up’ the desk.
We were standing on the stairs to-
gether. His men were taking care of
the actual robbery. He was, I believe,
what you might call a lookout man.”

“And you two were standing on the
stairs talking together. Well, lady,
you sure don't look as if there was
anything shady about you, but I've
run across stranger cases. Did you
know, by any possible chance,” Blake
went on with elaborate innuendo.
“that Mr. Murray had waited too late
today to get his cash into the bank
before it was closed?”

of this dripless. enameled ware
kettle is large enough to permit fill-
ing without removing the cover. Its
narrow handle curves back to allow

a natural, easy grip. =F. L. H.

Here Mr. Murray gained the cour-
age to interrupt: “Now, Officer. I
don’t want you to think that Mrs.
Meredith had anything to do with
this. I'm afraid you’ve misunder-
stood. Mrs. Meredith is very fond
of her son.”

“I am indeed,” said Mrs. Meredith.
“But just what my son has to do
with this situation I'm sure I don't
know. He’s in California right now.”

“I know,” said Sergeant Blake, “so’s
Los Angeles. Tell me, what did the
guy say to you when you started this
spiel about your son?”

“As I remember, the word was
‘scram.” And—let me see—Oh, yes.
He offered to mail a letter for me.”

“Well, now, that was white of him,
wasn’t it? Friendly like. I suppose
it was addressed to your son?”

“As a matter of fact, it was.”

“Uh. I thought so. Well, since you
seem to be so friendly with this mug,
tell us what he looked like?”

“He stood in the dark, Officer, and
I could not see his face. He was
wearing a dark overcoat with the
collar turned up and his hat was
pulled down over his eyes. I should
say he was rather more stocky than
the average.”

Blake turned to Mr. Murray:
“Does that tally with your impres-
sion?”

“I should say so. Yes.”

“Well. Mrs. Meredith, the thing for
vou to do is to come down to the
line-up tomorrow morning and identify
vour friends.” Blake put an unpleasant
emphasis on the last word.

“Line-up? I don't believe I know
what you mean.”

Sergeant Blake looked a little wild-
eyed. “A line-up is where we drag
in all the suspicious characters that
answer a general description of these
mugs, and you're supposed to come
down and identify the guilty ones.
You've seen ’em all—you admit
vou've talked to one of ’em. You
could sure identify Aim.”

“It seems to me,” said Mrs. Mere-
dith, who thought the time for polite
manners was past, “that it would be
a much better idea for you to go out
and catch the guilty men rather than
rounding up a number who look like
the guilty ones. And besides,” she
went on, without noting that Ser-
geant Blake had turned an apoplectic
purple. “I would not be able to iden-
tify one of them. I'm rather near-
sighted, and the man might as well
have had a mask on for all I could
see of his face.”

Sergeant Blake had to leave her
room at last, though he swore that he
was going to have her record looked
up and that he was placing a special
guard to watch her, a circumstance
which annoyed her not because she
was suspected of being in contact
with the gangsters—that was silly—
but because she hated the thought of
anybody spying on her.

“I can show you,” she said to
Sergeant Blake, as he stood outside
the door, “my birth certificate and
marriage license, and give you the
names of any number of old friends
in New York—and my banker, Mr.
Trott, whom I've known for forty-
five years. They will all tell you that
my integrity is unquestioned. There’s
also my son, Todd—"

“I don't believe you've got a son,”
said Sergeant Blake unceremoniously,
and shut the door in her face.

RS. MEREDITH found herself
a two-days’ wonder. She could
not step out to match a piece of goods
or return a book to the rental library
without being followed by, and photo-
graphed with, her guard. Passersby
stopped and stared and newspaper
[Continucd on page 53]

MARGIE MAKES FUN OF MY
DRESSES, MOMMY - SHE SAYS
THEY'RE TATTLE -TALES !

“TATTLE-TALE! TATTLE-TALE!"
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“Pooh! Clothes can’t tattle,”” says
Mother. “Where did Margie get that
silly idea?"”’

“She heard the club ladies, Mom-
my—they said your clothes were full
of tattle-tale gray.”

* * *

Maybe it’s never occurred to you that
clothes can tattle. Yet if things look
dingy and dull, they do show that
they aren’t perfectly clean. And the
neighbors are sure to notice.

Why risk the criticism? Why use a
“‘trick’” soap that leaves dirt behind?

CHANGE TO THE SOAP THAT ENDS
"“TATTLE-TALE GRAY"

Fels-Naptha is one soap that does get

all the dirt. Every last deep-down
speck of it.

For Fels-Naptha brings you some-
thing no “‘trick” soap does—two

cleaners instead of one! Richer golden
soap combined with plenty of naptha.
A lively combination that washes
clothes beautifully, snowily clean.

Fels-Naptha is so gentle in every
way that you can use it for your finest
linens, your daintiest undies and silk
stockings.
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It’s a real friend to hands, too—for
there’s soothing glycerine in every
golden bar. Ask your grocer for a
supply of Fels-Naptha Soap today!. ..
Fels & Co., Philadelphia, Fa.

© 1935, FELS & CO.

Banish “Tattle-Tale Gray”
with FELS-NAPTHA SOAP!
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IT'S UNDERWOOD'S

o o
... for delicious
yzlz'aé canapes
A nice, informal way to serve cock-
tail canapés is to bring on a Table
Jar of Underwood Deviled Ham
and let your guests spread their
own. The smart, new jar gives you
a new way of using Underwood’s,

with its inimitable flavor, on any

occasion, in any company.

Send 25 cents for a new Table Jar
of Underwood Deviled Ham and
the new leaflet, ““Canapés of Dis-
tinction.” Or send 10 cents for the
familiar key-opening tin.

WM. UNDERWOOD €O. WATERTOWN, MASS.
Address: Dept. M-6

NOW in this new
Table Jar you can
serve Underwood
Deviled Ham at
\\. your table, at any

meal, and in any

IN THIS NEW _
TABLE JAR.. kia
....AS WELL AS THE FAMILIAR TINS

D i the sumshine vilomin

of winter—was perfect for a dis-

cussion of vitamin D, the “sun-
shine” vitamin. As I came into the
ballroom of one of New York’s most
famous hotels, Dr. McCollum and the
other guest speakers were taking their
places on the platform.

This was a meeting of child special-
ists gathered together from all parts
of the country to study newest ways
to guard child health. Much of the
discussion was highly technical, but
I jotted down these points for moth-
ers who will be looking for substitutes
for sunshine this coming winter:

e Before Dr. McCollum discovered
vitamin D in 1922, rickets was a dread
disease. Now it is easy to prevent or
cure rickets with cod liver oil, vioster-
ol, summer sunshine, or irradiated
milk (evaporated or bottled). Pre-
vention of this disease, like any
other, is simpler than cure.

® Forinfants, the amount and source
of vitamin D should be prescribed by
a physician. Babies getting irradiated
milk. for instance, may need supple-
mentary doses of cod liver oil. For
young children, the vitamin D equiva-
lent of a teaspoon of cod liver oil is
sufficient for protection.

¢ Vitamin-D-ized milk is produced
by irradiating the milk, by adding a
cod liver oil concentrate to it, or by
feeding irradiated yeast to the cows.
® Physicians prescribe vitamin D—
but it is the mothers who must make
sure children get it regularly.

e Practically all babies like cod liver
oil unless they are prejudiced by an
adult who shows a distaste for it.

THE day—gray, chilly, prophetic

® In most parts of the country. win-
ter sunshine cannot be depended on
to produce vitamin D. It is only
one-eighth as effective as summer
sunshine, according to scientists.

Y problem—and yours—is to dis--

cover which of the substitutes for
sunshine are best adapted to our budg-
ets and to our families’ tastes. This
was the thought uppermost in my
mind as the meeting was adjourned
and I made my way through the
hand-shakers for my promised short
talk with Dr. McCollum.

“I'm convinced,” I said, when we’d
found a quiet spot, “that the babies
of this country will get their vitamin
D. My concern is for their older sis-
ters and brothers and parents . . .”

“Yes, they need it, too,” Dr. Mc-
Collum said, “to protect their teeth
as well as their general good health.
I still feel that the lack of vitamin D
is our most serious dietary deficiency.”

“We're going to change that,” I
said, speaking for the homemakers.
“Now that science has made it so easy
for women to give their families vita-
min D, we’re going to use more ir-
radiated milk, bread, chocolate malt
powder and yeast ; more fish liver oils.
more sun lamps . . . is it safe to
choose whichever is convenient?”

ES. but it’s a good idea to con-

sider their individual points. Cod
liver oil, for instance—plain, emulsi-
fied or in concentrated form—sup-
plies vitamin A as well as D. An
important point in favor of Vitamin-
D-ized foods is that they are not at

all expensive, and they’re pleasant to
take. They can be included in our
daily meals without causing protests.
Sun lamps work on the same princi-
ple as direct sunlight. They change
the ergosterol in our skin to vitamin
D. Some people get the same psy-
chological benefits from sun lamps
that they get from sunshine.”

UN lamps always make me peace-
ful and sleepy! Is that just psy-
chological, or is vitamin D a relaxer?”
“The specific function of vitamin
D is to prevent mineral loss in the
body. It is not yet entirely clear
how it acts. We know, however, that
it helps to keep the concentration of
both calcium and phosphorus in the
blood at a normal level.

“Future studies will show whether
it aids in the absorption of those ele-
ments from the digestive tract, or
prevents abnormal excretion of them,
or makes it possible for larger amounts
of calcium and phosphorus to be de-
posited in the bones. Probably it
does all three.of these things.”

“When I began to study vitamins,”
I said, “I tried to picture them in
action, and I’ll always think of vita-
min D as a commanding lady with a
well-behaved child on each arm—one
of the children, of course, being cal-
cium and the other phosphorus!”

“I think that’s a very apt way of
saying it,” he agreed, smiling. “Now,”
consulting his watch, “I must leave.
When you come down to see me at
Johns Hopkins next month, I'll have
some interesting news for you on
another phase of good health.”

E. V. McCOLLUM, Ph.D., Sc.D., TALKS WITH A McCALL EDITOR



LET'S COOK

Let's enjoy a picnic in the back-
yard; an auto supper in a favorite
spot miles away, or a three-day
jaunt to explore new country.
Taffy apples, “angels on horse-
back” and bean hole beans will
add variety to the familiar
frankfurters and hamburgers. Not
only does this complete new book-
let tell you what to cook—it lists
new equipment and has a chapter
on fire building. It is a year
round guide to camping fun.
“OUTDOOR COOKERY"“—15c.

PARTIES
SUMMER PARTIES—15¢c. Six grand affairs
—some for money-making, and all
planned for out-of-doors.
GAMES | LIKE TO PLAY—20c. Fun for

N

“Oh! yes, we found a new wayto select

"JAKE, | NEED
HELP!"

[Continued from page 51]

reporters hung about the lobby like
vultures waiting to pounce on her.
Her portrait in the public prints bore
such startling legends as: ‘Blue-
Blood Informer?” “Grand Dame
Stoops to Crime?” and “Gay Nine-
ties Belle Caught in Crime Dragnet.”

The papers so infuriated her on the
first day after the robbery which,
incidentally, netted the gangsters $2,-
643.80, that she refused to look at
them thereafter. But Todd, who still
subscribed to a New York paper, sent
frantic telegrams pleading with her,
commanding that she come to Cali-
fornia. He finally engaged the long
distance wires, a device which the
Meredith family seldom utilized ex-
cept for deaths, births and marriages,
and said:

“Mother, if you will stay in New
York. you can at least move to a
better hotel.” But Mrs. Meredith
stood firm; she did not intend being
uprooted again. Not at her age. “'Be-
sides,” she thought to end the con-
versation, “lightning never strikes
twice in the same place.”

“All right. I'm coming to New
York to get you.”

This threw her into a panic, and
she stalled for time: “Wait. I'll let
vou know. TI'll—TI'll think it over.”
And hung up before he could threaten
her again. Then she sat down and
took a sip of dry sherry which she

OLSON

Reversible Broadloom

RUGS

Have Everything
You want

found always steadied her nerves.

But there are always new cases in
New York to engage the police—a
kidnaping, an armored car hold-up. a
gang murder. Within six weeks the
Breckinridge had returned to its cus-
tomary calm. Todd apparently found
other worries to engage his immedi-
ate attention, for he did not carry
out his threat to come after his
mother. At last the police guard was
removed, and Mrs. Meredith felt
free to come and go once again as
she chose, and no one but herself
seemed to remember that she had so
recently been held up at the point
of a gun.

Strangelyenough, everything seemed

color schemes—both for the outside and
for the rooms we are decorating. And
there’s no guessing this time. We know
now, before the painters start working,
exactly how our house will look when it
is finished.”

any crowd. “Scavenger Hunts,” “Mur-
der,” “Corks” and “Who am I?”
THE YOUNGER SET—I15¢c. Parties for the
active teen age—gay and amusing.
PARTY GAMES—30c. Contests, stunts
and games tor every occasion.
PARTIES FOR THE BRIDE—20c. Charm-
ing shower and announcement parties.
PARTIES FOR GROWN-UPS—20c. Club
and holiday parties. Games, decora-
tions and interesting menus.

HARVEST MOON PARTY—10c. Specially
planned for this season of the year.
LET'S HAVE A PICNIC—10c. For sum-
mer outdoor fun. Games and menus.

* * *

FACTORY-TO-YOU .

OU can’t get rugs
like these in the
stores. They are not ordi- It’s All So Easy
nary, thin, one-sided rugs, .,.Just Phone
butrugged, deep-textured, your local Rail-
firmly woven, full bodied, way Express to
Seamless, Reversible Olson call for your
Broadloom Rugs that can bundle or ship
be used on BOTH SIDES by Freight—at
Twice the wear, double the OQur Expense.
luxury, at kalf the cost. We do the rest.

This home owner selected color schemes
for her home from the new Lowe Brothers
“Pictorial Color Chart.” The chart that
shows full color illustrations of various
types of homes and every kind of room—~—
all painted with actual paint.

You can see this “Pictorial Color Chart”
at the store where Lowe Brothers products
are sold. You can see exactly how one
color complements and harmonizes with

GARDENS

FOUNDATION PLANTING—I10c.
now to beautify your home grounds.
BULBS—10¢c. This is the time to plant
for spring and summer blooming.
FURNISHING THE GARDEN—10c. How to
make garden pools, outdoor fireplaces
and garden and cabin furniture.

RECIPES

WHAT TO SERVE AT PARTIES—20c. Men-
us and recipes that are interesting.
REFRIGERATOR RECIPES—10c.  Dainty
desserts and salads for the family.
SANDWICH SECRETS—10c. Open-faced,
canapés, and hearty combinations.
PARTY DRINKS—10c.Recipes for punch-
es, milk shakes and fruit sundaes.
SALADS—10c. Fresh, cool and nutri-
tious combinations.

HOUSES

ALL ABOUT KITCHENS—15¢c. How to re-
model and decorate. Color schemes.
PUT FURNITURE IN ITS PLACE—10c. Liv-
ing room arrangements with floor
plans and illustrations.

ALL ABOUT CURTAINS—20c. How to
make and hang curtains and draperies.
ALL ABOUT SLIP COVERS—20c. Materi-
als and directions for making them.

Your interests are my interests. Write and

let me know how | can be of help on any

problem. Address orders or inquiries to the
Service Editor, McCall's, Dayton, O.

Plan another. Instead of merely hoping that you
will get the effect you want, you can be

assured of perfect results in advance.

But, above all, don’t make the mistake of
using inferior paint. Analysis shows that
many “‘cheap” paints contain as much as
63% water and other evaporating liquids.
Lowe Brothers Paints are 90% film-form-
ing solids—solids that remain on the sur-

face and protect your property.

Ask your dealer to show you the

Lowe Brothers “Pictorial
Color Chart” today. The
LoweBrothers Company,
Dayton, Ohio.
4 IC1 QUESTIONS
PANTING § )

\,

This free book answers scores of
Questions about Painting and
Decorating, Ask your dealer.

PAINTS @ VARNISHES

Quality Unsurpassed Since 1869

to lack flavor and zest for her. She
would find suddenly that she had been
reading page after page and digesting
none of it, that her mind had either
turned blank or indulged itself, quite
without her wvolition, in living over
those moments on the landing. Often
she wondered about the lookout man
she had talked with, wondered how
he had made his getaway, where he
had gone, where he lived, if he was in
the city at this moment. Such a
thought invariably brought a delicious
chill between her shoulder blades.

T WAS slightly more than eight

weeks after the robbery that Mrs.
Meredith felt she was taking a cold.
She discovered that she had no aspirin
and decided to go to the corner drug
store and purchase it herself. The
walk in the cold night air might be
beneficial, if she wrappéd up good
and warm.

The elevator was on its way down
when Mrs. Meredith stepped to the
door, and she did not even have to
ring to stop it.

She said, “Good evening, Willie,”
and stepped carefully into it. Willie
smiled and started the contraption.
It moved slowly and with a certain

[Continued on page 54]

Write for FREE BOOK

60 Pages of Rugs and Rooms in Color

Describes our patented process of shredding,
steaming, sterilizing, merging, bleaching, respin-
ning, dyeing and weaving. Choice of : famous
Orientaldesigns,latest solidand two-tonecolors
and blends, fascinating Early American designs
not found elsewhere. Special Sizesto correctly
.. fit any room, stair or hall. Two

. million satisfied customers.
.. Money-back Guarantce.
Yourisk nothing. Our 61st
year. Bewareof Agents.
Order direct by mail.

OLSON RUG CO.
CHICAGO NEW YORK SAN FRANCISCO
Mail to 2800 N. Crawford Ave., Chicago, Dept. W-10

YES, send me FREE and postpaid, your new
Rug Book in colors and low thrift-time prices:

SEEEEAPEINEENY

Name.

Address
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Sunbrite

SAVES OLGA'S JOB
A\

(TM GOING TO LET OLGA [/ (Vi

‘GO. SHE DOESN'T CLEAN

THOROUGHLY, YET \'T TAKES -

QUICK! AYE WANT A CLEANER) ( SUNBRITE! THATS |
THAT WILL CLEAN EASY, FAST, | | WHAT You
AND WON'T SCRATCH! /zs

QLGA IS DOING HER CLEAN-

ING SO WELL AND SO QUICKLY
NOW THAT T FEEL WE OWE
HER. A RAISE !

HIDDEN NAME
TEST BECAUSE IT

Cleans Easier « Works Faster ¢« Won’t Scratch

"JAKE, | NEED
HELP!"
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palsied dignity, but Willie brought it
finally to rest on the first floor.
Mrs. Meredith had taken one step
forward when a strangely familiar
voice brought her up short. “Well,”
it said, “if it ain’t my old friend,
Gramaw. We meet again, eh?”

HE knew instantly that it was the

same man who had accosted her
on the landing, yet it did not seem
possible that he would venture into
the hotel again. But she had no more
time to think of anything, for he
stood there with a gun in his hand
pointing it at herself and Willie.

“Get over there against the wall,”
he hissed at Willie, and Willie, gray
and trembling, his hands above his
head, made a bee line for the group
already against the wall.

“And you,” said the bandit to Mrs.
Meredith, “you’d better sit down over
there beside the desk.”

“I was just going for some aspi-
rin,” she volunteered. “I'm catching
a cold.” And she coughed to proveit.

“Cut it out,” he sneered. “Don’t
hand me that stuff. You can go out
later.”

Mrs. Meredith walked sedately to
the chair beside the desk, and sat
down. She adjusted her bifocals so
that she could sce what was going on,
and discovered it to be an exact dupli-
cation of the robbery she had glimpsed
before—with the piquant exception
that she was in the very center of it.
One man guarding the hotel attend-
ants lined against the wall, and she
could hear the metallic click of coins
as another scooped the money out of
the safe. The third robber, the man
who had spoken to her twice, roved
nervously about the hotel to intercept
anyone who should happen to come
into the lobby. Presently he looked
her way, and in a strident stage whis-
per she asked: “My hands—do you
want them up?”

“Naw. You’re okay.”

She saw the man approaching her
and shetried to get a good look at his
face, but his hat brim and coat collar
so nearly met that the space between
was completely shaded.” When he was
within a few feet of her Mrs. Mere-
dith suddenly knew that she was go-
ing to sneeze. When Mrs. Meredith
sneezed the eruption was apt to be

of natural-finish wood on this alu-
minum frying pan is heat-proof and
easy togrip. Both handle and cover
knob are securely attached and
will not work loose. —F.1.H.

as violent as it was abrupt. Now
her hat was jerked over her eyes, her
glasses tlew into her lap, her purse
clattered to the floor.

Mrs. Meredith did not realize the
portentousness of that sneeze or she
would have fainted dead away, for it
brought the safe breaker to his feet,
the guard whirled about as if he had
been shot, and her own particular
favorite drew a bead on her head and
came within an ace of shooting her.
But Mrs. Meredith did not see this,
and merely muttered, “Dear, dear.
Excuse me, please.”

The lookout man came to her,
picked up her purse and handed it to
her, and reached in his pocket for a
little box which he tossed into her
lap. “I had a headache tonight, be-
fore I came out,” he explained.

It was a box of aspirin, and Mrs.
Meredith could not help smiling.
“That’s very good of you.” she said.
“Now I won’t have to go out.”

The holdup was progressing like
clockwork, and he had time to talk:
“How’s your son in California?”

“You should ask that. Why, he’s
furious with you. And with me too.
Now he’ll make me come to Los
Angeles to live with him and his wife.”

The gangster chuckled. “Well,
then,” he continued, “if you’re so
mad, why didn’t you come down to
the line-up>”

Mrs. Meredith felt guilty, some-
how. She tried to excuse herself:

“Well, I swear I wouldn’t have
known you.”

“You’re an okay dame,” the man
said. “I guess you know what’s good
for you. Just keep your trap shut
and you won’t get in no trouble.”

“I assure you—"" she protested.

“You're a white woman. Say, you
know, I like you. If there’s ever any-
thing I can do for you, if you ever
get in a jam, just le‘'me know.”

“That’s very nice of you, I'm sure.
But I don’t even know your name.
How could I get in touch with you?”

This puzzled the gangster for a
moment, but then a happy thought
struck him. “Just put a line in one
of them personals in the ‘Star.” You
know. ‘Jake, I need help.’ Some-
thing like that.”

RS. MEREDITH was not angry

with—with Jake any more. And
it was with something akin to regret
that she saw him and his helpers dash
from the hotel. Such a thoughtful
man! She was shocked into crass
reality by Mr. Murray yelling at the
elevator boy. “The police will want
to talk to you, Mrs. Meredith, and
you’d better have a better story to
tell them this time.”

Mrs. Meredith knew from her pre-
vious experience that the police force,
as represented by Sergeant Blake and
his three inferiors, were definitely un-
pleasant guests to entertain at mid-
night or at any time, but she was still
unprepared for the barrage of sus-
picion which was leveled at her now.

Sergeant Blake had entered bel-
ligerently enough, accusing her of
“collusion”—that was not his word
but Mrs. Meredith’s when she relat-
ed the story later—with the gangsters.
He scemed to base this on the coin-
cidence of Mrs. Meredith being the
only resident who happened—and
Sergeant Blake quite evidently did
not believe that she merely ‘“hap-
pened’—to be in the lobby at the
time of the second hold-up. For,
oddly enough, the same circumstances
prevailed as had at the first robbery
—Mr. Murray had again failed to
take the money to the bank. And this
was the only time the clerk had been
remiss since the first hold-up—a co-
incidence which certainly pointed to

[Continued on page 60]
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STRONG, PURE COLORS
Bright, clear tones in carpets and

Above, left, Twist-weave
Broadloom in brilliant shades.

EMBOSSED SURFACES

Clever combinations
uncut pile, as in the

T o S T
TEXTURE IS ALL-IMPORTANT

Knotty textures. Deep-piled,
hand-loomed effects. Illustrated
by this Crescendo rug in green.

TEXTURE TWO-TONE

Two tones of wool make a smart
texture effect like the Fervak rug
at lower left. (Also in carpeti

FIGURED CARPETS

Florals... Early American...con-
gns. Old Chelsea,
(rug or carpet) is illustrated.

w to Buy a Rug and Like It™.
te Bigelow-Sanford Carpet Co.,
Ine., 138 Madison Ave., New York.
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FREE! New Cook Book of Wonders! I

New INew ! NEW! Just off the press! ““Magic Recipes” is a thrilling new
successor to**Amazing Short-cuts.”Gives you brand-new recipes—unbelievably
quick and easy—for pies, cookies, candies, frostings ! Sure-fire custards ! Easy- I
to-make refrigerator cakes! Quicker ways to delicious salad dressings, sauces,
beverages, ice creams (freezer and automatic). Address: The Borden Sales Co., I

' Iuc., Dept. McC-95, 350 Madison Ave.,New York, N. Y,

Name

Street

City

. State—
. (1’rint name and address plainly)
This coupon may be pasted on a penny postcard.

LOVERS OF GRAPEFRUIT

Give it a sparkle and a tang
by adding

@ome’t_ Brown Rice ’
The health rice with all its bran

COMET RICE CO., NEW YORK
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o experience needed, Write for sample box on approval,
. pt. N-9, Fitchbure. Mass,
I'URVEYORS TO H. M. THE KING OF ENGLANI"
Famous in all foods

EE SEND FOR COMPLETE
RECIPE BOOK

I R 0 N I N G | ANGOSTURA @ 250 Purk Ave., N. Y. C.
Better for Baby!

TRY ' .\\\;‘i,ﬁ‘ VWONDER NIPPLES = Soft, smooth,

THIS | w (. just right for Baby’s tender mouth . ...

3 ?\e. Insure proper feeding for Baby with

FREE P~ :)s“\ these i-!t-u]-a:llu'pn_-, a-hole, easy-feeding

HARRY DOEHLA CO. De

nipples of purest rubber, Give perfeet
service, Hold shape—not injured by
repeated sterilizing, or by milk and food
fats. Easy-on, easy-off, but Baby can-
not pull them off. Two Sizes— Ko. 10
for narrow - neck bottles, be; No. 2

N
This modern way to hot starch
ends mixing, boiling and bother [
as with lump starch. Makes [N
starching easy. Makes ironing |-
easy. It restores elasticity and |
that soft charm of newness. No |.
sticking. Noscorching. Youriron [

fairly glides. Send for sample. \ = el

THANK YOU-————————,

I THE HUBINGER CO., No. 958, Keokuk, Ia.
Your free sampleof QUICK ELASTIC, please,

(with patented wvalve to prevent col-
lapsing) for wide-mouth nursers, 1le,

For FREE NIPPLE, mail thiz adv. be-
fore Oct, 1, 18435, wit‘h name and address,
stating nipple desired (No. 10 or 5
25), to The Faultless Rubber Co., %06
Rubber St., Ashland, Ohio—or take it
to any autherized Faultless Druggist.

52222 WONDER Nipples

RAME REG.U.S. PAT. OFF.

Invitations or Announcements

L]
100 Script Lettering $3.50
including two sets of envelopes
Write for Samples 00 Visiting Cards $1.00
e e i e i W e B S— — — — S— — _j ! €. OTT ENGRAVING CO., 1030 Chestnut St., Philadelphia, Pa.

I
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and “That Wonderful Way to Hot Starch.” 1
|
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MEALS PLANNED
TO SCALE

[Beginning on page 45]

setting the oven regulator at 500° F.
Place fillets on the greased broiler
rack; put rack about 3%5 inches from
heating eclement. Turn once during
broiling. Remove to a hot platter;
garnish with water cress.

BLUEBERRY GLUTEN MUFFINS
2 cups gluten flour 1 egg
V4 teaspoon salt 114 cups milk
4 teaspoons bak- 74 cup hlueberries
ing powder

Mix gluten flour. salt and baking
powder together. Beat egg, add milk
and stir into the dry ingredients. Add
blueberries. Fill greased muffin pans
two-thirds full. Bake in a moderate
oven (375°F.) about 30 minutes.

EGGS SICILIAN
6 slices bread 6 eggs
6 slices dried beef 14 teaspoon salt
Cut bread in circles; fit a piece of
beef on each circle. Separate egg
yolks from whites, putting each yolk

into a separate cup. Add salt to the

COOKED ONTOP
OF THE RANGE

[Beginning on page 46]

Three questions are asked us al-
most daily: Are modern electric
ranges really fast? Shall I have to
learn to cook all over again? How
does the well-cooker operate?

ARE MODERN ELECTRIC RANGES
REALLY FAST?

Electric ranges are most assuredly
fast. and most assuredly you will not
have to learn to cook “all over again.”
However, it is true that there are cer-
tain differences in operation, but the
changes are logical and simple.

The surface units—burners, many
people still call them—on an electric
range are pretty well standardized
now. Usually there are two six-inch
units and one eight-inch one. In the
average family, the six-inch units will
be used chiefly, with the larger one
reserved for frying or for quantity
cookery. Each unit has three heats:
high, medium and low.

When the switch is turned to me-
dium the amount of current used is
cut exactly in half, and when the
switch is turned to low the current is
cut to one-fourth the amount used on
high. So you see how advisable it is.
from a standpoint of economy, to use
the low position as much as possible.

In addition, there is really a fourth
heat. The surface units are built of a
material that stores up a quantity of
heat when the current is on. That
means that, after the current is act-
ually completely off, food will con-
tinue to cook for from ten minutes to
an hour, depending upon the type of
dish that is being prepared.

COOK WITH THE CURRENT OFF

Which neatly introduces my pet
hobby-horse. You know how hectic
the last ten minutes before serving
a meal can be? Table to set, salads to
arrange. Think of the relief of know-

egg whites; beat until stiff. Pile beat-
en whites on each circle of bread and
beef, making a well in center. Drop
a whole egg yolk in each well. Place
on a baking sheet and bake in a mod-
erate oven (325° F.) 15 to 20 min-
utes. or until set and slightly brown.

SCALLOPED ONIONS

& onions, medium 2 teaspoons
size chopped parsley
3 tablespoons Few grains salt
dried crumbs Few grains pepper
1 cup skim milk

Peel and slice onions. Cook in a
large quantity of boiling salted water
until tender. Drain. Put a layer of
onions in a greased baking dish;
sprinkle with crumbs, parsley, salt
and pepper. Add another layer of on-
ions and continue until all ingredients
are used, ending with the crumbs.
Add milk. Bake in a moderate oven
(375°F.) until thoroughly heated.

CHEESE ROLLS

Mash cottage cheese to a smooth
paste with milk. Season with grated
onion, salt and pepper. Form into ob-
long rolls about 2 inches long and %3-
inch wide. Roll in chopped parsley.

Well-halanced food portions will as-
sure a healthy, well-proportioned
body. Consult food charts in EATING
FOR HEALTH—10c. Send stamps to the
Service Editor, McCall’s, Dayton, O.

ing that all the surface units are of
and that, while the food is still cook-
ing, nothing can burn or scorch.

This controlled heat makes many
sorts of surface cookery easy. Just
try stewed raspberries (Minneapolis
is a fine raspberry country) this way.
Wash and sprinkle with a little sugar.
Let stand for an hour to draw out
some of the juice. Put in a tightly
covered utensil and turn switch to
low. Cook, always on low heat, for
half an hour.

Then try beets this way. Wash,
pare (yes, pare!), dice and put in a
tightly covered pan with one-quarter
cup of water. Place on high heat
until they steam, then on Jow heat for
30 to 45 minutes, depending upon
age of the beets. Butter and season.
Sprinkle with finely chopped mint.

HOW THE WELL-COOKER OPERATES

On the bottom of the built-in well
is a low-powered unit, with two (or
sometimes three) heats, which are
used in the same manner as for top
of the stove cooking. As low heat
uses only about 100 watts (the same
amount a good kitchen lighting fix-
ture uses) you can see that the run-
ning expense is spectacularly low.

In addition to the fact that it costs
so little to operate, the cooker ap-
peals to me because it performs mir-
acles—in the modern manner. It pro-
duces, from the less tender cuts of
meat, food that is a treat for the most
rebellious appetite. As witness that
pot roast in the photograph—oozing
with flavor, tenderness, and all those
food essentials you read about. You
know, of course, that the less tender
cuts are just as full of food value as
the more tender ones, but they us-
ually require long, slow cooking.

A final word about well-cookers.
Most manufacturers now make cook-
ers optional equipment. That is, you
may, in buying a new range that is
not equipped with a cooker, exchange
one surface unit for a cooker—at a
small additional charge, of course.
And, if your present range does not
boast a cooker, it may be possible to
have one installed in place of one of
the surface units. Cookers do a lot
of things that I haven’t mentioned.
They even sterilize baby’s bottles!



dwars Down Silver Gute...a party heauty!

But..you cant get cake like this with ordinary flour

ook! ... A white cake, smooth and

light as a wisp of cloud! The dain-

tiest, loveliest cake in the world to set
upon a party table!

BUT —there is a but! To make this a
perfect dream of a cake, you must do
what the recipe tells you. You must use
Swans Down Cake Flour.

If you forget that—if you use ordinary
flour instead—you'll get an ordinary
cake. A “so-so”’ cake—not the beauty
pictured here.

And hereis thereason why. Thegluten
in ordinary flour is tenacious and elastic.
To withstand the mixing and kneading
of bread dough, you need this kind of
gluten. For delicate cake mixtures, on
the other hand, it’s much too resistant.
But the Swans Down gluten is un-

usually tender—so delicate that it re-
sponds perfectly to ‘“quick” cake leavens.
And added to that, Swans Dowon Cake

Flouris 27 times finer than ordinary flour!
Get Swans Down at your grocer’s to-
day! It 1s a General Foods product.

Swans Down Silver Cake
(4 egg whites)

3 cups sifted Swans 124 cups sugar

Down Cake Flour 1 cup milk

3 teaspoons baking 14 teaspoon lemon
powder extract

14 cup butterorother 4 egg whites, stiffly
shortening beaten

Sift flour once, measure, add baking powder,
and sift together three times. Cream butter
thoroughly, add sugar gradually, and cream
together until light and fluffy. Add flour,
alternately with milk, a small amount at a
time, beating after each addition until
smooth. Add flavoring. Fold in egg whites
quickly and thoroughly. Bake in two greased
9-inch layer pans in moderate oven (375° F.)
25 to 30 minutes. Spread Snowy Lemon

Frosting between layers and on top and sides
of cake. Double recipe for three 10-inchlayers.

Snowy Lemon Frosting

2 egg whites, un- 2 tablespoons lemon

eaten juice
1,‘§ cups sugar 1{ teaspoon grated
3 tablespoons water lemon rind

Combine egg whites, sugar, water, and lemon
juice in top of double beiler, beating with
rotary egg beater until thoroughly mixed.
Place over rapidly boiling water, beat con-
stantly with rotary egg beater, and cook 7
minutes, or until frosting will stand in peaks.
Remove from boiling water; add lemon rind
and beat until thick enough to spread. Makes
enough frosting to cover tops and sides of
two 9-inch layers. (41l measurements are level.)

Send! Get these Bargains!

This lovely cake-server is a
Jfind at this low price! Sturdy,
stainless steel blade—silver-
plated handle—delicately de-
signed! Cake-server—together
with “Latest Cake Secrets”—
only 25c. Or “Latest Cuke
Secrets” alone—only 10c.

e
(Check the offer you prefer, we’ll pay the postage) :
Frances Lee Barton, GENer-L Foobs, ]

Battle Creek, Mich. McC. 9-35

{ ) Enclosed is 10c (stamps or coin), foracopy 1

of “Latest Cake Secrets.” H

{ ) Enclosedis 25c for the beautiful cake-server

described above. Also a copy of ‘‘Latest :

Cake Secrets.” (This offer 35¢c in Canada.)

i
1
i
1
i
1
]
1
1
1
1
1

Name

Address

City State

(Fill in completely—print name and address.)
If you live in Canada, address General Foods,

Ltd., Cobourg, Ont. (Offer expires July 1, 1936.)

Jemcmccccccaccccaccacannancnananannaad



HANDS grasp and tilt this appetite-enticing bottle at
dining tables up and down the world. Foods of every

nation, flecked with Heinz Tomato Ketchup, gain lively 7
flavor—flavor keen with the tangy goodness of vine-fresh,
sun-ripened tomatoes, choice spices and other rare good
things. Flavor that enriches the enjoyment of almost any
food it touches. Flavor that delights the taste of folks
in Boston and in Bombay and clear around the world.

It's by far the largest-selling keichup. Is it on your table?
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Plank now jor Sphing Olossom1

T'S easy enough to plan for August
bloom in the treeless days of early
spring. It’s quite something else

again to think of spring flowers when

vour garden is afire with the radiance

of early fall. But that is just what I

am counseling you to do.

Turn your back for a moment on
vour prize dahlias and zinnias. and let
us think of apple blossoms and dog-
wood. of azaleas and iris and peonies,
and of a good plot of grass.

The old idea that fall planting is a
foolhardy venture is passing out. I
superintended the planting of a dem-
onstration garden in New York last
fall—the plants ranging from 33-foot
maples and 20-foot apple trees to
shrubs, bulbs and lawn—and 98<¢ of
the plantings bloomed this spring.

The nurservmen are less rushed
now than in the spring. a larger selec-
tion of plants is available, and the
prices are more favorable.

Two words of warning—give espe-
cial care to the preparation of the soil
and to drainage.

Soil preparation does not imply a
richly fertilized soil—better create
a reasonably rich condition now and
add plant food next spring when the
plants commence to grow. Do make
certain, however, that organic matter
is present in some form by adding
well-rotted manure, compost soil or
commercial humus.

Good drainage is neces-
sary—pools of water around

the plants in cold weather spell dis-
aster. Small temporary ditches, to be
filled in next spring, will take off ex-
cess water.

ROSES

All the hardy climbing roses and
the hybrid Perpetuals may be planted
in the fall—also the hybrid Teas in
any climate where they will winter
well under average protection.

A medium clay loam is best, pre-
pared to a depth of at least a foot.
Well-rotted cow manure forms a
splendid foundation.

Prepare your bed in advance and
plant the roses immediately on their
arrival. Clip off any broken or bruised
roots, and spread the roots in a nat-
ural position. The bud joint of bud-
ded roses—the knob-like swelling near
the base of the plant—should rest 2
or 3 inches below the soil level.

After planting, cut back the plants
as follows: Hybrid Teas so that each
branch carries not more than 6 to 8
buds; Hybrid Perpetuals to within 18
to 24 inches of the ground.

After the first frost, mound light
soil around each plant. until not less
than the four lowest buds are covered.
With the arrival of freezing weather,
heap from 4 to 6 inches of straw.
leaves or salt hay over the mounds
and between rows.

BY J W.JOHNSTON

Cut only the dead wood on hardy
climbing roses. Tic the canes togeth-
er, lay them on the ground and cover
with from 6 to 8 inches of soil.

If the rose plants on arrival to you
show the least dryness around the
roots, soak them in a pail of water
for an hour before planting.

PERENNIALS

Confine your activities to those
perennials offered by the nurseries in
the fall, and you will avoidthose that
resent planting at this season. You
may lose some, but you will gain
growth that makes for better blooms.

Prepare the soil a week before you
plant. Japanese Iris and Peonies
should be planted during August.
Foxglove and Canterbury Bells and
like plants which have a crown that
remains green most of the winter will
need careful watching for rot. Tuck
straw or leaves in under their leaves.
but do not cover the heart in such a
manner that heat will generate and
rot the plant. Better still, cover them
with weighted berry boxes or baskets.

Firm the soil and watch during the
winter for heaving of the ground that
may uproot the plants. A mulch of
straw or leaves applied after the first
freeze will prevent this. When apply-
ing this mulch, remember to use only
evergreen boughs to cover any plants
that retain their foliage
throughout the winter.

[Turn to page 68]
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THE KITCHEN |

¢/ TYHERE'S so much puttering around

% with pots and pans in our house,

that I hardly ever get to see my mother!
She should spend more time with
me, and less in the kitchen. I'm grow-
ing now. Somebody has to teach me
how to play and think and act.

| “I think I'll tell mother that Heinz
~ Strained Foods taste better to me than
' mostofthefoods prepared here in our
house.Theyeven Jook better; the fresh
color just seems to make me hun-
g7y, and I'll bet that Heinz cooks know
just as much about straining and
cooking vegetablesasmymotherdoes.

| “Besides, I heard the doctor say that
Heinz Strained Foods have been

. officially accepted by the American

| Medical Association’s Committee on

Foods—meaning that in vitamin and

mineral retention, Heinz Strained

' Foods are all right with the doctors.
Mothet!—come out of the kitchen
a moment while I tell you .

STRAINED FOODS

9 KINDS — 1. Strained Vegetable Soup.
2. Peas. 3. Green Beans. 4. Spinach. 5. Car-
rots. 6. Tomatoes. 7. Beets. 8. Prunes.9.Cereal.
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GET THIS BABY DIET BOOK

This new book “Modern Guardians of Your
Baby's Health”’, contains many up-to-date
facts regarding the various vitamins and
mineral salts. Also informationoninfantcare
and feeding. Send labels from 3 tins of Heinz
Strained Foods or 10 cents. Address H. J.
HeinzCo.,Department MC209,Pittsburgh,Pa.
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. OUR BAKING SODA HAS MANY

1t soothes .

the soreness
of sunburn

When children play too
long in the sun, ease the
soreness of sunburn by ap-
plying a paste of our Baking
Soda and water;
when dry with a fresh wet

renew

Baking Soda application; it
cools and soothes. Our Bak-
ing Soda has many helpful
uses. It makes an effective
gargle; is often prescribed
by physicians for indiges-
tion. Just a few cents a
package from your grocer.

CHURCH & DWIGHT CO., Inc.
F-16 10 Cedar Street, New York

Please send me Free Book describing uses of

Baking Soda, also a set of colored bird cards.

Name.

Street.

City State.
(Please print name and address)

T want van be YOURS
Just show our new
“of Tor cly C [lIlI"i
CARDS pot seld in oS,

elusive desivns, unu-ual verses, unique

papers,  freel quality,

Send no money—Just Your
Name to Start Making Money

Write me TODAY. Tl rush you
Assortment in dainty gift Box on
anproval to start YOU earning at
once. Send TODAY!

WHITE'S QUAINT SHOP
M-2 Union Ave.. Westfield. Mass.

all shoes

15¢

in all colors

AL | Wonderful gpare time money maker. Sell
2““‘“ friends, neighborsmarvelous §1. Christmas|\ PROFIT
s (ARD| mecortmient. Everybody buys on sight. 21 \ FoR vou
Exquisite
eer sheens, latest type
pare hm1 nta, unuhual -.ulhum-ttea newest air-brush, embosged gold, sil-
ver designs, rich metallic inserts. Distinctive gift hox. Amazin \nl u
A 10 uther [;.alsu nu{& rtuem-: No experience needed A

>
US. We gtart you, or sample box on
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scnw:n o "Reliatie mrdman Dept

From Office Worker
To a Well-Paid
Hotel Position

Agnes Edwards, Office

Worker ,Without Experi-

ence, Becomes Executive
of Apartment Hotel

“6 words—Please send me
your Free booklet’—meant the
difference between success and
failure to me. I was a good
stenographer—but thoroughly
dissatisfied with my salary and
opportunities. Then T saw the
Lewis Schools’ advertisement.
‘Hotels Call for Trained Men
and Women,’ and sent for their
FREEbook. Here waseverything I wanted—fascinating
work. good pay. splendid opportunities, and T enrolled.

“Now I am Housekeeper of this Apartment Hotel.
I owe my success to Lewis Leisure-Time, Home-Study
‘T'raining.”

STEP INTO A WELL-PAID HOTEL POSITION
Goud pesitions from coast to coast for trained men and
women in hotel. club, restaurant and institutional field.
Hundreds of graduates put in touch with pesitions in last

six enths a: Menag sistant Managers, Housekeepers,

< d 4X other ditterent tvpes of well-paid posi-
4 ofl(n included. Previous experience proved

1 + graduates. both young and mature,
ood gracle ~rhoul education, plus Lewis
e time. Registra-
onal  Placement

ou at home, in leis

QUICK and

ngement with

EASY the more than 5. Write vour
name and_acdr is ad TODAY

No WASTE for Free Book. which tells how to qualify for a well-paid
position. LEWIS HOTEL TRAINING SCHOOLS,

Room LP-5030, Washington, D. C.

b
&esmeld Mass.

"JAKE, | NEED
HELP!"

[Continued from page 54]

just one thing: the gang had inside
information from someone. Consider-
ing Mrs. Meredith's apparent friend-
liness with the outlaws, Sergeant
Blake bridged the gap between the
general to the specific with one easy
leap: Mrs. Meredith was that some-
one. Wasn't she seen talking secretly
with one of the gang? And hadn't
witnesses said that “‘a package” had
passed between them?

“But T've already told you, my
good man,” Mrs. Meredith explained.
“that he merely gave me a box of
aspirin—an act of common decency.
T'm catching, as you can see. a fright-
ful cold. Here's the box right here.”

“Now, see here, lady. Do you ex-
pect me to believe that a gangster, in
the middle of a stick-up. hands you a
box of aspirin. . .”” And then he went
on raving in futile impotence and used
a number of expressions which Mrs.
Meredith had not heard since Mr.
Meredith had slipped while crossing
ice-coated Fifth Avenue and snapped
his tibia in the cleanest break his
doctor had ever seen.

“All that,” Mrs. Meredith said. “is
quite beside the point. I have told
vou the truth. What object would
I have in lying to you?”

“Well, if you're as innocent as you
claim, you'll come to the line-up and
identify your friend this time!”

Mrs. Meredith knew as well as the
next woman when she had plagued a
man far enough. “You have always
found me willing to codperate with
the authorities,” she murmured doc-
ilely. “I did not go before because I
knew I could not help you. T still
don't believe I can. But if you would
like me to view vour line-up of
suspects tomorrow—or any time—TI'1l
be only too glad to do so.”

He looked at her unbelievingly,
blustered a moment and then, the
wind taken out of his sails. said flatly:
“Well, sec that youre there. Ten
o’clock tomorrow morning. One of
my men will be here for you.”

RS.MEREDITH slept very little
that night. She knew that this
escapade would mean the end of New
York for her the moment Todd read
of it in the paper. Yet she regretted
none of it. It had been the most ex-
citing series of events which had ever
happened to her. It would certainly
be something to remember—and tell.
She felt quite safe next morning
as she sat between Sergeant Blake
and another detective in the cold
gray room at the police station.
The hotel emplovees had all been
there before her and had been unable
to identify any of the suspects, and
she was sure that if they, younger
and possessed of good eyesight, were
unable to help the police she, who in
all truth had never seen Jake’s face,
would be even less helpful.

The lights in the spectators’ end of
the room were turned entirely off as
soon as she was seated and the other
end, across which ran a slightly
elevated platform. was suddenly ablaze
with spotlights. Sergeant Blake said,
“Bring ’em on, Murphy,” and slowly
eight men shuffled across the plat-
form. They all were of less than
average height, all wore dark over-
coats. all carried nondescript hats.

When Mrs. Meredith complained
that she could not see, Blake led her

up to the men on the platform and
she looked each one of them in the
eve. Then Blake questioned each one
in turn so that she might hear their
voices. Two of them had a decided
Ttalian accent, but the other «ix
spoke the patois of the New York
tenements. Then Blake made them
put on their hats.

After five minutes of this Blake
turned to her. “Well,” he said, “which
one's him?”

Mrs. Meredith made a last survey.
walking from one to the other. This
show was being given for her and the
least she could do was to appear to
be interested. But in her heart she
was praying: “If vou're here. Jake,
don’t give me a sign.”

Before the man second from the
left she stopped longest. Was there
something familiar about his shoulders.
about that short neck? No. she
thought. T'm just imagining it. It
wouldn't be fair to sav I was suspi-
cious of him—ecven if T wanted to be
—because T honestly don’t know.

She turned back to Sergeant Blake.
“I'm sorry. Officer. T can’t identify
any of them. T'm certain it isn't the
two Italians. but it might be any of
the other six. Or it might be none of
them. T wouldn’t let a guess of
mine put an innocent man in prison.”

Sergeant Blake. in the presence of
other and superior officers. could not
give vent to his fury. “Turn ’em
loose.” he instructed the attendant.

Blake walked with Mrs. Meredith
out into the hall and toward the door.
She scurried along as fast as she
could go. adjusting her hat and
spectacles. She noticed that there
were several other men leaving the
building. but she did not notice who
theyv were.

And then she glanced up from
under her hatbrim directly into the
face of one of the men whom she had
seen in the linc-up. She almost
stopped in her tracks. but some inner
compulsion kept her going.  She did
not stop until she had stepped into
a taxi. Then she smiled at Blake.

“Goodbye.” she said. “You've been
very patient with an old woman.”

Blake looked at her speculatively a
moment. then ut{ered his parting
words: “I may be wrong. Mrs. Mere-
dith. but T think vou know a lot
more than you're telling.”

Mrs. Meredith said, “Go on, driver.
The Breckinridge.” She sat up very
straight as the car turned the corner.
It was a very old. high taxi with win-
dows which let all the world see what
its occupants were up to. Mrs. Mere-
dith did not know that she looked
like a figure preserved under glass.

But she did know that Sergeant
Blake had been quite right in saying
that she knew more than she was
telling. She knew which one of those
men was Jake. He had winked as he
passed her there in the hall!

EFORE she left for Los Angeles—

ves, that is where she is now. living
with Todd and Sally and her mem-
ories— Mrs. Meredith visited the
“Star” and said she would like to
insert an item in their “Personals.”
She had it all thought out, and the
writing of it took her only a moment.
Then she read it over to see that it
would in no way incriminate the in-
tended recipient nor herself:

Jake: I do not need help. I am
going away and am trusting you to
turn to the right. T know who vou
are and can let the authorities know
if you don't. And many thanks for
mailing my letter.

She thought for a long time over
the signature. Then a happy inspira-
tion came to her. With a flourish she
wrote the one word “Gramaw.”



THE FIRST LADY

[Continued from page 33]

under the auspices of the newly-
formed Junior League she inspected
sweatshops and tenements.

To the great relief of her family,
this phase appeared to pass off harm-
lessly with her marriage to Franklin
at the age of twenty. For the next
sixteen years her energies were bottled
up in the role of a model housewife
and mother. But in 1921 occurred
the near catastrophe which changed
Franklin Roosevelt’s destiny. Few
people realize that it changed his
wife's just as deeply. When he lay
helpless with infantile paralysis the
doctors told her that she must keep
his interests alive, keep his name
alive. So she went into politics with
the sole purpose, at first, of bringing
politics home to him.

In speaking before a group of
women not long ago she remarked:
I was talking with a man the other
day and he said—" At that she
launched into an analysis of some
current problem. Afterwards one of
her hearers, impressed by the points
she had made. asked: “Who was the
man you talked to?"”

“Franklin,” said Mrs. Roosevelt.

To friends of the family in the
White House it is no news that she
talksover a good many of her speeches
with the President. For instance, she
conferred with him before her speak-
ing campaign last fall for Mrs. Caro-
line O'Day, the friend who is now
Congressman-at-large from New York
state.  Gossips in Washington and
elsewhere, baffled by the independent
activities of the First Lady, have in-
vented some of the most extraordi-
nary theories to account for them.
But they have said very little, perhaps
because they haven’t heard, about the
team-work in the White House which
is some day going to provide a very
human and readable footnote to the
history of the New Deal—if Mrs.
Roosevelt can ever be handled in a
footnote.

WIFE in the White House does

not find it easy to get a moment’s
private word with her husband. In
the case of the Roosevelts his day's
conferences begin with breakfast.
which is served on a tray in his room,
while Mrs. Roosevelt has hers in her
own sitting room. Her best chance
comes during his afternoon swim in
the pool. when she and other mem-

is one of the virtues of this new alu-
minum ring mold. It is 11 inches
across—an ideal size to use for
preparing molded salads and des-

serts in large quantity. —=F. L H.

bers of the household swim with him.
Often when there is a guest, however.
the President will be deep in business
even in the water. In that case do-
mestic conferences wait until they go
upstairs before dinner.

When she reads anything that she
thinks he ought to read, or that
would amuse him, she leaves it beside
his bed. Sometimes he rebels at her
prescriptions. Once she recommended
a rather hefty treatise on the youth
movement, which he seemed disposed
to duck. Days later, when they were
steaming down the Potomac on the
Sequoia, the subject of that book
came up again. The President thrust
it into the hands of the naval aide.

“Here, read this, Captain,” he said.
“It will be good for you.”

A vast amount of speculating has
been done as to the influence of Mrs.
Rooseveit on New Deal policies and
people. It is assumed. for instance.
that she is the author of the subsist-
ence homesteads idea. and that her
maternal yearnings over destitute
miners, around Reedsville and else-
where. have cost the taxpayers a
good many millions.

UT while Mrs. Roosevelt mothered
the Reedsville project. the whole
conception of putting the unemployed
on small farms where they can raise
their sustenance. of developing local
industries to give them a cash income,
is an old favorite vision of the Presi-
dent’s. Mrs. Roosevelt’s Val-Kill
furniture factory near Hyde Park.
which gives employment to twenty
local people. has for eight years been
putting his scheme into practice. That
is a good example of the way their
minds work together.

When it comes to the successes and
failures at Reedsville—including the
costly mistake of those portable
houses—there is no doubt of the part
played by Mrs. Roosevelt. She and
Louis Howe, the Man Friday of
Franklin Roosevelt from time im-
memorial, passed on every detail of
the project—types of people to be
sclected, agriculture. education, as
well as houses. And it was frankly
because of Mrs. Roosevelt and her
deep interest in the needs of this par-
ticular community, that Reedsville
was selected as the place to hegin
spending the government’s $25.000.-
000 appropriation for subsistence
homesteads.

The whole philosophy of huge ex-
penditures for relief. of the Presi-
dent's celebrated: “Tell Gene Grace
he’ll never make a million dollars a
year again.,” of the Forgotten Man
who must be remembered—all those
Christian and socialistic concepts are
as much an expression of Eleanor
Roosevelt as of the President—or
more so. Friends say that her think-
ing is to the left of his. At any rate.
her talk is sometimes more outspok-
en. Early in 1033 she warned an au-
dience of Junior League young ladies
that they had better make up their
minds to share or have nothing: she
reminded them that there had been
revolutions.

However. she is not regarded as
dangerous except by the editors of
“The Red Network.” who list her in
their “Who's Who in Radicalism™
along with most of the members of
the present government. One citation
is her gifts of money to the “radical ”
Friends’ Service Committee—to which
the Hoovers also gave money. An-
other is her activity in the Women's
Trade Union League, an organization
so reeking with revolution that it has
had the wives of two Morgan part-
ners and of two other nationally
known Wall Street bankers on its
board of directors.

[ Continued on page 65]

HERE is no one magic road to

keeping lovely. It takes many
things . ..rest, proper food, careful
grooming, a dressing table of creams
and lotions and fine cosmetics, and
...among millions of women...

A certain little blue box!

On its cover is the name Ex-Lax.
It is a dainty, mild, gentle, thorough
and very pleasant way to combat that
dreaded enemy of loveliness and
health . . . constipation.

Tastes like Chocolate

Ex-Lax is such a delight to take. it
tastes just like delicious chocolate.
Like fine candy. Once vou take

x-Lax vou’ll never mistreat your
Ex-Lax vou
palate again with bitter, nasty-tasting
cathartics.

Mild, Gentle Action
Ex-Lax is as thorough as any laxa-
tive vou can take. Yet, it is so mild.
so gentle. It doesn’t overact. It
approximates Nature. It doesn’t dis-
turh vou at inconvenient moments.
Nor does it ever leave you feeling
weak afterwards. For vourself, and
every member of vour family, Ex-Lax
is the ideal laxative. Children love
its taste, and it is so good for them.
More mothers give Ex-Lax to their
children than any other laxative. 10c
and 25¢ boxes at all drug stores.

When Nature forgets—=remember

EX-LAX

THE ORIGINAL CHOCOLATED LAXATIVE

ol
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«..UNTIL HE BEGAN DRINKING
MILK THIS DELICIOUS WAY

MOTHER used to measure him against
the wall. What a disappointment to
see that his height remained the same
month after month. A fine little chap, so
bright and well-mannered. But small for
his age. And underweight. .. All because
she couldn’t get him to drink enough milk.

But—*“Seehow tall I am now, Mother!”
See how much higher the mark is on the
wall. See how much more he weighs, how
much better he looks!

For now every day he is drinking @ guart
of milk mixed with Cocomalt.

Milk, as every mother knows, helps chil-
dren grow tall, fill out, gain in strength
and weight. Think of the advantages your
child will have if you give him milk mixed
with Cocomalt every day. Made as directed,
Cocomalt adds 707 more food-energy to
milk. Every glass or cup your child drinks
is equal in food-energy value to almost two
glasses of milk alone!

Supplies 5 important food essentials

Cocomaltsupplies extra carbohydrates
which supply food-energy to meet the en-
ergy demands of the body for work, play
and study. It supplies extre specially valu-

able proteins for building and repairing
body tissue. It supplies extra food-calcium,
food-phosphorus and Sunshine Vitamin D
for building strong bones, sound teeth,
straight-as-an-arrow bodies.Cocomalt hasa
rich content of SunshineVitamin D—under
license by theWisconsin University Alumni
Research Foundation.

With its special nutritional value, and
its extra food-energy, Cocomalt is a pleas-
ant way to restore and maintain strength—
for housewives, business men, convales-
cents, nursing and expectant mothers.

A hot, non-stimulating drink helps to
induce restful slecp. Hundreds of men and
women drink Cocomalt hot at night—find
that it helps them to sleep soundly.

Cocomalt is sold at grocery, drug and
department stores in Yz-1b., 1-Ib. air-tight
cans. Also in the economical 5-1b. hospital
size.In powder form only, easy to mix with
milk—delicious HOT or COLD.

. . .

Special Trial Offer: For a trial-size can of
Cocomalt, send name andaddress (with 10c
to cover cost of packingand mailing) to
R.B.Davis Co.,Dept. CA9, Hoboken,N.J.

Prepared as directed, adds 709
more food-energy to milk

Cocomalt ig accepted by the Committee on Foods of the American Medical Assoclation. Prepared
by an exclusive process under seientific control, Cocomalt is composed of sucrose, skim milk,
selectedcocoa, barley maltextract, flavoringandadded SunshineVitamin D. (Irradiatedergos erol.)

grateful than mine, but I know

the corn season never ends with-
out a shower of reproaches. “Why
didw’t you let us have fresh corn
more often?” they wail—though they
have gnawed their way through moun-
tains of cobs, it seems to me.

I think it is possible for home-
makers to worry too much about the
bugaboo of monotonous menus. Why
not give our families their favorite
fresh vegetable—whatever it may be
—almost every day while it lasts?
We caneasily keep changing the recipe.

In McCall's Kitchen, our staff has
just worked out these delightful vari-
ations for corn, squash and cucum-
hers—three of the best late summer
vegetables. You will notice how quick-
ly they can be prepared.

PERHAPS your relatives are more

CORN ON COB

Remove husks and strands of silk
from corn, submerge in boiling salted
water and bring quickly to boil again.
Boil about 3 minutes. (The exact
length of time will depend upon age
and size of ears.) Serve at once.

CORN AND CHEESE SOUFFLE

1 cup milk

4 tablespoons fat
1 cupgrated cheese

4 tablespoonsflour
1 teaspoon salt 4 cgg yolks

Few grains pepper 1 cup corn

1 egg whites

Heat fat, add flour, salt and pepper.
Add milk gradually, and cook over
hot water, stirring constantly, until
thick. Add grated cheese, and stir
until melted. Pour over the beaten
egg yolks. Add corn and mix well.
Fold this mixture siowly into the
stiffly beaten egg whites. Pour into
a greased casserole. Bake in a slow
oven (325° F.) 45 minutes to 1 hour.
Serve immediately.

CORN AND SALMON PIE

2 tablespoons fat 1 cup cooked or
2 tablespoons flour canned salmon
14 teaspoon salt 1 cup cooked or
Few grains pepper canned corn
1% cups milk Drop biscuits

Heat fat, add flour, salt and pepper.
Add milk gradually. and cook over hot
water, stirring constantly, until slight-
ly thick. Add salmon and corn. Pour
into a casserole. Make a soft biscuit
dough (soft enough to drop), and
drop by spoonfuls, about one inch
apart, on top of creamed mixture.
Bake in a moderate oven (375° F.)
about 30 minutes, or until the biscuits
are a delicate light brown.

LATE
VEGETABLES

FRIED CUCUMBERS

Peel cucumbers and cut in fourths
lengthwise. Remove the seedy por-
tion. Cook in boiling water about 3
minutes; drain and cool. Sprinkle
with salt and pepper. Roll in crumbs,
then in beaten egg, to which 1 table-
spoon of water has been added, then
in crumbs again. Fry in a small
amount of fat until a delicate brown
on both sides. Serve at once.

CREAMED CUCUMBERS

3 medium-sized 134 tablespoons
cucumbers flour

2 tablespoons fat 14 teaspoon salt

1 cup milk Few grains pepper

Peel cucumbers and cut in one-inch
strips. Remove the seedy portion.
Cook in boiling salted water until
tender; drain. Heat fat, add flour,
salt and pepper. Add milk gradually,
and cook over hot water, stirring con-
stantly, until thick. Add cucumbers
and heat thoroughly. Sprinkle a little
paprika on each serving.

STUFFED SQUASH

1 teaspoon salt
Few grains

2 large summer
(patty pan)

squash pepper

14 pound small 1 cup cooked
sausages noodles

1 small onion, Thyme
chopped 1/3 cup crumbs

Wipe squash, cut through the skin on
top, and steam 23 minutes, or until al-
most tender. Remove center, being
careful not to break shell. Discard
the seeds and chop remaining scuash.
Cut sausages in small pieces: brown
in frying pan. Drain off all but 2
tablespoons fat. Add onion and brown
slightly. Add chopped squash, salt,
pepper, noodles and a little thyme.
Mix well and refill squash shells. Cov-
er top with buttered crumbs. Place
on a baking pan and bake in a moder-
ate oven (350° F.) 25 to 30 minutes.

SQUASH FRITTERS

1 cup grated 1 tcaspoon sugar

squash 3 tablespoons
V% teaspoon flour
grated onion 1 egg

14 teaspoon salt
Few grains pepper

1 teaspoon melted
fat or oil

Combine squash, onion, salt, pepper.
sugar and tlour. Mix well Add
beaten egg and fat or oil. Drop by
tablespoons on a greased griddle. Fry
on both sides until a delicate hrown.
This is a nice accompaniment to serve
with roast chicken,

BY BEULAH V. GILLASPIE



MENU .

' : L]
It was a pleasure to plan this menu for the
- August Meal of the Month:

Iced Tomato Juice
Cold-meat Board — Green Onions
Old-fashioned Potato and Vegetable Salad
Mayonnaise Dressing
Olives — Pickles — Relish
Rye Bread Cloverbloom Butter Iced Tea
Peach and Pineapple Shortcake Whipped Cream
Ask your dealer for my free recipe book.

{Signed} MARIE GIFFORD, Food Economist at Armour’s

Table Appointments from Marshall Field & Co,

For August, Madam, something new!

The Cold-meat Board

Selected by the DeMilles, of Hollywood

« « « Summer eating at its best . . . and a kitchen holiday, too

THE DeMilles, of Hollywood, selected it.
Marie Gifford, of Armour’s, planned it
cleverly to take you away from the hot stove.
And now Armour presents it as the MEAL OF
THE MONTH for August. It's a meal to cheer
for. You prepare it in a jiffy—then serve it

aily in the kitchen, on the porch, or even
in the garden. Here, Madam, is perfect sum-
mer eating for your family—and a kitchen
holiday for yox !

W holesomeness and economy in Armour’s
Ready-to-Serve meats

A marvelous variety of Armour Ready-to-
Serve meats is available for your Cold-meat
Board ¥— many kinds of savory Armour
sausage meats, dainty

© 1985, Armour and Company

spreads and spiced meats . .. each with its
own fine flavor, enriched and sealed in by
Armour’s carefully controlled methods.

Be sure you get Armour’s mecats. The
success of your Cold-meat Board depends
on the natural meat juices, the delicate
spicing, the absolute purity and whole-
someness for which these Armour prod-
ucts are famous. They're made in spotless
Armour kitchens, by expert food-makers,
who guard every step of the process.
“Armour quality mazst Re there,” they say.
And always, the delicious Armour flavor.

Choose an assortment of Armour meats
and Cloverbloom Cheese at your dealer’s.
You'll find them utterly appetizing . . .
and so economical you'll want to keep a
supply in your pantry or refrigerator, all
summer long.

A new favorite meal each month

Each month, a new Armour MEAL OF THE
MONTH is displayed in your neighborhood
food store. You buy all the items at one
time and also get Marie Gifford's book of

recipes for the complete meal. Thousands
of women have welcomed this new buying
service becauseit answers that bothersome
question, “What shall 1
serve today?”. . . If you
haven't already served the
Armour meals, why not
begin with this delicious
choice for August? Your
family will love the Cold-
meat Board-and the flavor
and richness of Armour’s quality products.

% The Armour products pictured above are
Braunschweiger Liver Sausage, Star Luncheon
Roll, Armour's Spiced Luncheon Meat, several
Armour Dainty Spreads and Armour’s Clover-
bloom Cheese. In the illustration to the left are
these same Armour products in packages, to-
gether with Armour’s Cooked Pigs Feet.

FREE RECIPE BOOK

Ask your dealer for Marie Gifford's Recipe
Book, with full directions for preparing
the August MEAL OF THE MONTH.

Look
Dispra R THIS
i du”"&d:;::ur ealers

Don’t miss Cecil B. DeMille’s
“THE CRUSADES”

Thecﬁlorious romance and adventure of the

Middle Ages—the high drama of chivalry
~all this you will see in Paramount’s
epochal picture, "' The Crusades.” Brought
to the screen by the master hand of Cecil
DeMille, creator of such great pictures as
“Sign of the Cross,” “Ten Command-
ments,” “‘Cleopatra,” and others. ""The
Crusades'" is heralded as the''Picture of the
Year.” Under the guidance of her distin-
guished father, Katherine DeMille f)lays a
role that gives full scope to her beaury

and talent. Critics expect her to score a
uiumph in “The Crusades.”

A PARAMOUNT PICTURE

Watch for it at your theatre

Armours

MEAL OF THE MONTH

AND

COMPANY



MRS. HOWARD KISER, of Indian-
apolis, Indiana, writes: "l got a big
surprise when | smelled the gelatin
dessert I'd been using. The vapor
risingfrom the bow! had anL'ulodor.

the moneerel
arffererce

When you mix ROYAL, you get just
the delightful aroma of fresh fruit
—never a stale, unpleasant odor

TRY THIS—the next time you make a gelatin
dessert. As you add the hot water, bend over the
bow! and smell the rising vapor.

With ordinary gelatin desserts, the vapor has a
stale, unpleasant odor. But with Royal, it has
just a delightful fruit fragrance.

And when you taste Royal, you get that deep,

the

rich flavor that can come only from
real fruit.

In Royal Lime, you get the piquant
tang of the fresh-cut, juicy fruit itself.
Royal Strawberry —there you have
the deep, rich flavor of real berries
ripened in the sun. Order several packages from
your grocer . . . today.

Seven pure fruit flavors: Lime; Lemon, Orange,
Pineapple, Strawberry, Raspberry, Cherry. And
the new Royal Gelatin Aspic, unsweetened, for
jellied meats and salads.

“So | tried Royal ... and what a
differencel The vapor from Royal
Lime Gelatin smelled just like real
limes —not a bit stale or unpleasant.
I've been using Royal ever since.”

[ swmelled

99

FREE —Beautiful New Recipe
Book: Send front of Royal
Gelatinor Royal Pudding pack-
age (any flavor) and receive
book of over 100 recipes. Nat-
ural color photographs. Pic-
tures show how to mould and
unmould. Send coupon.

RovaL GeraTiN, Product of Standard Brands Incorporated
Dept. G-37, 691 Washingron Street, New York City

I enclose one (1) packagefrontofone (1) package of Royal Gelatin or Royal
Pudding, fer which please send my freecopy of “ Royal Desserts and Salads.”

Name
Addre

City. State
Copyright, 1935, by Standard Brands Incorporated




THE FIRST LADY

[Continued from page 61]

Next to subsistence homesteads,
she has been closer to relief than to
any other side of the regime. It was
her idea to start those camps in the
woods for unemployed women. She
also did a good deal to bring about
more adequate provision for women
in the CWA. She “never recom-
mends;” she “merely suggests.”

A good example of the way she
gets things moving was her essen-
tially feminine procedure on the
unemployed-woman problem. Believ-
ing that not enough was being done,
she persuaded Harry Hopkins to call
a conference of welfare workers to
talk about it. They met in the East
Room, and the First Lady presided,
knitting.

Mr. and Mrs. Roosevelt have had
their political differences, classifiable
as exceptions which prove the rule.
When he, as Governor of New York,
had made up his mind to be wet in
a careful way, she ran off the reserva-
tion one time and made a thumping
dry speech upstate. It is observed
that her idealism runs away with her
at times. As one friend expressed it,
“She has no great degree of skepti-
cism,” while he remains a realist. One
of her bed-table recommendations for
his reading was a booklet called “Ab-
olishing Poverty,” which set forth a
remarkable scheme for setting the
world to rights, not unlike Upton
Sinclair’s. The President read it, but
was not deeply impressed.

“Where.” he inquired, “would I be
if 1 listened to that?”

Criticism of her commercial radio
broadcasts has long since died down,
as it must, since it is now fully un-
derstood that she gives away the
money. Before the inauguration her
radio proceeds were divided, half go-
ing to the New York state unemploy-
ment fund, and half being split up
between the Women’s Trade Union
League and a fund to take care of in-
dividual appeals. For years Mrs.
Roosevelt has contributed heavily to
the support of two rest rooms for
working girls which are maintained
by the League, and the League in re-
turn has done the investigating on
individual cases which she has aided.

The $36,000 which she made last
year on the radio, at $3,000 an ap-
pearance, went direct from the broad-
casting companies to the American
Friends’ Service committee, which is
very active among the unemployed
miners whose plight concerns her so
deeply. Six thousand dollars of it
went to an experimental school in
Reedsville, $6,000 for a health center
in the same region, $6,000 for teach-
ing handicrafts to these people. Out
of the income from her writings she
contributes to a large number of old
pets, including the National League
of Women Voters, the Consumers
League, a women’s and children’s hos-
pital in New York, and so forth.

NOTHER reason why she needs to
make money is found in her mail.
While she is hard-boiled about ap-
peals for charity as everybody must
be who receives many of them, all
that sound urgent are quietly turned
over to investigators. She has a pri-
vate grapevine system of friends in
many localities who are happy to do
this work for her, and cases that are
found to need help receive it.
Early in the regime she discovered
that there were any number of women

scientists working for the govern-
ment who had never been recognized
by a White House invitation. She pro-
ceeded to ask Department heads for
lists of these forgotten women—Dhac-
teriologists from the Public Health
Bureau, chemists from the Bureau of
Standards, experts on chicken diseascs
from the Department of Agriculture
—and had them for tea in relays.
There were more teas for assorted bu-
reau workers, for the secretaries of
Congressmen.

That is the mildest of the new de-
partures which have kept Washington
buzzing and clacking. Social workers
and newspaper women rattling around
the White House are too much for
local representatives of the Old Deal.

T ABOUT the same period Wash-
ington was rocked by an awful
rumor that at one meal, while Prime
Minister MacDonald was staying in
the White House Mrs. Roosevelt, in-
stead of seating her guests according
to rank, directed them to “just sit
anywhere.” On informal occasions,
when it is permissible to do so, she
does obey the instincts of a humane
hostess and let her guests have a good
time. But the rules of precedence that
govern formal functions arc obeyed
as they have always been. The five
State dinners are subject to such
rules, and so arc the scarcely less for-
midable dinners in honor of individual
diplomats or high government oth-
cials. Other dinners, while remaining
in the white tie category, follow a
descending scale of ceremony. At such
comparatively jolly affairs the Roose-
velts will seat the two or three high
men according to rank, but will shuf-
fle the rest for congeniality. The
Sunday night scrambled-egg suppers,
at which soft collars and daytime
dresses are worn, are something else
entirely.

Although Mrs. Roosevelt is not
personally interested in the complexi-
ties of State entertaining, she knows
more about them than any White
House mistress in years. In the past
State Department experts have guided
the White House on every step of its
formal entertaining; have arranged
the seating and even checked the seat-
ing lists. But the Roosevelts use the
State Department very little. Mrs.
Roosevelt seats her own guests with
a sure hand—allowing due credit to
Mrs. Helm, who served under Mrs.
Wilson also. And she doesn’t need
to be told—an imaginary case—not
to invite a California senator who has
been howling for exclusion on the
same night as the Japanese ambassa-
dor.

Mrs. Roosevelt comes and goes
around Washington as she pleases.
Sometimes she drives to one of the
little inns a few miles out of town for
lunch or tea with friends. Last year
a group of newspaper women cele-
brated her birthday by giving her a
luncheon at one of these places.

She visits informally at Mrs. Henry
Morgenthau’s house, at Isabella
Greenway’s, at Frances Perkins’, also
at some of the newspaper girls’. Her
cousin, Alice Longworth, comes to
the White House for all kinds of par-
ties from State receptions to family
luncheons; a curious relationship, be-
cause Alice is always sharpening her
wit at the expense of her cousin in the
White House, and some of it is pretty
savage. She does it directly under
their noses, not stopping at personal
peculiarities. But Mrs. Roosevelt is
either superhuman enough not to be
ruffled by Alice’s goings-on, or clever
enough not to show it. She tells every-
body, with flawless unperturbed sweet-
ness, that she finds Alice delightfully
amusing.

[ Continued on page 68|

LET YOUR DOCTOR TELL
YOU ABOUT KARD FOR CHILDREN

o

THE average child derives approximately one-

half of his total energy requirements from car-

bohydrates. The carbohydrate requirement

should be supplied in a form which is easily
digested, not readily fermented, and
which does not destroy the appe-
tite for other foods. Karo
meets these require-
ments.
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SCIENCE DISCOVERS
CHIEF REASON FOR
COOKING

ONE-STEP ROASTING enables
you toroast meats in open pans with-
out searing or basting.

ET'S solve this eternal kitchen

mystery, once and for all. Today
you followed faithfully the same
recipe that last week brought forth, we'll
say, the perfect cake. Yet today’s cake,
alas, is merely cause for dismay.

Take heart! For the world’s surest
detective has been working on the case.
Science has sifted the cause of cooking
failures, and found that it is not necessarily
the quality of ingredients you use. Far
more often it is the lack of absolute control
over cooking lemperalures and ovem mots-
ture!

And, of course, Science has found a way
to confound this villain of the kitchen.
Today we have “Miracle Cookery.” The
controlled heat of ‘Electric Embers”
assures exactly the temperatures you need,
and maintains them throughout the cook-
ing process.

The oven, unlike those of other types of
ranges, is draftless. Thus, there are no hot
waves of air, and oven moisture is always
under control.

Even the glowing surface ‘Electric Em-
bers” of Hi-speed Calrod cooking units
maintain precisely the degree of heat
needed for each food you cook. There is
no guesswork. And, best of all, the heat is
concentrated on the bottom of the pot—not
diffused about the kitchen. This means
cooler summer kitchens, and economy of
heat.

Electric Cookery makes you the mistress
of still more magic. Entire oven meals are
cooked to perfection while you are away,
by the ‘“‘Chef’s Brain” (electric timer) and
the automatic temperature control. There
is no soot to blacken pots and pans. It is

Hi-speed, self-cleaning
Calrod Coils are practi-
cally indestructible.

FAILURES

NEW
“MIRACLE COOKERY*
; MAKES YOUR
‘ COOKING RESULTS
CERTAIN

With ONE-STEP BAKING you start
cakes, pies and rolls in a cold oven, and
assure success and finer texture,

the safest, cleanest, coolest cooking method
in the world.

Do investigate Hotpoint Electric Ranges
at your own electric company. See for
yourself how cooking failures are check-
mated—how ‘‘absent cookery’ simplifies
culinary problems—and how easy it is to
bring “Miracle Cookery’ to your kitchen.
An unique budget system allows you many
mcnths to pay.

EDISON GENERAL ELECTRIC APPLIANCE CO, INC.
Dept. E. 5605 W Taylor Street, Chicago, lltinois

Send me FREE a copy of the Book that leads
the way to ‘“Miracle Cookery’'~-"*A Modern
Alice in Wonderland’.

NAME ____

ADDRESS

aTy____ STATE__

ARY and Don had come from

a small town. You know the

sort, where broad tree-shad-

ed streets are rimmed with com-

fortable houses with bay windows

and wide porches: where mother sits
to sew on warm afternoons.

When they were first married,
Mary and Don thought their tiny
apartment was the ultimate in com-
pact comfort. But the roll-away bed
knocked the clothes down as it slid
into the closet, and the pullman kitch-
en was too small for anything but the
most sketchy of meals.

Now that Don was manager of the
branch, and Mary had quit her job
to wait for the baby, they started
hunting for something bigger. But
the places that fitted their pocket-
books were cramped.

One day, after a despairing ex-
ploration of all the four-room igloos
on the rental agent’s list, Mary came
back, and, battling her tears, turned
the switch on the radio. “Stop apart-
ment hunting,” a voice urged. “Build
vour own home. You can do it on a
very small income. Let the Federal
Housing Administration help you
build the home you dream of.”

The next day Mary marched down
to the field office of the Federal Hous-
ing Administration. That night Don
found his wife so excited that she ex-
ploded with enthusiasm before he had
even closed the hall door. “Darling,”
she greeted him, “let’s take the $1000
Uncle Sid gave us for a wedding pres-
ent and build a home of our own.”

“But we can’t build for $1000.”

“Oh ves we can. I know all about
it.  Now listen. . .”

Well, this is what they did; and
because the government-sponsored
housing program will make a home
of our own a reality for any of us,
let’s follow their typical progress.

First, Mary and Don figured how
expensive a home they could afford
on a 83000 income. It is usually
estimated that a man can safely in-
vest in his house and lot an amount

equal to two or two and a half times
his income. That meant they could
easily spend $5000 on house and lot.
Now, the 80¢; insured first mort-
gage plan they used means that, with
$1000 to buy the lot, they could bor-
row $4000 to build the house. They
first consulted the man at the Fed-
eral Housing Administration again to
make sure the neighborhood wasn’t
likely to deteriorate and depreciate
the property value, and to be certain
they weren't going to make a $5000
investment in a locale of £3000 houses.
The next thing they did was to get
an architect to draw up plans and
specifications, including a careful es-
timate of the cost of the work. They
also got a contractor’s bid. Then
they went down to the building and
loan association. They might have
gone to a bank, or to an insurance
company, mortgage company or any
other lending institution approved by
Federal Housing Administration.
You see, the loan they got was not
granted by the government itself.
Uncle Sam has simply put into oper-
ation a plan by which the lending in-
stitution may be reimbursed, in case
the borrower defaults, out of an in-
surance fund built up for this purpose
from premiums mentioned below.

ON and Mary were confronted

with a long, printed question-

naire. It inquires about your income,
vour property and your debts.

As Don had had the same job for
six years, good credit rating in his
community, and no excessive bills,
he got the promise of the loan. The
Housing Administration appraised the
property on the basis of plans and
specifications, taking safeguards the
inexperienced Mary and Don had
never heard of to see they got what
they paid for. Then it promised
to insure the mortzage, on terms
specified in the application, when the
house was finished. With this prom-
ise in hand, called, technically, a
contract for insurance, they went



back to the building association, got
a construction loan, and told the con-
tractor to go ahead.

ARY and Don are voluble about
the advantages of the Insured
Mortgage Plan. They borrowed the
limit. $4000 for a house and lot worth
$5000. They're going to pay it back
over a twenty-year period. They had,
in addition to the thousand dollar
wedding present, another $800 of
their savings in reserve. They hope
they won't have to use it, but they
know it's best to have a reserve.
They'll be charged 3¢ a year on
the actual amount from time to time
outstanding. There will be initial ex-
penses, such as appraisal fees, title
search, credit investigation, etc., in
connection with the issuance of the
$4000mortgage, whichmay run as high
as $100, and they may have to pay
a service charge of 14 of 1¢¢ a year.
Also, they will pay a mutual mort-
gage insurance premium of M4¢; a
vear on the entire $4000 throughout
the 20 years of the loan—this to
build up the insurance fund referred
to above. All their payments, after
the initial expenses. come to about
$29.20 a month. Their taxes, assess-
ments, fire and other insurance will
cost them approximately $10 a
month. These vary, of course, ac-
cording to city and neighborhood.
Mary and Don are also allowing be-
tween $30 and $50 a year to keep
the new house in repair. Even count-
ing that in, the entire installments on
their home are costing them about
13 a month—not much more than
they paid for their rented apartment '
The new plan has borrowed from
the building and loan associations
some of the features of paying for a
home by monthly installments. which
theyv have offered for vears. The ad-
ministration has added some improve-
ments. including a longer time in which
to pay off the loan and. particularly,
an insurance against loss to the lend-
er and the borrower.

BY MAXINE DAVIS

“WE'RE BUILDING
‘A NEW HOUSE"

Its greatest saving is against the old,
costly way of raising money by short
term first and second mortgages. Un-
der that system we paid commissions
of 2¢, for finding the money. We
usually paid 6¢; interest charges—
or more. And when the mortgages
expired, we sometimes had to pay
bonuses for a renewal or to find new
lenders. with more costs. If times
were hard, and no one wanted a mort-
gage, we risked losing our home. But
with the plan Mary and Don used,
they will never have to worry about
renewing the mortgage. There is only
the one loan and their monthly pay-
ments include amortization, which
means only that you make your pay-
ments over a long period of time on
a monthly basis. each payment re-
ducing the amount of principal owed.

HE FHA gives the home-owner a

further service. It inspects the
building four times during construc-
tion: First, when workmen reach the
first floor joists, to see that the
foundation is right. Then, at the
“roughing in” stage, just after the
roof is on. Experts go over it the
third time when the finished lumber
goes in, and they come again when
the house is all finished.

If Mary and Don had wanted to
buy a house already built, the finance
plan would have been just the same.

These aren’t all the benefits of the
FHA for home [Turn to page 68}

Aplanforhome-owners — approved
by Federal Housing Administration

“ A man in a store

told me his ‘bargain’bu]bs last as long as
G-E MAZDA LAMPS _4&» z%ﬁy s

Z(n a'cﬁu/wofely—FOR YOUR EYES
AND POCKETBOOKS THEY OFTEN DO!

Frankly, what the man in the store did zof tell you was this:

Many inferior lamps, offered at ‘‘bargain’’ prices, use the same
amount of currentas good lamps, yet they produce much lesslight
when new and grow dimmer and dimmer as they burn.The long-
er they last, the more they cost your eyes and your pocketbook.

General Electric MAZDA
lamps retain, throughout life,
most of the brightness they
had when new. They deliver
all the light you pay for. ..
Many inferior lamps, in order
to give as much light as G-E
MAZDA lamps, would have
to burn out very soon . . .
Remember that the next time
you are offered ‘‘bargains’ in
lamps. Always insist on lamps
that bear the € monogram.
General Electric Company,

Nela Park, Cleveland, Ohio.

GENERAL () ELECTRIC
MAZDA LAMPS
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Co., Ltd., Honolulu, Hawaii. Sales Offices

Now pure, unsweetened DOLE Hawaiian Pineapple Juice adds a
d night! Hawaiian P

to these exotic isles, Hawaii has been famous for its hospitality.
vessels arriving in Kealakekua Bay on the Kona Coast, Hawaii.

Wood-block adaptation by Paul Landacre from an early oil painting
depicting hospitable Hawaiians greeting mainland sailing

ing, noon an

note of real Hawaiian hospitality to mainland menus . .

LU L e

From the time when sailing vessels brought the first mainlanders

PLANT NOW

[Beginning on page 59]

EVERGREENS, SHRUBS AND TREES

Evergreens of the coniferous type
should be planted as early as possible
so their root system will take a good
hold before winter sets in. Water
frequently until the ground freezes.

"WE'RE BUILDING
A NEW HOUSE"

[Beginning on page 66]

owners. If you are harassed with
troublesome short-term mortgages,
possibly second mortgages. too, get in
touch with your bank or the financial
institution holding them, and see if
you can't have them rewritten into a
long-term. insured mortgage loan.

The FHA program is designed for
people like Don and Mary, with
moderate incomes. The most you
can bhorrow is $16.000.

Among Mary's and Don's new
neighbors are the Blackwoods, who
have been needing an extra bedroom
and another bathroom for the last
three vears. Edie Blackwood. too,
went to the FHA office. and discov-
cred that she could get a “moderniza-
tion loan” from any one of the va-
rious types of lending institutions
which are approved by the Housing

THE FIRST LADY

[Continved from page 65]

One day a young woman on the As-
sociated Press who was covering one
of her activities was bitten by Mrs.
Roosevelt's Scottie. since banished to
a kennel. Mrs. Roosevelt. horritied
at her dog's behavior, insisted on tak-
ing the bitten one to a hospital for
treatment. It began to grow late. and
the girl had not turned in her story.

“I'm going to call the A. P.."" Mrs.
Roosevelt announced firmly. I think
I ought to telephone your story in.”

Despite protests she marched to the
telephone, startling the man on the
city desk so completely that he lost
his presence of mind and gasped: “Oh,
that’s all right, Mrs. Roosevelt—don't
hother.”

When she is on a trip her friends
receive picture postcards with long
messages signed, “Love, E. R..” or
“Affly, E. Roosevelt.” She has a
temperament which overflows into
small, gay, generous acts. She loves
to send things to people. For one
friend who was ill there arrived flow-
ers, and with them for no reason at
all a dozen tiny Japanese saki cups.
The card read: “Get well soon. We
miss you. I found these silly things
in San Francisco.”

HE is a true Roosevelt when it
comes to taking exercise. Younger
women who go walking with her—
she is fifty—have hard work keeping
up with her long stride. She does cal-
isthenics every morning and can touch

Deciduous shrubs and trees are
planted late in the autumn so that
the foliage may ripen of its own ac-
cord. and the wood ripen and hard-
¢n to withstand the cold. Order them
carly. and prepare the soil well ahead.

Two-year, field-grown shrubs are best.

Trees should be larger, if you want
an immediate effect.

The larger stock will arrive with
the root svstem enclosed in burlap
witha ball of soil. Make the hole large
enough to take the ball comfortably.
Before filling in. cut the cord and
drop burlap away from the plant.

Administration, for any amount at all
up to $2000. with the privilege of re-
payving it by the month.

Perhaps you don’t want to re-
model, but just repair your home.
Maybe vour floors need re-finish-
ing. Are vour basement stairs safe?
Does the rain reach your wall pa-
per?> Does the chimney look un-
steady. or the fireplace smoke? Is
there unfinished space in the attic
for nceded bhedrooms or a game
room> You can put in heating
plants or bathrooms, new plumbing.
lights and wiring. On this sort of
loan you can refinish walls and wood-
work, remodel the kitchen. install
a new oil burner or automatic refrig-
erator or any other electrical ap
pliance that can be classified as a
fixture in the house.

Indeed there's added zest in huy-
ing or repairing a home nowadays in
the knowledge that every dollar thus
spent is that much gasoline in the
economic engine carrying us toward
more prosperous times.

But that. to most of us, is just
part of it. The very word “home”
evokes the deepest sense of security
and content . . . . now available on
truly easy terms!

the foor without bending her knees.
She got one of her less hardy friends.
who is rather stout. out on a vacation.
and wrote home cheerily to another
friend: “I've made So-and-so walk a
lot. and she’s not sure she likes that.”
But when it comes to her husband’s
hobby. which is salt water, she weak-
ens. After all these years she still
dislikes boats and sailing—"What can
one do on a boat?" And fishing—
“Fish arc such slimy things.” She
never gets sick in the air but is not
immune on the deep. and. all in all.
would as soon let Franklin do his sail-
ing without her. But this doesn't pre -
vent her taking pride in his exploits
as a skipper.

LOTHES used to bore her and

perhaps they still do. but friends
now say with pride that her dresses
are attractive and carefully chosen
and so are her hats. Daughter Anna
receives credit for the reform.

Blue remains her favorite color, and
she also likes soft. brownish mixtures.
She has some handsome jewels which
have come to her from her family,
including a diamond necklace which
she sometimes wears to State recep-
tions. She values such things in pro-
portion to the sentiment attached to
them. She always. or nearly always.
wears a small locket hearing the im-
print of her children's teeth. the
watch. quaintly pinned to her hosom.
which was Franklin’s wedding gift,
and her large diamond engagement
ring.

It has been suggested that she
ought to leave off her rings when she
visits the very poor, for fear of arous-
ing resentment. But this she refuses
to do. believing that the humble are
quick to detect a sham. and that they
would rather see her as she really is.






THE WATCH-DOG NEVER BARKED

...Yet the most dangerous

criminal in the world threatened
this sleeping youngster...Let “Lysol”
help to protect your home!

0 LOCKS are strong enough—no watch-dog wide
awake enough—to protect your loved ones against
the most dangerous criminal in the world...INFEC-
TION. But “Lysol” will help keep it out!

Infection may spread disease from any chance con-
tact. Germs sneak into every home, rich or humble.
Unknown to you, germs are carried into your home
by visitors, tradesmen, or even by yourself. Neglected,
these germs may lead to pain, sickness, or even more
serious tragedy. But there is one simple, effective aid
in the constant fight against infection. Use “Lysol” in
your cleaning— especially in the children’s room.

Your doctor will tell you that keeping your house
clean with a reliable disinfectant like “Lysol” should
play an important part in your efforts to protect your
family against the infection which constantly threatens.

Use a solution of “Lysol” in laundering your family
handkerchiefs, underwear, towels, and bed linen. It
costs so little, and is worth so much in helping to
guard your family against infection. Even in a solu-
tion of one part of “Lysol” to 200 parts of water,
“Lysol” is an effective germicide for general clean-
ing. Disinfect telephone mouthpieces, door knobs,
stair rails, and other possible germ carriers with a
“Lysol” solution on your cleaning cloth.

The tiny bruises, cuts and scratches that happen al-
most every day in a household of growing children
invite infection. Cleanse them promptly with a “Lysol”
solution, according to directions on the package.

Don’t wait for an emergency. Keep a bottle of “Lysol”
on hand in your medicine cabinet at all times.

NEW! LYSOL HYGIENIC SOAP

for hands, complexion, bath. A fine, firm,
white soap, with the added cleansing and de-
odorant properties of “Lysol”. Protects longer
against body odors, without leaving strong
after-odor. Washes away germs and perspi-
ration odors. Your favorite drug counter has it.

GUIDANCE FOR WIVES AND MOTHERS

Leu~ & Fing, Inc., Bloomfield, N. J., Dept. LY-30
Sole Distributors of “Lysol” disinfectant

Please send me the book called “LYSOL vs GERMS”, with facts
about Feminine Hygiene and other uses of “Lysol”.

“LYSOL" IS A RELIABLE GERMICIDE

It’s safe. For nmr[)'ﬁf{)' years it has had the acceptance
of the medical profession throughout the world. It’s the

standard antiseptic in modern hospilals in every country.

Name
Its continued leadership is based upon the confidence of Disinfectant -
. . o Slreet .
the most prominent doctors. No other general antiseptic
) th_ - State

L3 1!!:‘.";__1.H|r| & Fink, lne.

enjoys such absolute trust or is so widely recommended.
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STYLE and BEAUTY

FASHIONS « BEAUTY CARE
MAKE-UP « PERSONALITY

Have you ever given your face a
pick-up treatment? Here’s news
about brand-new facial masques
that perform small miracles for
tired, sun-wrinkled complexions

MASQUES

HILDEGARDE FILLMORE

Here we are at the tag end of
summer. Long, lazy days behind us; ahead of us an
existence somehow more intense and serious. We’ll be
working our minds harder in our jobs, at school, in
club work and fall entertaining. Why not start off
yeur autumn season with renewed beauty?

For this I call your attention to
the new masques. In smart salons they call them
“pick-up” treatments, and women have been going in
for them with increasing enthusiasm. Time was when
applications of the overdrying mud-pack variety were
the only masques we knew about. But these new
preparations are different. They’re gently stimulating,
working small miracles to clear up the weary, neglect-
ed complexion. As harmless as your favorite lubricat-
ing cream, they shrink up surface pores, give your
skin a super-cleansing, slough off loose, dead skin cells,
sometimes actually bleach a little. When you feel that
tingling film dry on your skin, when your droopy
muscles are coaxed back into a firm, serene expression,
it does “lift” and brighten your whole face. Around

your eyes the skin

seems less slack. What

e if the effect is tem-
; porary? It’s worth it
%"\ g to look fresh and
f young for a party.

- Here’s how a masque
o works. Try it before
| i your next big date:
. After your skin is
clean, smooth the
preparation over face

and neck. After a while—the time can be judged from
the directions—wash off the masque. Though modem-
type masques are supplied with ingredients to keep
them from drying the skin, it’s the better part of
wisdom to use an oil or lubricating cream afterwards.
Women with delicate skins will use masques as pick-
ups before an evening party. But young women with
oily skins, or older women with leathery complexions,
can apply them oftener, say two or three times a week,
except where there is a red-veined condition.

Newest of these to come to my
desk is a “mask cream,” the product of a famous
treatment house. As it dries, hold your finger tips at
the temples to keep contours lifted. Then, after
fifteen minutes or longer, wash it all off with warm
water—you’ll look as if you’d napped for hours.

Another masque, from a fa-
mous salon line, is made with strawberries, for their
bleaching qualities. It brings a pleasant, rosy glow to
the surface, and is specially suited to sallow, dull
complexions. Still another is called “masque frappé”
because its action, while stimulating and refining, im-
parts the added “coolness” of menthol. When it has
dried completely, you remove it with pads of cotton
soaked in cold water or skin lotion. One unusual and
famous masque is an herbal one, a fine, jelly-like prep-
aration containing more than twenty different herbs.

O ther masques do a satisfactory
job for many complexions with humbler ingredients,
like egg or oatmeal. Cast your eye over any good
toiletry counter, or talk to an experienced salesgirl,
and you’ll find just the masque to fit your purse
and your own special kind of facial fatigue.
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fo Your own allure !

oU step from your bath as fragrant as
/a lovely flower . .. glamorously sur-
rounded by the subtle, clinging perfume
of Cashmere Bouquet Soap.
And its enchanting fragrance lingers on
long afterward . . . lending to your own
allure a new and subtle magic!

You will be thrilled, too, by the mar-
velous care Cashmere Bouquet gives your
complexion . . . its rich, luxurious lather
cleanses so thoroughly, yet so caressingly
... keeps your skin so beautifully soft
and smooth.

And now this truly lovely soap. .. this
Aristocrat of All Fine Soaps...costs only
10¢ a cake. And yet it is the same superb,
creamy-white soap for which generations
of women have gladly paid 25¢. The
same size cake, hard-milled and long-
lasting . . . Made from the same matchless
ingredients...Scented with the same deli-
cate blend of 17 rare and costly perfumes.

Who could resist the luxury of such a
soap...at such a low price! Why not buy
at least three cakes of Cashmere Bouquet
today? You will find it at the beauty
counters of all drug and department stores.

NOW ONLY
10¢
[otmer

.‘L;f SIZE )

CASHMERE BOUQUET

NEW — CASHMERE
BOUQUET FACE POWDER

Here at last is a face powder that
really is different! Its unusually fine,
velvety texture conceals blemishes
and coarse pores . . . makes your
skin look petal-smooth. Does not
cake or clog. Five flattering shades
to complement natural skin tones.
Delicately scented with famous
Cashmere Bouquet perfume. 50¢ at
all drug and departmentstores.

£

OILET

SOAP

THE LORENZO
BUNCH

[Beginning on page 20]

then abruptly she went to the tele-
phone, called Ben Raphael, asked if
he was alone and told him she’d be
down immediately to see him.

Young Judy came in from her
room. “Where you going, Mom?”

“Never mind. I'll be back in a
few minutes.”

Y THE time she’d reached Ben

Raphael's apartment Kay’s face
was so grave that he showed a smil-
ing alarm.

“You look as if you'd come to tell
me the police are after me,” he said.

“They ought to be,” she told him.
“What’s your idea stirring up Irene
—telling her about another woman'’s
taking Ernie around looking at pic-
tures and everything?”

Upon this, he was as grave as she.
“Yes, I'm not
behaving well,

Kay. Sit down EYE KIT
and T'll tell you.
TI've got myself
bewitched. I'm
glad to talk to
you. I was going
to call you up.”

“You were?
What about?”

“About what
you’re here to
talk about—
Irene Hender-
son, of course.
I came to this
country when I
was thirteen
years old and
all T brought
with me was
twenty-eight
dollars and a
love of art. It’s
old-fashioned
now to say the love of art is the love
of beauty; but that’s still the state of
things in me. I don’t care two cents’
worth what Irene’s soul is made of;
all on earth I care about is that she
will get old very, very slowly and not
change any modeling or color before
I begin to have trouble with my eyes.
T've never had such feelings before
and they made me behave badly. I
want Irene to be happy. but she isn’t.
She’s jealous enough of her husband
without any aid from me.”

“Yes, but why did you go and make
that worse, Ben Raphael?”

“I don’t excuse myself,” he said.
“But she’d have got that way, any-
how. I only helped her on a very
little faster.”

“Yes, you did.” Kay looked at
him angrily. “Pushed her right over
to another man.”

“Gillie Ives? Oh, I don’t take that
seriously. You’ve been talking to her
this evening, have you?”

“No,” Kay said. “This afternoon.
You know what she as good as told
me? Not more or less than that she
hopes to get Ives wild enough about
her to make his wife frantic. If his
wife tries to take Irene’s husband
away from Irene, why I'm afraid
Irene might even take Ives from his
wife in revenge. You see what a
revenge it’d be if she went that far—
Irene with the rich husband, and Mrs.
Ives and Ernie poor and on each
other’shands. That’s what’s in Irene’s
mind, Ben Raphael, and who’s re-
sponsible for it if you aren’t?”

a luxury-necessity for
comfortand beauty —
holds four good items

“No,” he protested. “No, no, no!
I think that’s in her mind, but I
didn’t put it there. Do you think I
want Irene to become Mrs. Gillespie
Ives? Do you think—”

Kay interrupted him impatiently.
“I don’t care what you want Irene to
be. That doesn’t interest me. I want
her to keep her husband. How much
of a fool do you think that woman’s
making of Ernie?”

“A fool?” Raphael looked dubious.
“I wouldn’t say that, exactly. It’s
all on a very high plane. This young
fellow—handsome, almost poetic-
looking, yet manly—is sent out there
to show her some hinges. Very at
tractive, very modest, yet laughing
and frank. The lady shows him some
pictures she’s making; it’s easy to
become interested in such a young
man, so honest, so receptive and ap-
preciative. What a pleasure to edu-
cate him a little—even to dazzle him
a little, too—and even to show one’s
friends this fine young man attached
and dazzled! I don’t think you'd call
Ernie Henderson a fool, though, if
you saw him there; he’s very quiet,
very dignified—you’d only see how
much he looks up to her. She wouldn’t
be interested in a fool. She’s any-
- thing but that

herself, Kay.”

“I don’t care
what she is,”
Kay said. “She
ought to let him
alone!”

Ben Raphael
shook his head.
“No, she’s quite
interested. So
much so that I
might have
some news for
you very soon.
News that
would take you
out there to sec
for yourself,
Kay.”

“Out where?
Whatare
}'Ou—”

“Yes; I'm
not joking. Sup-
pose you’re in-

vited for tea among the murals at
Mrs. Gillespie Ives’s new studio at
Foxglen Farms? Do you think you
could live up to that?”

“How’d you get this way?” she
asked. “Talk plain.”

“Mrs. Ives invites anybody that
comes into her head—look at me,”
he said cheerfully. “She keeps her
own Oldwood circle separate, of
course—yet she even asked me to
dinner with some of them once. Well,
it just happens now she’s curious to
see what Mr. Ernest Henderson’s wife
looks like.”

“Oh, she is, is she?”

HE’S been asking me about Irene
lately,” he said. “She puts on
an air of carelessness, of course. I
told her Irene was quite pretty, and
so she asked me if I thought she
would be interested in seeing the mu-
rals. I said I was sure of it. She didn’t
want to make a point of asking Mrs.
Henderson alone, so she said perhaps
Mr. and Mrs. Henderson had friends
who’d like to visit the studio, too.”

“So?” Kay blew out an audible
breath of hostile, brief laughter.
“Wants to see Ernie’s wife and the
kind of people he lives among, too,
does she? She expect to invite the Lo-
renzo bunch out there?”

“No, no—though I'd like to see it!”
He laughed. “Just a specimen or two
will explain the type to her, you see.
She asked me who were Mr. and Mrs.
Hendersons’ most intimate friends,
and I mentioned you and Roy; so I



think maybe you and your husband’ll
have an invitation before long.”

Kay, troubled, shook her head.
“We wouldn’t go.”

“No,” Raphael said. “I can’t
imagine Roy's going; but you would,
I hope. Irene Henderson in the house
of Mrs. Gillespie Ives would need
support. You'd go, wouldn't you?”’

“No.” Kay rose and confronted him
sternly. “If Irene goes out to that
woman’s house, something’ll happen.
You know that as well as I do, and
yet here you are fixing it up. helping it
to happen. What for> Why didn’t
you try to stop it?”

“Me? Stop Mrs. Gillespie Ives
from asking Irene out there once
she’s decided she wants to know what
Mrs. Ernest Henderson looks like?
You don't know the lady! There's
only one thing I can do about it.”

“Only one?” Kay said contemptu-
ously. “What’s that?”

“To beg you to be there with your
friend. She'd need you, and you're
the only friend she's got—except me.”

“Except you!” Kay laughed out
the two words harshly, seeming to
throw them in his amiably persuasive
face. Then she walked to the door.
where she added a farewell of sardonic
meaning. “Ex-
cept you! Good
night!”

OKAYitwas

but too evi-
dentthatshewas
Irene Hender-
son’s only
friend. and that
when one is any
human crea-
ture’s only
friend, great
staunchness in
friendship is
needed. Irene’s
voice had been
sweet when
she'd called
back over her
shoulder, in the
corridor.
“We're pals
from now on.
though. aren’t
we®” More. just before that. when
she’d all at once changed. and. no
longer frigid and hostile. had put out
a hand and made a friendly moment.
she had a great eflect. Kay was
touched. and it was in her nature never
to forget an appeal that touched her.

Irene. too. remembered that mo-
ment of friendly emotion: its warmth
remained within her. and thenceforth.
without more words. she counted up-
on this friend. \When the two next
saw each other. some days later. her
manner recognized the change that
had taken place between them. Out-
spoken even startlingly. she revealed
herself for the first time: and to Kay
it was as if some shrouded stranger
had suddenly thrown ot a muffling
veil to show all trustfully a frank and
mischievous face. Irene was in high
spirits, rushed in upon Kay at noon
and hurried her off to eat in the
“luncheonette” alcove of the drug
store in the next block.

There, in partial seclusion. Irene
chattered confidentially about every-
thing. sniffed a big clump of violets
she wore—an offering from Ben
Raphael—and laughed immoderately
as she talked of him and his gifts to
her. Her beautiful eyes were even
more brilliant with mischief. how-
ever, when she spoke of her husband.
“You wouldn't believe the nerve of
that man, Kay!”

“Yes, I would. I'd believe anything
about Ben Raphael because—"

“No, no! I mean my own precious
Ernie. Last night he came in with the

PURPLE SHADOWS

arar

for mystery and allure
—grand on blondss
or in-between types

expression of a boy scout. Just rich!
I wish you’d been there.”

“You mean you had a talk?”

“I mean I had a listen!” Irene
cried. “He had the talk. Regular
little lecture. We ought to face life
together, make the best of it together;
ought to reason out things together.
be utterly frank with each other and
learn to understand each other.”
Irene uttered a hoot. “Never struck
him he might be a little bit late!”

“No. that needn't be,” Kay urged.
“He was right.”

“Wait! That’s not all of it. He
wanted to be frank with me; said
he had nothing to be ashamed of, but
rather something to be proud of—
something his wife ought to be glad
of, because it opened up higher op-
portunities for both of us to lead a
finer kind of life. He'd wished all
the time I'd allowed him to tell me
how often he was seeing Mrs. G. L
because there was nothing I'd really
mind if I only understood. and now
he felt he'd truly won her friendship
and he wanted me to meet her. too,
and do the same. Did you ever?”’

“But he was trying to be straight
with you.” Kay said. “He wanted—"

“Wait! Here’s a laugh! He went on
to say that
when I'd met
her I'd feel just
the way he did
about her, and
together we’d
get to going
with a finer kind
of people. The
Lorenzo bunch
were all right in
their way, and
Roy and you in
particular he
would always
remember kind-
ly; but. after
all. when some-
thing better was
calling to us we
mustn’t miss
these higher op-
portunities. The
laugh is that
when we first
moved up tothe
Lorenzo. I wasn't too strong for the
bunch, and he sat up pretty near all
night crying about it. Isn't that a
laugh?”

Kay didn't laugh. “He spoke as if
vou were going to meet her?”

“Yes: and again this morning. I
didn't say anything at all last night:
I just let him talk. I thought about
what Ben Raphael'd said to me—
how if she ever got anxious to see
what I look like. I'd better watch
out. Guess I can attend to that. This
morning before he went downtown
Ernie did a little preaching. so I just
said. "All right. Ernie, if she wants
to meet me. tell her to go right
ahead: I'll meet! "

“I wouldn't. Irene.”

“T would!” Irene said merrily.
“She wants to know what I look like.
and that's just what I'll be pleased
to show her. Maybe I could show
her something else. too. It might do
her a little good to find out how it
feels to have ker husband running
after some other woman.” Irene low-
ered her voice to an unctuous whis-
per. “Honest, Kay, I've got him eat-
ing out of my hand—I wouldn’t have
dreamed I could ever do it. Why,
they’re just like anybody else—those
big society fellows.”

“Yes—just men.”

RENE was radiant; her eyes were
shining like a happy child’s. Indeed,
she might have been a child chatter-
ing of triumphant innocent mischief.
[Continued on page 74]

(above) Miss Faith Corrigan, brown-eyed but
fair-skinned, uses Pond’s Rose Cream Powder.
(below) Mrs. M. Bon de Sousa, medium blonde
hair but creamy skin, uses Brunette.

Consult your Skin, not your Hair,
Optical Machine Answers

Brow~x EveEs—brown hair—and a skin
as white and transparent as a baby’s.
Medium blonde hair—dark brown eyes—
and a skin with that creamy undertone
that belies the glints of gold in the hair.

Two of the many contradictory types
vou see all over this America of ours.

Most girls would class the first as a
brunette, and the second as a blonde. But
a bruneite powder would dim the sparkle
in the first girl’s skin. And a blonde pow-
der would make the second girl’s look
chalky and sick.

Tk FirsT THING to do in choos-
ing a powder is to study vour own skin. Is
it fair? Or dark? Is it dull? Sallow? Does
it need brightening up? Or toning down?

Whatever it is, there is a Pond’s powder
shade that will bring to it just what your
skin lacks.

With an optical machine, Pond’s an-
alyzed the coloring of over 200 girls—
every type. They found the secret of the
sparkle in dazzlingly blonde skin is the
hint of bright blue in1t. The creamy allure
in brunette skin is due to a touch of bril-
liant green hidden in it.

They found what each girl’s skin needed

MAIL COUPON TODAY

73

Over 200 girls’ skin color-analyzed—to find the
hidden beauty tints in skin, now blended in-
visibly in Pond’s new powder shades.

to give it life! And they blended these
colors tnvisthly in their new powder shades.

Send for these shades free and try them
before your own mirror:—
Natural—makes blonde skin transparent.
Rose Cream—gives radiance to fair skin.
Brunette—clears creamy skins.

Rose Brunette—warms dull skin—adds
sparkle—tones down ruddiness.

Sun-Tan (Dark Brunette) —gives a lovely,
sunny glow.

Send in the coupon and we will send
you enough of each shade for a thorough
five-day test. Notice how smoothly this
powder goes on—never cakes or shows
up. How natural it looks on. And it stays
that way for hours! Fresh—fattering!

(This offer expires November 1, 1935)

Ponp’s, Dept. J84, Clinton, Conn. Please send me free 5 different shades
of Pond’s new Powder, enough of each for a thorough 5-day rest.

STREET.

5%””

STATE

Ree!

Copyright, 1935, Pond’s Extract Company



The girl he courted . . .

“When Bill was dating me
every night, nothing was too
much to do for me! My least

whim was law to him.” ]

The girl he married . ..

“On our wedding day, he promised
he’d spend his life making me happy.
1 was sure our marriage couldn’t fail.”

The wife he has . . .

“Why has he changed? He’s
so indifferent, so unlike his
old self —yet he won’t tell
me what’s wrong. If only

I knew what to de!”
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AVOID OF Underthings
absorb perspivation odor. Protect daintiness!

Wives risk happiness when they neglect dainti-
ness. Luxing underthings after ezch wearing takes
away perspiration odor completely, yet keeps
colorslike new. Avoid cake-soap rubbing—soaps
with harmful alkali. Safe in water, safe in Lux!

THE LORENZO
BUNCH

[Continved from page 73]

Kayv saw one difference. however—
that children can sometimes be con-
trolled—and with Irene she wasted no
more breath upon either persuasion
or remonstrance.

When they separated after lunch,
Irene stopped at the corner for a bus.
“No, not keeping a date,” she ex-
plained. “This is the stage where the
scarcer the dates, the more they like
you. G’bye!” And she called back
from the door of the bus, “Bet I
know by tonight what comes next!
T'll tell you then.”

HE did more than keep this prom-
ise. That evening Kay was alone,
as Parker had left on the day before
for the meeting of the Knights’ oth-
cials in Toledo, and Judy was at a
dancing class. Irene spoke over the
telephone. “You and Roy there, Kay?
No. I forgot—he’s out of town, you
told me—but I mean is any of the
bunch there? If not, why, Mr. and
Mrs. Ernest Henderson would like to
come up and give you a big time for
a few minutes.”

“No, nobody’s here,” Kay said.

When Irene and Ernie arrived,
some moments later. Irene was gig-
gling, but her husband’s handsome
face expressed an anxious gravity.

“I'm sorry Roy’s out of town,
Kay,” he said. “I don’t suppose there’s
any chance of his getting home by to-
morrow?”’

“Yes, he said when he left that
he'd be back tomorrow evening in
time for dinner, Ernie.”

“I'm afraid that’ll be too late.”

“Too late for what?”

“I'd better explain,” Ernie said. “I
have an invitation for you and Roy,
I—" He hesitated, glanced at his
wife, whose all too brilliantly smil-
ing face plainly perturbed him. “I—
ah—it just happens, Kay, that lately
I've made a number of new friends
in town here—ah—Ilovely people,
very lovely people—"

“Get ahead,” Irenc interrupted.
“Tell her about tomorrow.”

“I'm trying to. Kay, perhaps you
remember my mentioning one evening
that—that in a purely business way
I'd met a Mrs. Ives who—"

“Yes,” Irene said. “She remem-
bers that, Ernie.”

Ernie’s color heightened. “I—it
just happened that I was of some
slight service to Mrs. Ives in help-
ing her to select some hardware for
her studio, and that she’s the kind
of woman who’s very appreciative of
—of anything one does—You sec,
Kay, Mrs. Ives has been very,
very kind and—uh—and I—it hap-
pens that I've had the privilege of
seeing something of her and later of
meeting some of her friends. She’s
been very kind indeed, and naturally
she’s the sort that would want to
take the same interest in my wife
that she does in me.”

“Yes,” Irene said. “Naturally.”

“Please, Irenc.” Ernie gave her a
pathetic look of protest. “I mean
Mrs. Ives is the kind of a woman
that you can’t appreciate until you
know her, Kay. All this being so
much in the papers that seems to
have prejudiced Irene, but—why.
Mrs. Ives is so prominent she can't
avoid it, and it gives a wrong idea
of her. She—"

[Continued on puge 80]
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...AND PREVENT N -

"RUINING YOUR
REPUTATION AND
"YOUR DRESSES

A bath may keep you fresh and
sweet for an hour or so. Strong smelling soaps,
toilet waters or perfumes may cover up and
hide body odor for a short time. But how would
you like to find a way—a quick, easy way—
to prevent body odor for two to seven days at

a time—prevent it from even starting?

You can do it by using that crystal-clear,
odorless new deodorant called Perstop. It
comes in a new type of self-applicator bottle,
which has a patented sponge neck. No cotton
to use—there’s no rod applicator. You simply
pass the bottle neck itself over the arm-pit and
you have protection against perspiration and
odor for as long as a week. The bottle cannot
spill, nor can the liquid run down the side of
your body because exactly the right amount
for your arm-pit comes out.

Get Perstop from your druggist or depart-
ment store today. You will find it easier and
quicker to use—you will be amazed at the
complete protection it gives for days.

Regular size 29 cents
—large economy
size 50 cents. Or send
10cents for a trial size
to Feminine Products,
Inc., 465 Fifth Ave.,
New York City.

THE EASY WAY TO STOP PERSPIRATION



HIGH SPOTS
IN FASHIONS

® A High Spot In Suit Fashions: The
princess silhouette. The newest of the
new for suits that have longish jackets.

® A High Spot In Shirtwaist Fashions:
A shirtwaist frock in velvet. This is a
Mainbocher idea, and a grand one.

¢ A High Spot In Tailored Frocks: Off-
the-shoulder yokes, and they are simply
reeking with feminine charm.

® A High Spot In Skirts: Fan-shaped
gores. But any skirt flared at front is
a high spot in this Autumn’s mode.

® A High Spot In Sleeves: Butterfly
puffs, to which the young will flock like
homing pigeons.

@® A High Spot In Color Contrast: Wine
with pale yellow, wine with dark green.

® A High Spot In Wool Dresses: Velvet
touches. Velvet on the dress somewhere.

® A High Spot In Dark Dresses: Satin
areas up around the shoulders. Also
black satin, and printed satin dresses.

¢ A High Spot-In Hats: Turbans. And

berets, which are starting all over again.

Marian Corey.

FALL SUITS have longer jackets. Even short
jacketed ones are a fraction longer, while their
skirts are several fractions shorter. The tweed one
here has a belt only across the back. No. 8120.

PRINCESS LINES distinguish the coat of the
copper brown suit at the right. It, too, is belted
at back. Its wide tailored collar is something
new to find combined with revers. No. 8122,



VELVETEEN for accents, is
an outstanding Autumn fash-
ion. Velveteen revers, velvet-
een bows, and, as shown here,
a velveteen vestee in a wool
dress. It looks new. No. 8424.

SHIRTWAISTERS contin-
ue to be the big dress. There
is always something new
about them. In the wine
dress it is its satin top with

satin buttons. No. 843l

BLACK SATIN dressesare
here again. This one has four
little low flares in its skirt.
They look like set-in godets,
but are really all in one piece
with the skirt gores. No. 8410.

For back views and yardage see page following last fashion page.

WILD REDS of everyshade
are coming over from Paris.
The red dress, opposite, is as
interesting as its color. Its
round yoke is important, also
the little tucks. No. 8109.

VELVET for tailored dresses
is an idea of Mainbocher’s,
and they look quite different
from the velveteen dresses.
The brown velvet frock oppo-
site has fan gores. No. 8426.

PLEATS turning inward, are
the special thing about the
greendress. Theyaccentslim-
ness. These pockets look as
though the skirt sections ran
up on the bodice. No. 8427.



SHORTER AND WIDER, AND SMARTER



SUITS AGAIN for Fall. Their jackets
are growing slightly longer. This one is
held in snugly by a belt across the back.
In Paris they wear velveteen blouses
with tweed suits like this one. No. 8425.

WINE TWEED is coat news. What col-
ors go with it? Blue, beige, amber, grey,
black. The flare, the small collar, and the
double breasted buttoning are three of
this coat’s very excellent points. No. 8106.

For back views and yardage see page following last fashion page.

IT'S SMART TO WEAR VELVETEEN WITH TWEED

AMBER is another new tweed color, and
brown velveteen is quite marvelous with
it. This great-coat can button up to the
neck. Its deep armholes make it comfort-
able over big sleeved dresses. No. 8430.

A COAT SUIT in plaid wool and vel-
veteen. That stand-up collar turns into a
scarf which buttons down on the coat.
The skirt has a slit, or a pleat if you'd
rather have it, at each side. No. 8435.

Buy patterns from McCall dealers, or by mail, prepaid, from The McCall Co., Dayton, Ohio, at prices and sizes listed on last page.
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YuAPPLIQUE

By Elisabeth Blondel

STOUT WOMEN
ym M/Me /

This STYLE BOOK sent FR [E

BE SMARYT.. WEAR A

Sityle Zlucen

COAT:

««« AND SAVE MONEY!

Get the Chicago Mail Order Co.’s
big 350-page Style Book. Newest
styles in everything to wear, at
America’sLow Prices.

MAIL POSTAL CARD REQUEST
TODAY, FOR YOUR FREE COPY
Nationally known Style Queen
coats priced from $4.98t 0 $25, among
them the handsomely furred suede-
cloth coat pictured here. You save
withcertaintyatthe C.M.O. . .qual-
ity, saving, satisfaction guaranteed.
Mail Postal Request for Free Catalog

Let America’s leading Family Outfitters
help you dress better and save money,

CHICAGO MAIL ORDER CO.

2N F-246 ] cHicaco

Comes Quickly This Way!

AVE dirt and exposure robbed
your skin of its youthful
charm? Here’s thrilling news!
Theymar onlytheouter skin—adull,
dark mask that can be melted
away—safely and gently! Golden
Peacock Bleach Creme helps na-
ey ture flake off that outer skin that
makes your complexion unattrac-

tive! It dissolves the coarse, invis-

ible particles of surface skin. Ina

few short days the supreme thrill is complete—a
clear, fresh, satin-soft skin that looks years younger
and shades whiter! All surface blemishes and freckles
vanish! Relied upon by thousands to keep young-
looking and alluring! Only 55c at drug stores.

J UST your name and address
on the coupon below will bring
to you the secret of a slimmer
figure! This beautiful 84-page
Style Book will be a revelation
to you, in the distinctive and
slenderlzmg new clothes that it
pictures and describes — and
we’ll send it to you FREE.

Unlike the usual style book, this
is just for women who wear size
38 or larger; whether ‘‘average,”
“tall” or “short’’; and whether of
limited or of unlimited means.

The Same Smart Fashions
that Slender Women Wear

Our clothes aren’t just larger sizes,
nor are thelr fashions originall

planned “for stout women only.”

They're really regular-size styles,
adapted to fit YOU, by the world’s
greatest stout apparel specialist!
And all are priced amazingly low.

®

Yes, completely dry—in less than half the time
it takes ordinary diapers. This new diaper, de-
veloped by the leading manufacturer of hospi-
tal dressings, is made of an entirely different,
surgical type fabric. Iis porous, open weave not
only makes it quicker drying, but much easier
to wash, too . . . It is 30% more absorbent, yet
much lighter and less bulky, and it has no hems
to make ridges in baby's tender skin, or to re-
tain stains. Air circulates freely through iis soft,
loose weave keeping baby’s skin cool, healthy,
irritation free. Doctors say that is important —
see for yourself the new convenience and com-
fort this diaper offers!

: ) PPLIQUE is a choice trim for th
Mot]lers: sen(l 10c for sample cllaper I today's apron. For eve- Dept. a"e 8/‘.09 a/nt 39%2 St.

For example—the new Fall Dress
at left is of fine quality weighted
All-Silk Flat Crepe, and only $5.95,
The beautiful Dress at theright is
of Transparent Velvet and is only
10.95. Other silk dresses, $4.95 to
19.85. Coats as low as $9.85. Also
house dresses, gloves, shoes, hats,
hose, corsets and underwear, and
all at prices proportionately low.

Send the coupon below for your :
copy of this marvelous new Style
ALL-SILK Book. It's ready and it's FREE! TRANSPAREN
FLAT CREPE VELVET

Retail stores: New York, Brooklyn,
$ 95 Chicago, Detroit, Philadelphia, $ 95
— Baltimore, St. Louls; store —
agencies in 10 other cities.

is even daintier for uppliqué. EXPE_C‘a"‘ Mother, and “Dear Madam: Please mail me my free copy of your new Fall and Winter
we will send you also our Style | g yje Book of Slenderizing Fashions for STOUT WOMEN and MISSES.

Book of Maternity Apparel and
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KENDALL MILLS — Dept. M-7 — Walpole, Mass. | “'"gl_r if 'YOI:J are dressed’, - { Fifth. Ave.
Enclosed is 10 cents for fuli-size Curity Layette- applique cherries on a smart
cloth Diaper (Only one allowed to each individual). ‘ cover-all, 325. With infarmal E W Y O R K
Numa : b i e 326 Two Other Books . . .| LANE BRYANT, Dept. 92
Pl ' ress, a ruffled apron, H Check here if you are an L—_' Fifth Avenue and 39th Street, New York, N. Y.
|
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e e e e S

Check here if you have N
Buy patterns from McCall dealers or children from one to ten D Jd
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|nPE RS Dayton, O., at prices and sizes listed you alsoour new Style Book of
D on the last page. , Infanes’ & Children’s Apparel. L Town o SE LS



JUST imagine that you could come to New York
this Fall and pick your new clothes from the
finest things in the Fifth Avenue shops —wouldn’t
your wardrobe be the talk of the town!

Well, that’s exactly what you can do by making
your, selecnons from the new modes pictured in
our “Magazine of Fashion” for Fall, for we offer
you every new and approved style trend of Paris
and Fifch Avenue.

Only, through the magic of the *Finish-at-Home ™
Plan, you may have your pick of these fine new
fashions at a fraction of their cogt on Fifth Avenue
. . . and what's more, cu? to yong own, individual
meamremmt:, to assure that perfect fit which is the
essence of style.

Our expert men-tailors complete every bit of diffi-
cult sewing, and we furnish all the trimmings and

“findings”. All there’s left for you to do is to sew
a fewsnmple seams ... and youstep out in a custom-
made dress that fits better than the
mostexpensive ready-made garment.

EXCLUSIVE 74 MODELS
BETTY WALES, famous American Styl-
ist, now associated with us as the head
of our BETTY WALES DEPARTMENT,
offers her exclusive models in our
“Magazine of Fashion,” for Fall.
Send for your FREE copy TODAY

FIFTH AVENUE MODES, Inc.
74 Fifth Avenue, Dept. 609, New York, N. Y.
Send me FREE copy “"Magazine of Fashion’' for Fall.

Name

Address

in Spare Time, at Home
No talent or experience needed to Hand Color Greeting
Cards onr amazingly easy way. Many make $60 lolzﬂonmt
year. Biggesi season, (Christmas) just ahead, Send
> 1. 051 rTrial Box—everything you need tostart—
‘Q‘:_ or send for Free Book showinizll designs. Noob-
\-_A—’—“rnmwn e foduy.  LITTLE ART SHOP, Inc.,

ept. 13, uz L Street, N. W., Washington, D.C.

RHEUMATIC -
LIKE FOOT AND
LEG PAINS
CRAMPED
TOES?

Tired, aching feet rheumatic-like foot and leg
ains, cramped toes, sore heels, weak ankles,
gumons callouses—all are unfallmg signs of
foot arch weakness. Dr. Scholl’s Foot-Eazers
relieve the pain by removing the canse. They
gently but firmly support the arch where sup-
port is needed; stop the muscular and liga-
mentous strain and soon restore the arches to
normal. Worn in any properly fitted shoe.
Expertly fittedat leading shoe and department
stores. Sizes for men, women and =
children. $3.50 pair, A
FREE BOOKLET
For bookleton causes,
symptoms and treat-
ment of weak arches
andotherfoottroubles,
write Dr. Scholl’s,

Inc.,323 WestSchiller
Street, Chicago, 111,

Dr Scholls

FOOT COMFORT APPLIANCES

AND REMEDIES FOR ALL FOOT TROUBLES

THE LORENZO
BUNCH

[Continued from page 74]

Irene interrupted him. “Isn’t that
terrible, Kay? Think how she must
suffer, always struggling to avoid it
and not being able to! Suffers 'most
all the time, does she, Ernie?”

T THIS, goaded beyond endur-

ance, Ernie turned angrily upon

his mocking wife. “How do you know

what she suffers> How do you know

what a woman suffers—with a hus-
band like hers—"

“What?” Irene’s smile was instant-
ly gone; she looked all blank in-
quiry. “Has she a husband? I never
heard.”

“No, probably you wouldn’t,” the
young man retorted hotly. “Not in
the Lorenzo!” Then he turned apol-
ogetically to Kay. “I beg your par-
don; I don’t mean that, Kay—it’s

EYEBROW GADGET

makes arching or thin-
ning eyebrows easy
and not at all painful

just that Irene always knows how to
make me mad, and when I think of
as high a type of woman as Mrs.
Ives having had to live for years
with a man like her husband—"

“Having had to just for the money,
you mean?” Irene inquired. “You
been seeing much of him, Ernie?”

“I have not!” he said indignantly.
“I have not and I don’t wish to.”

“No, of course not, Ernie. In the
first place, he’d be an interference;
and in the second place, why should
you, since what you say shows she
must have been telling you all about
him and done some noble suffering
all the time she was telling you!”

“Irene!” he cried, stung to the
quick. “This is simply insufferable!”

“Didn’t T tell you we were going to
come up here and give you a big
time, Kay?” asked Irene.

Ernie also turned to Kay. “I'm
sorry to let you in for this. She said
we must come up and tell you—she
seemed friendly and I thought she’d
keep on being that way.”

Irene showed a brief, humorous
compassion for him. “Why don’t
you simply go ahead and tell Kay
what we came for, Ernie?”

“T was trying to; but you insisted
on insulting—"

“Yes,” she said. “You were trying
to, Ernie; but you switched to how
noble Mrs. Ives is, and how she suf-
fers over her husband and having
her picture in the papers. Now just
sit down quietly and try to tell Kay
about the invitation.”

JVEND UGLY
CLOGGED PORES

Avoid “thick” or gritty face powders that neces-
sitate constant powdering because they do no
cling uniformly. Coarsened, enlarged pores may
result—even blackheads and other blemishes
| to ruin your complexion.

Try LABLACHE, the Face Powder that Clings with
' out Clogging. LABLACHE is sifted 8 times through
silk. It is so marvelously fine textured, so velvety
' smooth that it stays on evenly for hours, elimi-
_ nating the risk of frequent re-powdering. You will -~

- love the delicate LABLACHE fragrance and there
are 4 lovely shades to match any complexion |
tone: Cream, Dark Rachel, Flesh, Brunette. ‘&
FREE Send posteard for liberal gift pocket of afl 4 e

LABLACHE shaodes.
50¢ AT ALL DRUG COUNTERS

o experience neoed:
Alao 7 other Aaata., G0 up,
ous Cards, Gift Wrnpvlﬂ%w
Artistic Card Co., 128 aySt Elml

Matern |ty
StvLE Book FREE...

ANE BRYANT Mater-

nity clothes enable you
to dress stylishly during all
stages of maternity — and
after baby comes as well.

Designed to conceal condition
and to provide for expansion.

Latest styles in Dresses and
Corsets. Also apparel for baby.
Send coupon for FREE Book.

LANE BRYANT

=== Address Dept. 97 E
: Fifth Avenue at 39th Street, New York, N.
Please mail free copy of your Style Book (97)

Have MORE Clothes ...
Smart Individuality
® SAVE Money
® EARN Money

AT HOME . . . in spare time,
through fascinating easy lessons
. you can now learn all the
professional secrets of designing,
cutting, fitting and finishing the
lovely feminine fashions.
Earn Money In Dressmak-
ing and Designing

You can easily earn money at
home or have a splendid in-
come in a smart shop of your
own. The new fashions and
higher prices have created a big
nesw demand for dressmakers.
Send for_Full Information
and Sample Lesson
PROVE TO YOURSELF how
easily you can learn to make
smart clothes by this fascinating
method. _Mail the coupon for full
information and a sample lesson.

MORE THAN 300,000 STUDENTS AND GRADUATES

WOMAN’S INSTITUTE, Dept. 3-W, Scranton, Pa_
Without obligating me please send informatiomm
about course checked and a sample lesson.
B How to Make Smart Clothes for Myself
How to Become a Professional Dressmaker
[J Foods and Home Cookery O Millinery
[JTea Room Management, Tourists’ Home, Catering

Name.

Address.

He passed a handkerchief across
his forehead, breathed heavily and
achieved some composure. “Mrs. Ives
told me, Kay, she’d be glad if I'd
bring my wife, and any friends I
might care to, out to see a new stu-
dio she’s built. She said Ben Raphael
had mentioned a Mr. and Mrs. Park-
er as friends of mine, and she hoped
you'd care to come with Irene.”

“So’s to be less embarrassing,”
Irene suggested. “Just having the
wife alone out there to look her over
would certainly be—"

“Can’t you let me finish?” he said.
“The way she’s acting,” he explained
desperately to Kay, “I’d simply say,
‘tWe won't go!’ except I'm sure she’ll
get the same feeling about Mrs. Ives
that I have as soon as she knows her
a little, and after that she’ll under-
stand me better and share my—"

“It’s tomorrow,” Irene interrupted.
“She told him to get us out there
tomorrow about four. Admission free.
What are you going to wear, Kay?”

“I can’t go,” Kay said. “I can’t.”

“Oh, please!” Ernie begged. “She’s
having just a very few people and
she really was anxious to—"

“Really anxious?” His wife in-
quired. “Then I can’t go, either.”

EYELASH COMB

for separating mas-
cara’dlashesand mak-
ing them curl upward

“What? Irene, you told me this
morning—"

“Changed my mind. Kay doesn’t
want to and neither do 1.” Irene rose
and walked toward the door. “Tell
you what you do, Ernie, call her up
and tell her to come here, instead.”

“What ?”

“Yes, tell her to drop in here at
the Lorenzo along about noon. Go
ahead, call her up now on Kay’s tele-
phone; T’ll wait.”

RNIE jumped up and began to
pace the floor again. “She can al-
ways do it! Always, always!”

“How about it?” his wife asked,
in the doorway. “She’s the one wants
to see us, not us her. What’s the
matter with her coming to the Loren-
zo instead of Kay and I dragging
all the way out to Foxglen Farms.
What you so upset about? Isn’t it
her place to call on us first?”

He appealed again to Kay. “Please,
you'll accept? You'll—”

She shook her head. “No. I
couldn’t.”

“Sure not,” Irene said cheerfully.
“Me either. Listen, if you're not go-
ing to call her up, why, I got some
beauty sleep to get in and I'm going
to bed.” She gave Kay a sly glance
of happiest understanding.

The badgered husband’s voice had
become husky. “You can’t treat me
this way! You said you'd go and
you’ve got to! You told me you—"

“No; it'd bore me” Irene said,
yawning; kissed a hand roguishly to
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$100 FOR YOUR CHURCH
Church workers have already raised over
$500,000.00 by a dignified and desirable
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Magazine, Dayton, Ohio, for facts about
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Are You
MOVING SOON?

If you do, please tell wus

about it early, for delay in
advising us may result in one or
more issues being sent to your old
address. The Post Office does not
forward these magazines to the
new address. In order to avoid
loss of copies, it is necessary to
send vour change of address at
least four weeks in advance. If
that is impossible, advise us as
soon as you know what your new
address will be and we will make
every effort to provide uninter-
rupted service. Please be sure to
give your old address as well as
the new one. Write to

McCALL’S MAGAZINE

McCall Street Dayton, Ohio

E\FERYTHING you
~ need to outfit babies and

children up to 12 years.
Dainty dresses from 35¢ to
£4.98 ; suits, 89¢ to $7.98. Also
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Kay and then disappeared into the
hallway.

Ernie hurried after her; and Kay
heard his voice speaking in passion-
ate remonstrance even after the door
to the outer corridor had closed. It
wasn’t difficult to imagine, later, what
would be taking place in the Hender-
sons’ apartment three floors below.
Ernie would be arguing and beseech-
ing, and upon the lovely face of
Irene there would be just faintly the
traces of a hidden smile—to hear
herself despairingly entreated to do
what she meant to do. . . .

HIS imagining of Kay’s was proved

correct by Irene’s eager telephon-
ing, next morning. “Ernie’s just gone
downtown. You ought to see him—
all hollow-eyed and pretty near foam-
ing at the mouth. He still thinks
we’re not going today. Rather cut off
his right hand than tell her his wife
declined the invitation! Going to call
me up at noon for my semi-final de-
cision. T'll have a little more fun
with him before I get obliging. What
you think I better wear? Listen, if
you wear your brown—"

“No, no!” Kay interrupted hur-
riedly. “I can’t go. I meant what I
told Ernie. I can't.”

“You got to; you go to back me
up. Wait, I'll come up there.”

When she came, she was over-
whelming. “You got to go, Kay. It’s
a big day in my life. He’s going to
be there. I had a phone talk with
him downtown yesterday afternoon,
and he said it was terribly boring,
but he had to look in on his wife’s
tea tomorrow. So you see she hadn’t
told him she was going to ask me.
T’ll be a suprise for him, and I'll love
being one, too! I got to have back-
ing, though; I might lose my nerve
if T get out there alone. You know
how it is—all by yourself you get the
jitters; but if you just got somebody
you count on with you—"

“I know; but I can’t.”

“You can! I know what you mean,
Kay. You mean Gillespie Ives is
one of the names from the old Gris-
wold days that Roy Parker gets up-
set about—it’s one of the names you
don’t even like to mention before
him, and so you wouldn’t like to have
Roy think you’d been out to Gilles-
pie Ives’s house. Is that it?”

“Yes, it is.”

“Then you needn’t tell Roy. We
said we’d be pals, didn’t we? Roy
Parker himself asked you to stand
by me, didn’t he?”

“Yes, but he didn’t mean—"

“I got to have you,” Irene cried.
“Listen, we’ll be back before Roy
gets home, and you certainly don’t
have to tell him about it, do you?
Nobody else’ll tell him. Don’t go
back on me; tell me you'll go.”

“No. Instead, tell me you won’t.”

“What!”

“Don’t go,” Kay said. “I don't
deny it looks like she’s after poor Er-
nie; but you stay home, let him go
out there alone, and when he comes
back, just be nice to him and laugh,
as il he’d been doing something a
little silly but you only think it’s fun-
ny. If you want to put her in a hole
that’d do it.”

“Kay, you aren’t going to turn me
down, are you?”

Kay lcoked up at her helplessly.
“Isn’t there any way of stopping you
from going out there, Irene?”

“No! Never! If I have to go
alone, I will. But don’t turn me
down. Tell me you’ll go with me!”

A man of heart will do much for
a comrade; but what a woman of
heart will do for any cause or crea-
ture she has befriended is astonish-
ing. “All right,” Kay said. “T'll go.”
[Continued in OctoBER McCALL’s]

PERSPIRATION
PREVENTIVE IN

HOLLYWOOD |

BEST SELLING

We believe you will like Ever-
Dry as well as the motion picture
capital does. At least, tests have
shown that 88 out of 100 women
who once try Ever-Dry remain
steady users, preferring it to the
other perspiration preventives.

This pure, colorless, delicately
fragrant liquid checks perspira-
tion instantly, yet will not irritate
the most sensitive skin. You can
use it any time, day or night. We
use only the highest quality ingre-
dients in Ever-Dry...in fact, guar-
antee money back if you don’t
like it better than any other per-
spiration preventive! ... 50c.

EVER-DRY

385 Fifth Ave., N.Y,, and Los Angeles

2 3 Perfumes

SUBTLE, fascinating, alluring, Sell
tegularlyfor$12.00 an ounce. Made
from the essence of flowets:—

Three odors: Send only

(1) Esprit de France
(2) Romanza
(3) Fascination
A single drop lasts
« week.
To pay for postage and handling
Il send only 20c (silver or stamps) for
Il 3 trial bottles. OnIv one set to each
new customer. PAUL RIEGER,
240 First St., San Yrancisco, Cahf’

Home Treatment for
Keeping Skin Young

Mercolized Wax—one beauty aid you can afford
because this single preparation embodies all the
essentials of beauty that your skin needs. It
cleanses, softens, bleaches, lubricates and pro-
tects. So simple to use, too. Just pat it on your
skin each night as if it were an ordinary cold
cream. Mercolized Wax seeps into your pores,
dissolves grime, dust and all impurities. It
absorbs the discolored surface skin in tiny, invis-
ible partlcles, revealing the beautiful, smooth, young skin that lies
beneath. It clears away freckles, tan, oiliness, sunburn or any other
blemishes. You use such a tiny bit of Mercolized Wax for each appli-
cation that it proves an inexpensive beaut
be taken for granted. It must be care
to hold beauty through the
Wax brings out the hidden beauty of your
skin. Let it make your skin more beautiful.
Phelactine removes hairy growths—takes them out— | ;
easily, quickly and gently. Leaves the skin hair free. |

Phelactine is the modern, odorless facial depilatory that
fastidious women prefer.

Powdered Saxolite dissolved in one-half pint witch
hazel quickly reduces wrinkles and other age signs. It is
a refreshing, stimulating astringent lotion. Use it daily.

ears. Mercolized
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DARK, LUXURIANT LASHES
INSTANTLY AND safely

Every day moreand more beauty-wise women accent their
eyestodee] é)er beautyand meaning...with MAYVBELLINTS,

Instantly

arkenslashesto the appearance of lon , sweep-
ing luxuriance. Contains no dye « « «
utterly harmless . . . non-smarting .
tearproof. Approved by Good House-
keepmg and other leading authorities.
Black, Brown, Blue, 75¢ at reputable
toilet goods counters. Refills 35¢

Sew and Save
with

BERTH ROBERT

ORIGINATOR OF
SEMI-MADE DRESSES

HUNDREDS of
thousands of
smart women Yousimplysew up the seams. Com-
dress more Styl plete trimmings with each dress.
ishly at real savings...by buying direct from
BERTH ROBERT. The new Fall Fashion Book
tells you how you can get a complete ward-
robe at what the cloth alone would ordin-
arily cost you. What you order is cut to
your measure...and delivered, expertly tai-
lored. All you do is to sew up a few simple
seams...fitting the dress or coat, suit or en-
semble to your figure...saving as you sew.

SEND FOR FALL FASHION BOOK...FREE

Send the coupon below now...your free copy of fully
illustrated Fashion Book will be mailed at once. We
employ no salesmen or canvassers. A Special Knit-
ting Supplement enables you to buy the finest yarns
atrealsavings...all partof thisbigFree Fashion Book.

BERTH ROBERT s Semi-made frocks :
Dept. M,842 BROADWAY, NEW YORK, N.Y. |
|
|

Please send me, FREE, post paid, your Fall
FashionCatalogue, Thisdoes notobllgatememany way.

Name.

|
1
|
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City. State. e l|
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“Mental Cases | have met” | i1 MAKERS—START NOW

WOMEN AS THE PSYCHIATRIST SEES THEM

CHRISTMAS IS COMING!

% WELLDME
IS THE BEST CHEER

329,

HEERFULLY, we give this “start early” advice, convinced

that it will be received graciously. These darling sam-
plerpictures, 329, for instance, can you help falling in love
with them at first sight? Maybe it's the touches of red, may-
be it's the action in them —somehow they are definitely
different from the general run of samplers. Beguiling in
black cross-stitch on white linen, or in white on black or
dark blue linen. They will fit frames about 8 x 11 inches.

YES, it's smart to make your own handkerchiefs. But what
carries more force is the utter charm and novelty of
handmade appliqué handkerchiefs like No. 322. Flashes
of color, accentuated by insets of white —the color re-
peated in a bold appliqué flower on the inset. The insets
are hand hemstitched — the color matches the costume.
Here are gifts that will be appreciated without a doubt.

Whether or not you have “accident panic,” take no chance of an accident
ever happenmg Get a box of Modess today —at your druggist’s or any ’ »
department store. Modess is “Certain-Safe”—and L

TR e R o _ HOME 15 WHERE THE HERRYIS
1. Extra-long gauze tabs provide a firmer pinning & : % #

basis and protect you against pulling away.

2. Specially-treated material on back and sides
protects you against striking through.

329

Wear Modess, and say goodbye to “accident B Y E L| SA B E T H MAY B LO N D E l.

panic” forever!

A MODESS STAYS SOFT . . . STAYS SAFE Buy patterns from McCall dealers, or by mail, prepaid, from the
NOVO . . . the new refreshing douche powder made by the makers of Modess McCall Co., DOY+On, Ohio, at prices and sizes listed on the last page.




8437

For back views and yardage see page following last fashion page.

WINGED FROCKS FOR EVENING

BUTTERFLY BODICE and butterfly neckline, in-  TAFFETA AND SATIN are the fabrics for this
vented by Nina Ricci. The wings are buttoned once at  dress. The sleeves {ly out like wings when one dances.
the back of the neck. A marvelous dress for the stiff-  If the round neck is too simple, or if you wish to
ness of taffeta, the lusciousness of velvet. No. 8437.  change it occasionally, pin flowers there. No. 8421.
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SATIN AND VELVET

For back views and yardage see page following last fashion page.

DROP SHOULDERS, of which a few have been
seen here and there from time to time, are now very
important. They give softness to a tailored frock as
the green velveteen dress, above, proves. No. 8441.

SHORTER SKIRTS are definitely here. But if you
prefer the ten-inches-from-the-floor line, you can have
it in the velveteen dress above, center, and use the cut-
away hem to give it the new shorter effect. No. 8407.

PRINTED SATIN frocks in dark colors are quite
lovely. You’ll notice that the satin dress, here, has
large soft half-length sleeves, for elbow sleeves are go-
ing to be worn all Fall. Nice for afternoon. No. 8433.



For back views and yardage see page following last fashion page.

LELONG'S most popular dress is the one just above.
The original was made of black satin. Its armhole is
quite deep, but its real appeal is the drapery of the
front, arranged in a kind of low bodice-cowl. No. 8439.

FAN GORES make very pretty skirts. This is one )
of the new ways to flare them. Bwo other interesting A N D S A T | N | N S P O T S
things about the fan-gored dress, above, are its satin

accents and its deep square armhole sleeves. No. 8432.

SATIN TOPS do a lot for a dress. But the satin-
topped dress here is smart in its own right From its
Japanese lantern sleeves one deduces that the big sleeve
is more important than ever for Fall No. 8444



IMPORTANT TO YOUTH

WAVY SEAMS are used by Rosine-
paris to decorate her new frocks. This
wool shirtwaist dress, above, ends its
yoke in a wavy line and emphasizes the
up-curveshygroupsof shirrings. No.8408.

PRINCESS DRESSES with shirtwaist
details are shown at Lanvin’s. The dress
above is one of them. It has a very flaring
skirt, slanting buttonholes, and long
sleeves if you prefer them. No. 8112,

For back views and yardage see page following last fashion page.

JACKET DRESSES— that is, blouse-
and-skirt dresses that look like suits,
are perfect for campus wear. This one
by Rochas can be considered a suit any
time you want to add a blouse. No. 8438.

BUTTERFLY SLEEVES are brand new.
This butterfly sleeved dress is definitely
a pretty-girl frock. If you are going to
college this Fall, you should have it, pref-
erably in velvet or satin. No. 8423.

Buy patterns from McCall dealers, or by mail, prepaid, from The McCall Co., Dayton, Ohio, at prices and sizes listed on last page.
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No. 8406. Size 36, 3% yards S54-inch ma-
terial, lining, 3 yards 39-inch.

No. 8407. Size 36, 4 yards 39-inch material
or 3 yards 54-inch.

No. 8408. Size 16, 414 yards 35-inch mate-
rial, 334 yards 39-inch or 234 yards 54-inch.

No. 8409. Size 36, 4% yards 35-inch ma-
terial, 4% yards 39-inch or 31§ yards 54-inch.

No. 8410. Size 36, 37% yards 35-inch mate-
rial, 37¢ yards 39-inch or 23§ yards 54-inch,
contrast, 15 yard 35 or 36-inch.

No. 8420. Size 16, 274 yards 54-inch mate-
rial, jacket lining, 134 yards 39-inch.

No. 8421. Size 16, 5V yards 35-inch ma-
terial, 534 yards 39-inch or 43§ yards 44-inch
organdy.

No. 8422, Size 36, 4 yards 54-inch material,
coat lining, 21§ yards 39-inch.

No. 8423. Size 16, 4} yards 35-inch ma-
terial or 334 yards 39-inch, or with nap, 373
vards 39-inch.

No. 8424. Size 36. 315 yards 39-inch mate-
rial or 214 yards 54-inch, contrast, $§ yard 39-
inch.

No. 8425. Size 16, 337 yards 39-inch ma-
terial or 234 yards 54-inch, jacket lining, 13y
vards 39-inch.

No. 8426. Size 36, 415 yards 35-inch mate-
rial or 41§ yards 39-inch.

No. 8427. Size 36, 37§ yards 30-inch ma-
terial or 234 yards 54-inch, necktie, !'; yard 35
or 39-inch.

No. 8430. Size 36, 4 yards 54-inch material,
lining, 334 yards 39-inch.

No. 8431. Size 36, upper waist, 1145 vards
39-inch material, lower waist. skirt, collar, cuifs,
214 yards 39-inch or 134 yards 54-inch.

No. 8432. Size 36, waist and sleeve insert.
11§ yards 39-inch material. skirt, waist side
iront and back, 3 yards 39-inch.

No. 8433. Size 36, 414 vards 35-inch ma-
terial, 414 yards 39-inch or 234 yards 54-inch,
or with nap, 4!3 yards 39-inch. contrast, 3§
yard 39-inch.

No. 8435. Size 36, coat, 23% yards 54-inch
material, lining, 234 yards 39-inch, skirt, scarf
collar, 134 yards 54-inch.

No. 8437. Size 36, 474 yards 35-inch ma-
terial or 415 yards 39-inch.

No. 8438. Size 16, jacket, 114 yards 54-
inch material, skirt, collar, pocket bands and
cuffs, 214 yards 54-inch, necktie, 7 yard 35 or
39-inch.

No. 8439. Size 36, 414 yards 35-inch mate-
rial or 314 yards 39-inch.

No. 8441. Size 36, 374 yards 39-inch mate-
rial or 27§ yards 54-inch.

No. 8442, Size 16, 43¢ yards 35-inch ma-
terial or 41§ yards 39-inch, bow, 34 yard 35 or
39-inch.

No. 8444, Size 36, 314 yards 39-inch mate-
rial or 23§ yards 54-inch, contrast, 13§ yards
35-inch or 114 yards 39-inch.

“This new
Me Fee novel
is ane of the
best J ve ever

nead!”

Redbook Magazine gives you a book
length novel complete in each issue—
a $2.00 reading value for 25¢ in addi-
tion to all of the other contents of con-
tinued novels, short stories and timely
features. Don’t miss the big Sept. issue.

i¢’s ALL in
this one issue
o/ REDBOOK
r)’[ : ./u

BIG TIME ALL
THE TIME

[Beginning on page 12]

“Oh. heck.” Jack groaned. “Wish
it was this time tomorrow evening,
don't you. scorpion?”

The scorpion said yes, she did.
“We should have had someone in.”
she decided. “*The Drakes. We're sit-
ting here thinking too much. Oh,
Jack—what is he like?” she wailed.
“Is he nearsighted. by any chance?
I seem to feel he's coming out here
with a magnifyving glass just to look
at my finger nails.”

“He has a pretty keen eye.” Jack
teased half-heartedly. “You get that
stuff on straight. woman.”

“We are silly, aren't we? \What
say we take Mike out and run him
up and down streets till we're too
tired to think?"”

“Good idea.” Jack approved.

Fine idea! Officer Mike leaped at
the door.

HE thing, you know, is practical-

ly inthe bag,” Jack panted on Buck-
ingham Road a half hour later. The
gusty spring air had done things for
them. “Or is it?”

“Well, what if it isn’t>” A wave
of bravado washed over Barby with
waves of scent from new spring gar-
dens. “We'll still have each other—”

“—and the bills.”

“—and Officer Mike.”

“Whoops!” Jack was on the tele-
phone at one o'clock the next day.

“What say?” This was the day of
days and Barby had one hand in a
frozen salad and the other in half a
dozen places.

~1 say whoops,” Jack repeated.
“What do vou think?”

“I think you're keeping me back.”
she said candidly. “and T have a mil-
lion things to do.”

“Well. wait till you hear this! Just
had lunch with Stickney and he tells
me old Thompson is a dog fancier.
Get that? A dog fancier!”

I have it. I'm a dog fancier. too.
but I fancy only one dog. He's try-
ing to bite my apron off right now.”

“And listen! The dogs Thompson
particularly fancies are—guess what *”

“You guess.” Barby moaned. “I'm
halfway through the stufied tomatoes
and the salad’s at the whip stage.”

ELAY that.” Jack's voice was

hilarious. “This means something.
Mr. Darrell R. Thompson is Long
Island’s foremost fancier of wire-
haired terrier dogs. He sits in judg-
ment at shows and stuff like that.
We're practically sitting in the seats
of the mighty right now, because when
he sets eyes on Officer Mike—"

“Oh. Jack. That is something. I
was wondering what we’d talk about.™

“Well, look here— How does the
cur look today?”

“He’s in fine fettle. He looks like
an angel. He's acting like a devil,
too. He wants to talk to you.”

“Hello, hello.” Jack shouted. “Hel-
lo. you ape. Now listen, Barby, give
him a bath.”

“But he just had one Monday—"

“Well, give him another. Do that,
will you?”

“Of course,” Barby babbled. “I
have nothing else to do. Do hang up,
will you? Goodbye, goodbye.”

[Continued on page 88]
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TEST. . .the
PERFOLASTIC GIRDLE

. at our expense!

“I read an advertisement of the
Perfolastic Co. and sent for
their FREE 10-day trial offer.”

“They actually al- | ““andin10 days, | “In a very short time
lowed me to wear | by actual measure- | | had reduced my
the Perfolastic for | ment, my hipswere 3 | hips 9 INCHES and
10 days on trial . ., | INCHES SMALLER”, | weight 20 pounds”.

()/‘)/e want YOU to test

the Perfolastic Girdle and Uplift Brassiere
at our expense! Test them for yourself for
ten days absolutely FREE ! We are so sure
that you can be your slimmer self without
diets, drugs or exercises, that we make
this unconditional offer . . .

R E D u c YOUR WAIST

AND HIPS

3 ™R 10 pays

...orno cost!
Massage-Like Action Reduces Quickly!

B Worn next to the body with perfect
safety, the tiny perforations permit the
skin to breathe as the gentle massage-like
action removes flabby,disfiguring fat with
every movement...stimulating the body
once more into energetic health !

Don’t Wait Any Longer— Act Today!

8 You can prove to yourself quickly and
definitelyin 10 days whetherornot thisvery
efficient girdle and brassiere will reduce

our waist and hips THREE INCHES!
§'ou do not need to risk one penny...try
them for 10 days ... at no cost!

SEND FOR TEN DAY FREE TRIAL. OFFER!

PERFOLASTIC, Ilnc.
Dept. 249, 41 EAST 42nd ST., New York, N.Y.

Please send me FREE BOOKLET describing
and illustrating the new Perfolastic Girdle anci
Brassiere, also sample of perforated rubber and
particulars of your 10-DAY FREE TRIAL OFFER!

Name

Address

City State
Use Coupon or Send Name and Address on Post Card
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. ,'_ PERSONALITY? |

Of what avail the most careful coiffure,
skillful facial, or correct ensemble, if, after
all, you don’t feel the part? And whether
you know it or not, you are very liable to
look the way your feet feel: —tired all over,
because your feet are tired. Simply a case of
“foot-fag” keeping you below par—robbing
you of vitality needed to make your person-
ality bloom with well-being. You (and the
world, too) will wear a brighter face when
you walk in the Charmed Circle of propetly
fitted Vitality shoes. They are made to
make your foot feel at home—and styled
to make you feel in the forefront of fashion.
May we urge you to prove their Smartness,
Fit, Vitality and Economy?

VITALITY SHOE COMPANY r ST. LOUIS

Division o f International Shoe Co.

Gale

SOMEWHAT HIGHER IN CANADA

SI1ZES 2

TO 11 « =«

\\ ; :_'!I_

u/

WIDTHS

\\

[ | SAMARA

of VI L I . e’J

@ Your whole personality is revealed at
its best by a radiant, vivacious face and
an erect, poised figure; but tired feet can
mar the effect of both. Step into the
Charmed Circle of Vitality Shoes and you
walk with vitality, free from ‘‘foot-fag’’.
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THEY TRAVEL LIGHT

Anybody can be an expert packer
with the new luggage. Here are three
typical bags that ought to be in the
wardrobe of every gadabout. They'll
take good care of you on trips where
trunks are not needed. (1) A wardrobe
case in which dresses hang wrinkle-
free. Notice its rounded corners and
sleek finish. It holds enough for a
two -weeks' jaunt. (2) Hats and shoes
are always a problem, so this case is
the traveler's joy. 20" long, 20" wide,
12" deep, with brim space for larger

hats, hosiery pockets, lingerie troy.

(3) i you want to fit out your own
overnight cases, this one has sliding
loops for favorite jars and bottles.

BIG TIME ALL
THE TIME

[Continved from page 87]

It did seem. from the moment that
Darrell R. Thompson stepped some-
what stiffly in, that the machinery of
the little house moved on oiled
hinges. The dinner was perfect, Barby
was looking her prettiest. and Jack
his most attractive. Affable—that was
written all over Jack. It was Officer
Mike, however, who crowned the oc-
casion.

“You're outdoing yourself. pup.”
Barby whispered to him in the kitch-
en. She’d removed plates from the
sparkling table without a hitch. The
dessert now. Just apple pie with
cheese—but what an apple pie!
“And did the old curmudgeon unbend
when he saw you?”

The question of what to talk about
had disposed of itself miraculously.
Enter Officer Mike—and it was as
though a button had been pushed.
flooding the old man’s nature with
something like benevolence.
“Whoops!” Jack's eyes signaled Bar-
by guardedly. “And more whoops,”
Barby's eyes signaled back.

HEY couldn't refrain from beam-

ing openly when old Thompson got
down on his knees on the hearth rug.
He didn't seem now to be able to
keep his hands off Mike and Mike
submitted with just the right mix-
ture of interest and dignity. “I know
I'm all right,” Mike was obviously
thinking. “You don't have to tell me!”

Did they have a tape measure?
They had a tape measure, and Barby
and Jack practically fell over each

other getting it. New and strange
rites were being performed now. Well,
if he thought he was going to find a
flaw in Officer Mike—Barby and Jack
watched anxiously, however. Their
grins spilled when the old gentleman
at length sat back on his heels and
said. “By gad!” with a certain vehe-
mence.

“Sure.” Mike toyved with the tape
measure in a bored fashion. “I could
have told vou.”

“By gad.” Mr. Thompson said
again. “Where did vou get him, Ten-
ny?” He listened carefully.

“H’m. Got his papers, I suppose?”

Jack had his papers. He retrieved
them from a desk drawer.

“Just as I thought. Harrumph—"

IKE'S papers had never been
pored over in this fashion be-
fore. They'd been tossed into a desk
drawer, truth to tell, and forgotten.

“Never exhibited him, heh?”

“Never thought of it.”

It was ten by the clock when the
bomb was exploded.

“Say. Tenny, what do you want
for this dog?”

“Wouldn’t part with him for all
the gold in Christendom,” Jack said
thoughtlessly.

There was a silence.

“No. I mean seriously.” Thomp-
son broke the silence and his words
had a clipped and distinct quality.

“Why, I— We—" Jack floun-
dered helplessly.

Barby looked at Darrell Thomp-
son and away again—and back. It
wasn’t possible— Was it possible?
Strain and silence and something de-
claring itself, unmistakably, in that
silence. He couldn’t mean— This



childish, spoiled old man. Barby’s
eyes wavered to Jack's and away
again. Jack and Barby looked at
Mike. There was no mistaking it. It
was just as though words had been
spoken. Old Thompson was waiting.

“Don’t be stupid. my good young
people.” he might have been saying.
“I have something you want. You
have something I want. Just an ex-
change of courtesies.”

Mike yawned in that strange silence
and looked from his god to his god-
dess. “Well. if you're going to waste
a whole evening on a codger like this,
don't expect me to be interested. I've
done my part.” A yawn. “When’s he
going home?”’

“Well. don't decide right away.
Tenny.” Thompson said. There was
a certain surface suavity. Undertones
to indicate he was offended. “T'll pay
a good price for him.”

“It isn't a question of price,” Jack
managed.

“No. indeed.” Barby said faintly.

“As I say. don't have to decide to-
night. Good kennels. Best care. Re-
minds me of my Royal Blue Bart.
Lost him last year. Stupid vet.
Well—” Thompson looked at his
watch. “I've got to be getting on.
Tell you what you do. Tenny. Give
me a ring at my office tomorrow
afternoon. Any time before four.
Harrumph.” Another look at Officer
Mike. “Let me know about the fel-
low.” He was being ofi-hand.

“Harrumph—"" he said again at the
door. “Lovely evening. Don't know
when I've enjoyed an evening more.
What date is this. Tenny—the eight-
eenth. isn’t it? Have to be getting
things into shape pretty soon.”

Have to be getting things into
shape for the first of the month. that
meant. The first of the month the
new Wayco man would take over.

Call me tomorrow. Let me know
about the fellow. Gone now.

Barby and Jack looked at each
other.

“The beast!” she moaned. “People
don’t do things like that.”

Jack wet his lips. “I'll put Mike to
bed. Come on. ape. Downstairs for
you.” Jack's voice was too loud.

T'S this way. Barby,” he said as

he came back to the living room.
“A dog's a dog. but a—a man's
whole future is—is— Well, what I
mean is we always told ourselves we
weren't going to let ourselves go
batty over a dog—over Mike. That's
why we put him down in the cellar to
sleep when he'd got over being a pup.
if vou remember.”

“I know.” Barby's voice wasn't
any more natural than Jack's.

“Something like this Wayco busi-
ness won't turn up every day.” Jack's
voice was hard.

“Nor even every year.”
forced the words out.

“So, if you agree—"

“I—agree.” Barby clasped her
hands. “But we—won't talk about
it.. Not at all. I can't bear that.
We'll just—go to bed, shall we?"

Barby

HOW’S YOUR
WILL POWER TODAY?

Need a will power tonic? Read
our September Style-Beauty
News leaflet. It will pep you
all up, make you keep your-
self looking your lovely-best.
To get it right away, send a
self-addressed, stamped en-
velope with your request to

SERVICE EDITOR,
McCALL'S, DAYTON, OHIO
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Ida Lupino,
Paramount
Featured
Player says: % 1

"The first rule of beauty is cleanliness.”

LEMON RINSE
FOR HAIR IS

OJO)’ZéSS

Removes dingy shampoo-
tilm; leaves hair and scalp
so completely clean

HE fresh-lemon-juice-rinse gives life
and lustre to hair by removing curds
of soap that form when you shampoo. It
leaves no odor to destroy the natural
charm it restores!
Harmless as plain water, the lemon
rinse is mildly acid—thus cuts soap as
water alone cannot.

What To Do

After soapings, rinse hair twice with
warm water. Then rinse with the juice of
two Sunkist Lemons in a washbowl of
water. Rub well into the scalp. Rinse
tinally with plain water if you choose.

This natural beauty method gives
brunette hair new lustre. Blonde, new
highlights. Auburn, new life and fire.
And all hair is more manageable. Waves
stay in longer.

Free— NEW Book of Beauty

Discusses care of the skin, complex-
ion, cuticle, scalp and teeth. Gives
weight control suggestions and for-
mulas for inexpensive cosmetics to
be made at home. Send coupon now!

California’s juiciest lemons are
wrapped in tissue trademarked
“Sunkist.” Keep a dozen on hand.

WHAT LEMON RINSE DOES—Microscope
shows soap curds still
clinging to hair at left
atter two plain - water
rinsings. Hair at right,
from same head, shows
its true lustre after one
lemon rinse. Unre-
touched photomicro-
graph from test under
actual conditions by
W.F. Herzberg, Ph. D.

CALIFORNIA FRUIT GROWERS —!
EXCHANGE /

Sec. 609A, Box 530, Station C

Los Angeles, California

Please send FREE the new booxlet,

.emons for Loveliness. telling the

Name

Street

City. State,
Copyrign:, 1935, Calroria Fruit Growers Excnerres

Tt was ten minutes later that Bar-
by. in a faded robe and worn mules.
clattered down the stairs in the dark.
“Meant to defrost the refrigerator.”
she’d told Jack. “and forgot.” She
sat in the dimmed light of the white-
washed furnace room and her hand
was on Officer Mike’s neck. “It’s for
Jack,” she murmured. “You under-
stand it's for Jack, don’t you? I
said what I thought he wanted me
to say, and what I thought I ought
to say. We can't have Jack’s head
down and his shoulders sagged, can
we? We have to have Jack’s head up
and—and—" Words failed Barby.
Tears fell on Officer Mike’s nose and
he licked at them silently. “Besides,”
she wailed, “you may like it on Long
Island. Promise me you'll like it—"

“Barby—"" Jack cleared his throat
in the darkness upstairs—“did you
try the back door? Don’t think I
locked it. Read about a sneak thief
only last week over on Ammister.”
He was fumbling for his slippers....

Strange words. these, Jack was say-
ing in the furnace room a few mo-
ments later. Mike himself, as one man
to another, blinked at them. It was a
lucky thing Barby wasn’t there to
hear, his eyes reproved. These words
ripped and tore in low explosive
strings. Fossil figured in them. but
fossil was mild in comparison with
the rest. “Well, it’s for Barby. old
Rain-in-the-Face.” Jack slumped
down at last upon an upturned box
beside Mike’s basket. “This isn't
what I meant to let her in for, is it.
Sleepy Eye? No clothes. no maid.
no future. Do you get it. Mike?”
Jack got up swiftly and went up the
stairs and snapped off the light.

ARBY didn't know how she got

through the morning and she didn't

know how she was going to get
through all the mornings to come.

“T think,” she said to Officer Mike
after lunch. “it will be better after
you're really gone. It—it can’t be
worse. Oh, Officer, don’t look at me.”

The clock crept up to two. and up
to three. At three-fifteen Jack walked
in. There wasn't much doing at the
office, he explained elaborately. winc-
ing at Mike’s welcome. There were
a lot of things that needed doing
around the garden.

“The bonemeal came—it’s in the
cellar,”” Barby said. with an effort.
“Look at him, Jack.” Her voice
threatened to quaver. “He’ll jump
out of his skin if you don't get out
there soon. Jack—" her back was
carefully turned now and she was
furiously busy—‘“you—you did it?"

“I—well—that is. not yet. Before
four o'clock. he said.” Jack kicked
at the screen door. “Maybe I thought
it would be easier out here.”” He
turned miserably. but he couldn't find
Barby’s eyes. “Guess it won't be.
though.” he muttered. “It’s only
three-thirty. anyway.” He started
whistling then, and his whistle was
shrill.

“What time is it, Barby?" he
called. a little later.

“It’s three forty-five,” Barby said
carefully. “It’'s a quarter to four.”

“Is the clock right?” Jack wanted
to know as he strode in. His eyes were
on the telephone.

“It is right.” Barby heard the dial
on the telephone click seven times.
“Is Mr. Darrell Thompson in?"

vJack! Jack!” A spring snapped
and Barby sprang up. “Don't.
don't—" she was clinging to his arm
now. ‘“Please, please—"

Jack looked as though a thousand-
pound weight had been lifted from
his shoulders. “Do you mean it Juct
a minute—"" he shouted into the phone
—"Barby, do you mean it?”

[Continued on page 90]
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REMOVES GORN

STOPS PAIN

USE THIS NEW TOE-FITTING
WATERPROOF CORN PLASTER

. . forquick, efficient results. Just slip
this small protective shield over the
corn. Fits flat. Doesn’t bulge or crowd
toes, as the old-style plasters do. And
it stays put with the slip-proof tabs.
These perfected plasters can’t stick
to stocking—or get soggy when you
bathe. (That’s the patented Drybak
feature.)

With each package you get special

individual medicated centers. Noth-
ing better for removing hard corns.

Guaranteed by the Red

Cross Laboratories.

Send 10c for trial package—Write Dept.6og
For professional foot treatment see a Chiropodist

NEW BRUNSWICK, N. J. CHICAGO, ILL,

BOX OF 12
25¢

RED

CORN PLASTER

(AlsoDrybak Bunion and Callons Plasteys)
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HOW DOES

o Lol Gl

Every man instinctively plays the part of a
beauty contest judge.

Every man’s glance is a searching glance. It
brings out faults in your skin that you never
think would be noticed. Even those faint lines
and those tiny bumps that you think might es-
cape attention are taken in byaman’seyesand,
many times, magnified.

How does your skin meet the test? If it is at
all dry or scaly, if there is a single conspicuous
pore in your nose or even a suggestion of a

blackhead anywhere on your face, you may be-

sure that you are gaining more criticism than
admiration.

Manycommon complexion blemishes are due
to nothing less than improper methods of skin
care. You want to be sure to really clean your
skin. You don’t want to be satisfied merely to
remove the surface dirt. You want a method
that will reach the imbedded dirt. At the same
time, one that will lubricate your skin and
counteract the drying effects of exposure to
the weather.

The Care the Skin Needs

The care your skin needs is supplied in simple
form in Lady Esther Face Cream. This cream
does more than merely “grease” the skin. It ac-
tually cleanses. It reaches the hidden, stubborn
dirt because it is a penetrating cream. There is
nothing stiff or heavy about Lady Esther Face
Cream. It melts the instant it touches the skin
and gently and soothingly penetrates the pores.

“Going to work” on the accumulated waxy
dirt, it breaks it up and makes it—all of it—
easily removable. At the same time, as
Lady Esther Face Cream gently cleanses
the skin, italsolubricatesit. [t resupplies
it with a fine oil that overcomes dryness
and scaliness and keeps the skin soft,
smooth and supple.

When you give the skin this common
sense care it's remarkable how it re-
sponds. Blackheads and enlarged pores
begin to disappear. Those faint lines
vanish. The skin takes on tone—becomes
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IN STAND THE TEST?

clear and radiant. It also lends itself to make-
up 1009 better.

Make This Test!

If you want to demonstrate the unusual cleans-
ing powers of Lady Esther Four-Purpose Face
Cream, just do this: Cleanse your skin as you
are now doing it. Give it an extra good cleans-
ing. Then, when you think it absolutely clean,
apply LadyEsther Face Cream. Leave the cream
on a few minutes, then wipe off with clean
cloth. You’ll be amazed at the dirt the cloth
shows. This test has proved a source of aston-
ishment to thousands of women.

At My Expensel

Let me prove to you, at my expense, the excep-
tional qualities of Lady Esther Face Cream. Let
me send you a week’s supply free of charge.
Then, make the test I have just described—the
clean cloth test. Prove the cream too, in actual
daily use. In one week’s time you’ll see such a
diff erence in your skin as to amaze you.

With the 7-day tube of cream, I will also
send you all five shades of Lady Esther Face
Powder. As you test the cream, test also the
shades of face powder. Find out which is your
most becoming, your most flattering. Learn, too,
how excellently the cream and powder go to-
gether and what the two do for the beauty of
your complexion.

To get both the 7-day tube of Lady Esther
Face Cream and the five shades of Lady Esther
Face Powder, all you have to do is mail me
your name and address on a penny postcard or
on the coupon below. If you knew what was in
storefor you, you would not delay a minute in
clipping the coupon.

Lady Esther, 2008 Ridge Avenue, Evanston, Illinois

Please send me without cost or obligation a 7-day supply of
your Lady Esther Four-Purpose Face Cream; also all five
shades of your face powder.

Name

Address.

City. State -

(If you live in Canada, write Lady Esther Ltd., Toronto, Ont.)
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BIG TIME ALL
THE TIME

[Continued from page 89]

“Of course I do. Just tell him—”

“This is Tenny, Mr. Thompson,”
Jack’s voice sang. “Been thinking
about the dog. I'm sorry, but my
wife and I have talked it over and
we can't part with Mike.”

Jack was silent, listening. Barby
clung to his arm. Jack’s eyes met
hers and a comical ruefulness came
into them. “I'm awfully sorry,” he
repeated. “You see—"

(I\'CS_)’

“I am sorry, Mr. Thompson.”

“Yag

“If I do— But I won’t change my
mind.”

“Well. Yes. Goodbye.”

ACK let the phone slip slowly into

its cradle. “Brrr—"" He shivered.
»Did you get that nip of frost? Yip-
pee!” he was shouting then. He'd
caught Barby’s hand and they pranced
about the hall. They pranced through
the living room and dining room and
kitchen and the little house rocked.
“T don’t care.” Jack sang. “Let him
keep his old job!”

“I don’t care. I don’t care.” Bar-
by was breathless.

Mike was scratching down by the
garage and his ears twitched. More
rough-house is what it sounded like.
He hurtled toward the house.

“Just listen to that.” The placid
face of Mrs. Gray, next door, lit up
with a smile. “I'll bet Mr. Tenny got
his new position. Just listen.”

“I'm not hard of hearing, Mother.”
Mrs. Gray’s daughter smiled, too.
“It's nice to see something come
someone’s way. Look at that dog try-
ing to jump through the screen door.
Thinks he’s missing something. There,
they're letting him in.”

“—and T thought you wanted to.”
Things had quieted down somewhat
in the little house. Barby and Jack
occupied one chair and Barby's head
was on Jack’s shoulder.

“—and I thought I should—in or-
der to—to give you things.”

There was a long and contented si-
lence. Jack’s foot reached out and
scratched Officer Mike’s back and
the Officer looked up at the two of
them. his heart in his eyes. Mike
was the barometer of this little house

and what he registered at the pres-
ent moment was ‘“All serene.”” There
had been something in the air, but it
was gone. There wasn't a bit of ten-
sion left and things were as they
should be, Barby and Jack in one
chair, murmuring things to each other
at intervals. Now Jack’s foot and
now Barby’s came out to scratch him.

“So we’ll have to admit we’re a
couple of saps,” Jack said. They
hadn’t stirred for a long interval.

“I don’t think so.” Barby said
staunchly. “After all. Mike would
never let us down. Never. Besides.
what’s money? There’s loyalty. I
wouldn’t feel the way I did this morn-
ing for a million dollars.”

“Nor I. First time today I’ve felt
like a human being.”

“We wouldn’t have had a happy
minute. You knew and I knew he’d
die of loneliness out there.”

“Hah! Good thing we came to.”

“Do you know, Jack—" this was
still later—“I was so upset I forgot
to get anything in for dinner.”

“That’s all right.” Jack searched
in his pocket. “I have—let’s see—
ninety cents. We'll go slumming
down to the hamburger car.”

“Yes. We'll take Mike.”

N THIS box, gentlemen—" Bar-
by’s eyes shone as she put on an
impromptu magician act for an at-
tentive audience of two a fortnight
later—‘“‘we have beige kid with snake-
skin trim. In this box we have black
patent leather T-straps. and in this
brown kid with ribbon ties—"
“Grrrr!” Mike leaped at the tis-
sue paper. He entangled himself in

the string.
“Well. after all—” Jack scratched
his head. “How did you do it?> I

haven’t had a pay day yet.”

“I revived one of the old charge
accounts, silly. Which pair do you
like best. darling?’ Barby's eve
gloated.

“The black.” Jack hazarded. “No.
the tan. Well, I don’t know.” He
took a turn about the room. “Funny
of the old fossil to sulk for two
weeks and then give in, wasn't it?
Stickney told me he was sulking.
Asked me what I'd done.”

“Not funny at all.” Barby had a
beige shoe on one foot and a brown
on the other and she stretched her
legs luxuriously. “Just a business man
first and a dog man second. that's
all. Knew he couldn’t find a better
man than you.”

“The old fossil,” Jack said won-
deringly.

“The old darling.” Barby corrected
conscientiously.

Offices, Room

No. Sizes

8402 1-6 .
8403 14-18,
8 2-8

8418 34-46 ...

8416 34-46 .
8417 6-14

No. Sizes

322 Yellow

323 §, 10. 12
Blue

324 6-8, 10-12, 14-16
Yellow or blue ... .30

PRICE LIST OF NEW McCALL PATTERNS

Leading dealers nearly everywhere sell McCall Patterns. If you find that
you can't secure them, write to The McCall Company, McCall St., Dayton,
Ohio, or tao the nearest Branch Office. stating number and size desired
and enclosing the price stated below in stamps or money-order.
1181, The Merchandise Mart, Chicago, lil., 609 Mission
Street, San Francisca, Cal., Spring and Mitchell Streets, Atlanta, Ga., 710
Commerce Street, Dallas, Texas, 60-62 Front St., West, Toronto 2, Can.,,
Park Avenue, North Circular Road, Landon, N. W. 10, Eng.

Price | No. Sizes

Branch

Price | No. Sizes Price

8434 6-14

8435 12-18,
8436 1-6 ..
8437 12-18,
8438 11-17,
8439 12-18,

Price | No.

328 Blue
329 Yellow o
330 Yellow .




WHAT EVERY WASHING MACHINE OWNER NEEDS

CAN | WEAR MY
NEW DRESS TO
SCHOOL TODAY,

MOTHER?

SO THAT'S IT.

BOTH HAVE THE SAME
KIND OF WASHING

HER SECRET...
I MUST TRY IT

| WONDERED WHY HER
WASH ALWAYS LOOKED
WHITER AND BRIGHTER
THAN MINE...WHEN WE

MACHINE. RINSO'S /8

LET'S KEEP T FOR SUNDAYS WHILE
OW 1T WILL NEVER
LOOK AS NICE AFTER

1T'S NEW. YOU KN

IT'S WASHED

THINK HOW OFTEN {'VE WORN THIS
BEST DRESS AND IT STILL LOOKS

LIKE NEW

YOU WERE A SMART
LITTLE GIRL TO TELL
ME ABOUT g

IF you do not o
Rinso’s creamy. 1 more re :

2y Y, llvely suds S - I€aS0n to use Rinso. F
bf”fmg. Even stubborn cuffs anc?AK clothe or

bmg bf:tween the f§
washed this safe, genle.

BETTY'S CLOTHES
ALWAYS LOOK BRAND-
NEW, EVEN WHEN
THEY'RE OLD. HER
MOTHER USES

esh, bright, gay.
s longer. i

Speeds up dishwe

A TRAGEDY

| USED TO THINK |
WOULDNT MIND GROWING
MIDDLE-AGED, OLD, BUT MY
FRIENDS /ARE ALL DRIFTING
AWAY. M SO LONELY...
AFRAID OF THE FUTURE...

THE EXPLANATION

THE BRIDGE CLUB MEETS
NEXT WEEK. SHOULD WE
ASK BELLE ? WE HAVENT
HAD HER IN AGES

| FEEL SORRY EVERY TIME
WE LEAVE HER OUT. BUT WHY
HAS SHE BECOME SO CARELESS?

SHE USED TO BE
SO ATTRACTIVE. JIM
CALLED HER"THE FASCINATING
WIDOW,” BEGGED HER TO
MARRY HIM

HE NEVER GOES TO SEE HER
NOW. WHEN A WOMAN GETS

CARELESS ABOUT "B.0”
THE WAY BELLE HAS, GOING TO TELL HER TO
GOODBYE ROMANCE! USE LIFEBUOY. "B.0" IS
\ SPOILING HER LIFE

/

'VE KNOWN AND LI KED
BELLE FOR YEARS. M

=

NEXT DAY

YOU'VE TAKEN MY FRANKNESS
IN SUCH A FINE SPIRIT, BELLE,
AND NOW, LETS FORGET ALLTHIS

YES, BUT | WONT
FORGET TO USE . J
LIFEBUOY. I'LL ALWAYS I
PLAY SAFE NOW

LOOK, JIM AND
BELLE.YOU SEE THEM
EVERYWHERE TOGETHER

NOwW

SHES CERTAINLY BECOME "THE
FASCINATING WIDOW “TO HIM
AGAIN, THANKS TO YOUR HINT

FOOLISH JiM !
THOUSANDS HAVE
/' |F THEY KNOW

THE SECRET

£2)

==
NO OTHER WOMAN (3 =g
HAS AS NICE A SKIN T\ 1=/ 4 8%
AS YOURS /M\‘ :

HERE'S the secret in one word—Lifebuoy! Its rich, creamy
lather is deep-cleansing. It penetrates pores, rids them
of impurities, wakens hidden loveliness. And “patch”
tests on the skins of hundreds of women show Lifebuoy
is more than 20 per cent milder than many so-called
“beauty soaps”. No wonder complexions thrive on it!
Too much at stake
Don’t risk “B.O.” (body odor).
Bathe regularly with Lifebuoy.
Its quickly-vanishing, hygienic
scent tells you Lifebuoy’s deep-
cleansing, always abundant
lather gives extra protection.
Approved by Good Housekeeping Burean
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| Good health insures You

against #PINK TO
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eed IPANA plus
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MASSAGE for firm

HOW intelligent are you about your teeth
and gums?...Do you believe, for in-
stance, that when «pink tooth brush” first
appears, you need pay no attention to it?

Your own dentist will tell you, emphati-
cally, not to ignore ¢pink tooth brush”—
to get after it at the very first sign. For he
knows that «pink tooth brush” is a warn-
ing of unhealthy gums. And he knows that
tender, ailing gums may be the first down-
ward step toward gingivitis, pyorrhea or
Vincent’s disease.

Sensitive, unhealthy gums are common.

Clevoid *"PINK TOOTH BRUSH”

wﬂ/pmamm’/ﬂa&;aﬁe.

OTH BRUSH"

11 bother.+-

themselves:-: v

She passed this INTELLIGENCE TEST-100%

But what can we expect — when our soft,

creamy foods continually deny them the .

work and exercise they need to keep them
naturally firm and healthy! No wonder they
grow flabby and tender!

START WITH IPANA AND MASSAGE

Use the modern method that dentists ad-
vise. Massage your gums with Ipana every
time you brush your teeth. Rub a little

IPANA ro0rm

Ipana into your gums with brush or finger-
tip. And note how new circulation starts,
How much livelier your gums feel.

Switch to Ipana and massage today. You
will be pleased by the new whiteness of
your teeth — the cleaner, healthier feel of
your gums, and by the arresting new beauty
of your smile. And, big or little, all the fam-
ily will enjoy its delicious, refreshing taste.





