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No man could look upon Toinette without dreaming forever after

of the magic in her eyes and the gay laughter upon her lips

Play Girl

By
MARGARET BELL
HOUSTON

ILLUSTRATED BY
CHARLES DE FEO

T WAS the day the leading lady

fell into the bayou.

All Bon Désir loved the leading

lady. They loved her because she
had come to Louisiana to play Evange-
line, to put Evangeline into a talking
picture—to be- Evangeline. Every stick
and stonealongthe Bayou Techebreathes
of Evangeline and of . the lover she came
from Acadie to find. V-

Much of Bon DCSll’—ltS dar.k haired
bnys and girls, its kmdly old folk—was
in the picture for “atmosphere.” The
day the leading lady fell:from her pi-
rogue ifito thé:bayou most of the atmos-
phere jumped in after her:

That was how it came about that a
certain small part of the atmosphere
came near being drowned, or perhaps
caten by the alligator, as the cameraman
afterward observed. (Though the alli-
gator was tame and kindly, and, at that
time, sound asleep.) This certain small
member of the leading lady’s train was
little Toinette Robin, lately married to
Basile Robin, who worked in ’Sieur
Clopard’s hardware store.

It was the cameraman himself, brav-
ing the alligator, who pulled her out and
laid her at the feet of Tyler Keets, the
director. Keets had just returned from
the hotel, where the wet and sympa-
thetic train had borne the leading lady.

Toinette was all right in a minute or
two

“I'm all ri’,” she assured the camera-
man and the dlrector, crinkling her eyes
at them in a wet smile.

Toinette’s cyes were dark, with long,
up-slanting lids. She had a nice little
nose—with the water running down it
now off her black eyebrows—and a
dimple, too, close to her round child
mouth, which went up at the corners
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also. But no one in Bon Désir thought
of her as pretty Her eyelids were like a
Chinese girl’s, and she was too wild.
Wild and rompish and with a mane of
black, untidy hair. Oh, now that she
was married to Basile, she was doing
very well by her hair, but Bon Désir
could remember how Toinette used to
ride bareback on the staid family horse,
gallumphing like something in a night-
mare, her black mane flying, while she
laughed at you under her Chinese eye-
lids and called out “Adjieu! Adjieu!"
which is Hello! in Cajun as much as it is
Good-by.

Toinette was very demure now, smil-
ing her wet smile at the director and the
cameraman.

“I'm all ri’,” she repeated, stamping
her stout llttle Cajun shoes to get the
water out of them and thinking she’d
better get home before Basile did. “I’m
fine. You go see ’bout Evangeline.”

And she hurried home, a slim, rounded
shape, her black hair dripping around
her waist.

“DID you hear it?”" demanded Tyler
Keets of the cameraman. ‘“That
voice—"'

“I heard and saw, too,” said the
cameraman. “She’s in that scene in the
church. She photographs like grand-
ma’s pet cat.” Which was the highest
praise he could bestow on anyone.

“I'm going to give her Nina Camp-
bell’s four lines,” said Keets. Nina
Campbell had been overcome by the
heat.

However, he forgot all about Toinette
when Nina Campbell made her ap-
pearance that afternoon. Only, Nina
couldn’t stand it and went back. Keets
was feeling a bit seedy himself. Good,
they’d be leaving soon, he thought, and
remembered the little Robin. There she
was—the long eyelids, the mouth with
its up-quirking corners, the white
peasant cap of the play, the long black
braids.

Yes, she said, she could say the lines—

“Oh, yes-s! Only, you pay me mo'.”

Keets laughed. They learned fast,
these Cajuns. But Toinette had known
for some time how to extract every dime

that opportunity held. She had known
ever since she and Basile had been pay-
ing for the castle they owned—that
white and green cottage on the edge of
Bon Dé¢sir. Toinette, who had never
been known by her mother to do more in
the kitchen than lick the batter-leavings
from the cake pan, now cooked for Basile
and kept his house in a way that Bon
Désir would not believe till it had seen.
Bon Désir had felt a little sorry for
patient, steady-going Basile when Toi-
nette had stopped playing long enough
to marry him. “She is only a playmate,
Basile;”” his own people said- to him.
“You will be sorry. She is nothing
but a play girl. Take care! Une petite
camarade dé jeu, Basile. Gare!”’

But Basile was not sorry. Basile was
as satisfied as a little fish in an aquarium.
The aquarium had formerly held only
*Sieur Clopard’s hardware store, a very
good store, indeed. Now it had expanded
to contain Toinette. Toinette and the
castle. Shining things. Basile was satis-
fied.

*“She still plays,” said Basile’s people.
Yes, Basile had answered, but she got
things done. Not as his mother had
done them, perhaps (they had even said
that!) but better. For Toinette sang
around the house. Every evening as he
came down the lane he could hear Toi-
nette singing in a voice as fresh as a
carillon:

““ Je suis né au mois de Mars!
La téte me tourne!

And Basile would sing out in answet
that he also was born in the month of
March and that his head, too, went
round and round. (“A very good song
for Toinette to sing,” said Basile’s
people.) Whereupon Toinette would
come flying out on the porch and down
the lane to meet him.

OINETTE came home at the end of

the week bearing a life-size check,
bearing Tyler Keets’ card.

“Thanks,” Keets had said. “You
weren’t bad, you know. If ever you
want to go into the pictures, look me
up.” His card bore a New York ad-
dress.

“That’s easy,” Basile said in the soft















There’s Magic

Have you felt the
mysterious spell
of its beams?

By ARCHIBALD
RUTLEDGE

ILLUSTRATED BY
F. TENNEY JOHNSON

REMEMBER coming home one
April twilight along the alluring yet
forbidding margin of a fragrant
wild thicket. After the lilac after-
glow, dusk had swiftly fallen. There
were three Negro men with me—all
apparently ordinary in their emotional
powers, which should have been at low
ebb after the long, sultry day we four
had spent estimating timber in the
wilderness of a half-submerged swamp.

Our footfalls sounded lonely as we
padded quietly along, one behind the
other. Fading light suffused the solitary
wildwoods. | had a sense of being in
another world. Suddenly I was aware
that my comrades had paused behind
me and were ejaculating softly among
themselves. Turning, [ saw them stand-
ing in a little group, each with hands
clasped reverently, and as they gazed
toward the flower-tinted west, I heard
each one say over and over, *God bless
the new moon!”’

My humble friends had seen more
than I; and with the spontaneous spirit-
ual clairvoyance of true mystics they
had responded. High above us hung
the frail new moon. The Negroes, at
sight of it, instinctively turned to bless
God and to worship.

Ever since that evening I have, with
a deepened respect, noticed plantation
Negroes performing this joyous mystic
rite. Even little children, in the midst of
their last entrancing twilight frolic, will,
upon seeing the silver sickle gleaming in
the heavens, pause in their play to look
upward and, with hands clasped, to say,
“God bless the new moon!” A moment
later, their charming vespers done, they
will again be breathlessly chasing one
another, as children will at dusk.

For more than thirty years I have

m the

Moonli

never seen a new moon without praying
the prayer that I first heard when my
lowly comrades worshiped that evening
at the edge of the forest.

Moonlight has worked its magic upon
countless human spirits. Let me tell you
about the experience of a girl we shall
call Jessie Mayrant. Of all the good
women it has been my privilege to know,
Jessie Mayrant was the most beautiful,
as she was the one who had suffered
most. [ never see the moon on a calm,
silver-pageanted night without recalling
how it once atfected this childhood play-
mate of mine. It was after she had lost
her only child and her husband, who had
been her faithful lover.

“I DID not believe,” she told me one

evening as we sat on her porch to-
gether watching the risen moon, “that |
could go on with life. My heart seemed
as dead as my husband and my child.
At night I used to walk far out on the
little bridge that Jim built for me over
the salt tide.

““One dark evening | went out on the
bridge, expecting, hoping, never to re-
turn. The tide was high. The fragrance
from the misty fields brought back memo-
ries that I could hardly bear for their
sweetness. | was all alone; not only phys-
ically, but in spirit. [ had gone to the
very end of the bridge, where the water
is very deep. I looked back toward
home; then out, it seemed to me, toward
Eternity, where myloved oneswere. . . .
I was ready.

“But at that moment a gleam in the
dark water caught my eyes. It was
moonlight coming through tall red
cedars on the water’'s edge. On the
other side of the marsh I could see the
moonbeams tingeing the tops of the
great pines that stand in the cemetery.
The dark world was being lightened.
With all that glory streaming down, [
couldn’t go through with what I had
planned. Instead, I knelt on the bridge
and prayed; and Jim and my baby
seemed near me then in the moonlight,
and peace came to me.”

One night on an ocean beach, moon-
light had its own strange way with me.
For some days I had been hunting with-

out success on a wild sea island. My
Negro guide was more concerned over
my bad luck than I was. On that last
afternoon, when we had failed to come
upon the great stag we had been follow-
ing through the waste land of the soli-
tary island, Richard said to me:

“One moonlight evenin’ [ done sce
this great buck on the sand dunes by the
Dead Pine. It will be moonlight to-
night.”

At twilight, I went alone across the
dusky island, passing through ‘misty-
topped reeds and through the deep, tropi-
cal forest, whence I emerged suddenly
on the dunes. The infinite majesty of
the ocean was accentuated by the abrupt-
ness of my approach. Rolling grandly
before me was the Atlantic.

My rifle was in my hand, and in my
heart reigned the sole purpose to kill the
hart royal of the island.

The moon was up. | could see far up
and down the beach, but no deer was in
view. Taking my stand, I awaited the
coming of my victim and my prize.

The moon was now clearing the cloud-
bank; with solitary grandeur it shone, a
stupendous topaz resting like a jewel on
the ring of the fabulous cloud mountains.
The entire waste of tawny ocean before
me, and the lonely dunes, and the dark
forest behind me, came suddenly under
the divine spell.

INTO my heart came peace, and the

joyous awareness of God in the beauty
He had created. Surely without such a
consciousness life is an inevitable defeat.
With the beauty there was music: a dim
melody from the great yellow pines be-
hind me and from the shore.

Only the rolling anthem of the beach.

Yet amid all this music and loveliness,
with my heart glad, something was
heavy in my hand. It was my rifle.
Southward I looked from my post by
the Dead Pine. Stately on one of the
ghostly dunes stood the great stag, come
out of the darksome island jungles to
enjoy the white peace of the virginal
evening. Who can safely deny that
these wild brothers of ours love beauty
and find life all the sweeter for that love?
The splendid (Continued on page 123)
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‘1 was interested,” he said, “in what
the historically minded gentleman had
to say. His name is—er—"

‘“Andrews.”

“Ah, yes, Andrews. | wonder if you
would mind conveying a message to Mr.
Andrews from me. Tell him that when
we are trying to find ways and means to
combat competition, it might be helpful
for him to stick closely to the notable
example set by one of the distinguished
gentlemen he mentioned.”’

“You mean—""

“Quite right. | mean Mr. Coolidge,
the great paragon of silence.”

Andrews, | learned, is a marked man
in his company, weighted down by a
habit which ordinarily we might regard
as having all the makings of self-
improvement. [ was told he would have
to give some Herculean exhibition of
business acumen to offset the belief that
he is theoretical -and didactic. The in-
terpretation, as I get it, is that even
such a commendable habit as reading

worth-while biographies can be turned

into an irritating and hurtful hobby if
overdone.

N ANNOYING trait of character
which obtrudes itself on you con-
stantly will drive even the placid soul
to desperation. What about the person
who lays a lengthy memorandum on
your desk and then stands at your el-
bow explaining every word it contains?
If he had intended giving you the mes-
sage verbally, why did he write it?

What about the fellow who will not
let you finish a sentence, so eager is he to
let you know that he foresees what you
are going to say?

What about the one whose manner
indicates that he is not thinking about
what you are saying, but is getting ready
to tell you something better as soon as
you have finished?

I found many such habits forming a
barrier to individual advancement. Pica-
vunish, some might say, to let such things
damn a man or woman possessed of real
efficiency. Should the presence of an
unimportant personal defect more than
counterbalance the heavy advantages of
natural ability? [ put the question to an
officer of another world-famous corpo-
ration—the vice president in charge of
personnel.

“You can't get away from the fact
that no matter how machinelike a man
may be in this era of standardization he
is still human,” this official replied. ““I
hate to think that because Miss John-
son, my competent secretary, refers to
her father as ‘Pawr’ and her mother as
‘Mawr’ | am going to rear up on my
hind legs and fire her some day, but I'm
afraid | will. [It’s the constant repetition
of it that gets under my skin. The fault
is all mine. [ should never have let her
pronunciation bother me the first time.
Then it would never have bothered me
at all.”

The story of Bronson sheds light on
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the tremendous harm we can do our-
selves through inability to correct an
obnoxious trait. Bronson is a minor
official in one of the leading insurance
companies. A hard worker, energetic
and ambitious, his one failing is that he
seems to think that failure to criticize is
a confession that one is incapable of
offering a constructive thought. No
matter how perfect anything may be, he
will promptly pick flaws in it if his
opinion is sought.

Jefferson, his immediate superior,
finds there is nothing more provoking
than to hear Bronson giving vent to
opinions inspired by the assumption that
he should say something. One day he
called Bronson to his office and showed
him the crude outline of a new form of
insurance policy.

“Look it over and let me know what
you think of it,” he said.

Bronson studied the outline, knitted
his brow, and swept into a long discourse
on how the plan would never work out
from an actuarial point of view.

“By the way, whose idea is it?’" he
asked finally, pausing for breath.

“Oh, yes, | forgot to mention that,”
Jefferson replied. ‘“The chief actuary
sent it to me with a memorandum that
his department had worked it out after
threc months of research and study.”

But even that jolt failed to cure Bron-
son. He still uses his favorite method to
advertise his brains and succeeds only in
ballyhooing his stupidity. [t is a pretty
well established axiom of the business
world, I take it, that real brains adver-
tise themselves.

SIDE by side with the ubiquitous flaw-

picker stands the professional dis-
agreer. | came across one employer
who, as much as he detests being yessed,
prefers it to having men around him
who disagree just because disagreeing
has become a fixed custom with them.
A few years ago there was a man in his
employ who would take the reverse side
of any question, though oftentimes trans-
parently barking up the wrong tree. If
you remarked to him that it was a nice
day, he would dispute it; if you said
good times lay ahead, he would en-
deavor to demonstrate that the world
was going to the dogs. He spent most
of his time disagreeing, and the thing
he finally disagreed most about was be-
ing fired by the boss.

“There are one hundred and thirty
thousand employees in our company,”
an official told me, “‘and that means we
run the whole gamut of idiosyncrasies.
Williams doesn’t move ahead because he
has a single-track mind to mar his dili-
gence and faithfulness. All his ideas are
trimmed strictly according to pattern
and you cannot change them. Bradbury
has his boss’s goat scampering all over
the office because of his infernal habit
of continually interrupting anyone who
talks with him. Seymour brushes imagi-
nary specks oft your clothes and has

been so solicitous about the appearance
of his immediate chief that he has that
gentleman consulting the code books to
see if there is any law against exterminat-
ing speck-brushers.

“Would you believe that there are
some birds who think the best asset an
office worker can have is a spiffy suit of
clothes? They haven't learned that
tailor-made men are a fallacy in business
life—there is no such animal. Naturally,
everybody likes to see men well dressed,
but if you can show me that clothes will
embellish this man’s natural talents or
cover up that man’s deficiencies, I'll
issue a general order requiring all our
male employees to wear theloudest check
suits they can buy.

"YOU could never guess how many

George Arlisses and Ruth Chatter-
tons there are in a business of this kind.
On your way out notice the young lady
sitting at the desk in the southeasterly
corner of the office—the one with the
mass of wavy brown hair. The stage
will never know what it lost when cir-
cumstances compelled that young lady
to find a job with this company as a
stenographer. But she makes the best
of a bad break by exhibiting her dra-
matic skill to the folks here in the office.
Everything she does has a theatrical
touch. When | pause sometimes to
watch her banging the keys of her type-
writer [ am sure she is declaiming the
lines to herself with all the fervor that a
Bernhardt might have put into them.
I dare say that she could make such a
phrase as ‘Yours of the twenty-fifth
received and contents noted’ ring with
tragic intensity if she tried.

*““And there is Brumbaugh, of the draft-
ing department. Brumbaugh, a splendid
draftsman, walks into my office and
lays down a set of plans he has made.
He stands off and peers at it with one
eye squinted and the other shaded
with a hand to provide the imaginary
necessary lighting effect. He spreads it
out first here and then there, circles
around it, like a bird on the wing, flecks
an invisible something from the upper
left-hand corner, and goes through all
sorts of facial convolutions to show the
ecstatic state of mind his work of art
has brought about. I always feel that I
have cheated Brumbaugh out of some-
thing for not having bought a ticket for
the performance. Some day, I suppose,
he’ll disappear from here and, the next
thing we’ll know, his name will be em-
blazoned in electric lights over a Broad-
way theater. Oh, well, life hereabouts
wouldn’t be half so merry without our
actors.”

Eccentricities of manner which are
annoying to one boss may have no
effect on another. That it is well for you
to study the whims of the person through
whom you hope to forge to the front is
indicated by this story which came out
of the conversations | had with men who
are responsible, collectively, for the em-












“But. [ told you—" Miss Caverton
began rather severely, because she did
not like to be interrupted while doing
her housework, and certainly did not
want to buy a dog. But there was an
appeal in the boy’s eyes, and she said,
“Wouldn’t your father, or your mother,
let you keep the dog?”’

“Yes'm,” said Eddie Kassack, ““they
don't care. But the’s dog-catchers
around, and Tag ain’t got no license,
and—"

“But, see here,” said Miss Caverton;
‘I gave you a dollar to get your dog a
license.”’

“Yes'm,” the boy said, “but he took
it away from me.”

“Who did?” demanded Miss Caver-
ton.

‘“Pa did,” Eddie said.

“He did? Your father took that
dollar away from you? Why, [ never
heard of— Why, I gave you that dollar
to get a license! That’s the most out-
rageous thing I ever heard of! I cer-
tainly won’t put up with— What did
he take the dollar for?”

“To get something to eat,” Eddie
said.

ISS CAVERTON'’S indignation
stopped short, as if it had received
a slap in the face.

“The kids was hungry,” Eddie said,
as if that explained it. “They was
bawling. So he took it.”

“Well!” said Miss Caverton. “I must
say! Do you mean to tell me there was
nothing in your house to eat? Is that
what you are saying, boy? Didn’t you
have anything to eat?”

“No, ma’am, I didn’t,” the boy said.
“I did when Pa went and got it.”

“l mean, didn’t any of you have
anything to eat? Wasn't there any
money to buy anything with?"

‘“No, ma’am,” Eddie said.

“Well!” Miss Caverton exclaimed
again, and then she said, ““Well, I'll see
to that!” because there were organiza-
tions to prevent that sort of thing, as
she well knew, having given money to
them; but the boy could not read her
thoughts and might not have been in-
terested in them if he could have read
them.

“Do you want to buy a dog?” he
asked, that being what he was inter-
ested in. ‘“He’s a good kind of dog. He
don’t holler. He don’t bite nobody.
He'll get a stick for you when you throw
it—but you got to let him smell of it
first, because if you don’t, he don’t get
the same stick. He’s a—a useful kind
of a dog.”

‘“No, Eddie—Eddie is your name,
isn’t it?>—I don’t believe I want to buy
a dog,” Miss Caverton said. “Let me
see, your name is—your last name?”’

““Kassack,” Eddie said.

““And your father’s name?”’

“John. He’s John Kassack.”

‘““How do you spell it?”

“I don’t know. Well, if you think
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you really don’t want to buy a dog—"
“No; wait a minute,”” Miss Caverton
said. .

SHE left the boy and the dog standing
at the door while she went to find a
pencil and paper, and on the paper she
wrote: “John Kassack, 5 children,
creek, by dump.” Then she called to
Eddie, ‘“Is where you live this side or
the other side of that gas thing—that
big holder, or whatever it is?”’ and
Eddie said, “It’s this side,” and when
she asked what the house was like,
Eddie hesitated and said, ““It’s boards
and it’s got tin nailed onto it. The’ used
to be a horse in it once.”

“Dear me!” said Miss Caverton,
because she thought she remembered a
shack in the creek bottom, a mere shed
with a tar-paper roof and with its sides
protected against the weather by old tin
cans, flattened out and nailed in place.
It had never meant anything to her;
some Pole or Italian or something of the
sort probably lived there, but there is
always someone living in such shacks.
She put the paper on the newel post and
balanced the pencil on it. She looked at
Eddie thoughtfully.

“I’ll buy your dog,” she said sud-
denly. “On conditions, boy. Do you
know how to bathe a dog?”

“Ma’am?” asked Eddie.

“Do you know how to wash a dog—
give it a bath?”

“No, ma'am,” Eddie said.

“You use water,” Miss Caverton
said. ‘““And soap. You put water and
soap all over the dog, and wash that off
with more water. And then I'll give you
some clean rags to dry the dog with. It
ought to be—does your dog have fleas?"

“Yes'm; some,” Eddie admitted.

“It ought to be flea-soap,” said Miss
Caverton. ‘““Let me see—now, you see
that corner up there? You go up to that
corner, and turn that way, and go two
blocks, and there’s a drug store on the
corner. I'll give you a quarter and you
say to the man in the store, ‘I want a
cake of flea-soap for a dog.” Can you
remember that?”’

“Yes’'m, a cake of flea-soap for a
dog.”

““Yes, and come right back, because I
want you to give your dog a good bath.
I couldn’t have such a dirty dog near
me. Are you hungry?”

“Yes’'m; not so very,” Eddie said.

“Well, I'll have something for you to
eat when you get back,” said Miss
Caverton. “You can tie your dog to
that post—or, no! You'd better take
him with you. And hurry back—that
corner, and then two blocks, and it is
the store on the corner you come to.”

When Eddie had gone on this errand
Miss Caverton went to her telephone
and spoke to the United Charities.

“We surely will look them up, Miss
Caverton,” the voice at the other end
of the wire said. ‘“No one of that name
has ever made application to us, and no

one has reported them before. This
side—oh! your side!—of the gas tank,
in the creek bottom, near the dump,
Kassack. We will begin investigations
immediately. And thank you for letting
us know.”

Miss Caverton then set out what she
had for Eddie to eat, making a place for
him at the table in her neat little dining-
room. She placed a chair for him but
she put a newspaper on the seat of the
chair, for Eddie had not seemed very
clean. He returned with the flea-soap
and Miss Caverton made him tie the
dog at the kitchen door. She made
Eddie wash his hands and face.

“Now, I will tell you what I am going
to do,” she said when Eddie sat at the
table. ‘I am going to buy your dog.”

“Yes’'m,” Eddie said.

“And I suppose your father will make
you give him any money | pay for the
dog. To buy food no doubt. That’s
what will happen, is it not?”

“I guess so,” Eddie said. “Yes'm, I
guess he will.”

“Very well,” said Miss Caverton. “I
gave you a dollar yesterday, and for that
dollar you are going to give the dog a
good bath, and I am going to pay you
five dollars for the dog.”

“Gee! Five dollars!” Eddie ex-
claimed. “I guess he's a good dog,
all right! I guess he's a dandy dog or
you wouldn’t want to pay five dollars for
him.”

“No,” said Miss Caverton, “I don’t
believe he is a very good kind of dog.
but I choose to pay five dollars for him.
That is the price I have decided to pay.
And now [ have some work to do and
you can finish eating and then I will
explain to you how to bathe the dog.”

Going about her bit of kitchen work.
Miss Caverton was able to glance in at
Eddie now and then through the open
door, and she saw that he ate like a
very hungry boy. He looked like a
hungry boy, too, and as if he had often
been hungry and never had as much
food as a growing boy should have. He
stuffed food into his mouth greedily, not
seeming to care much what it was, but
as he neared repletion he took a bite
now and then from the rosy apple Miss
Caverton had put by his plate, and he
looked here and there in the room, the
simple beauty of which must have
seemed palatially rich to him.

MISS CAVERTON, when the boy

had eaten all he could hold, showed
him the outside faucet and stood super-
vising Tag’s first bath.

“Rub him well with that soap,” she
said. “Rub more on him. More water
and then more soap, Eddie. You wouldn’t
believe a dog with short hair could hold
so much dirt!”

“Gee! [ never knowed he was so white
where he’s white!”” Eddie exclaimed, as
the true color of the dog began to appear.
*Stand still, Tag; you got to get clean.”

The dog did not mind the bath much.




























































tacles of our time, including Reinhardt’s
Miracle.

Many radical theatrical innovations
devised by him are now used generally
in the United States and have been
adopted by Europe.

But nowadays, by profession, Mr.
Geddes is an industrial and architec-
tural designer. Aptly, he has been called
an imaginative specialist. At the age of
thirty-eight, he is known as America’s
most daring originator of new ideas. His
ideas are so prolific that he employs a
staff of twenty-five assistants, including
many technical experts, to help execute
them!

For two hours he held me spellbound.
Sitting on opposite sides of a blazing
wood fire, we peered over the rim of the
future. We talked of changes that are
coming into the design and appearance
of everything from motorcars to back
yards, from beds to churches—of that
new beauty which is coming into the old,
familiar objects that surround us every
day!

INTERRUPTED. ‘‘From the theater

to industrial designing strikes me as
an extraordinary change of vocation,” |
said. “How do you explain it?"’

It came about in a peculiar way,” he
answered. “One summer evening four
years ago, | happened to be walking
down Fifth Avenue looking into the shop
windows. It changed my life!

“In the windows I saw attractive
merchandise displayed in a most unat-
tractive way. The displays struck me as
cold, lacking in charm and persuasive-
ness. ‘Why don't they treat shop win-
dows as a stage, the merchandise as the
players, and prospective customers as
the audience?’ | asked myself.

“I discussed the idea with a depart-
ment store magnate. ‘What do you want
to do about it?’ he asked. I told him
that | wanted to try an experiment, to
see whether a dramatic window presen-
tation, with an underlying inspiring
idea, could stir the pulse of beholders.
He told me to go ahead.”

For Fifth Avenue shoppers this ex-
periment was unveiled just before Christ-
mas. In the great window of a fashion
emporium were just three pieces of
merchandise. A metal bust, strange and
graceful, wearing an Agnés turban and
a scarf of vermilion and chartreuse
green! These occupied the center of the
stage. A hand bag in colors to match
lay on a circular glass platform which
supported the bust. The background
was composed of large triangular shapes
so arranged as to center attention on the
“actors.” Hidden spotlights threw the
grotesque shadows of the bust against
this background. Simple, daring, novel,
and unexpected!

Shoppers besieged the window. Ob-
servers from the other side of the Avenue
crossed over, and were amazed to dis-
cover that the center of attraction was
simply a department store window! The
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crowd swelled to such proportions that
police reserves had to be called out to
clear the way!

“For two yecars | designed window
displays for this store,” continued Mr.
Geddes. “It was my first plunge in
applying true design principles to the
common objects of every day. It fasci-
nated me. | sensed the fact that in
America a tremendous change is now
under way. | realized that what is going
on in the commercial and industrial
world is more interesting than anything
that is going on in the theater.

““This thing I’m speaking of you might
call the great American ferment. It is
an esthetic revolution that will affect us
all by changing the appearance of every-
thing around us. Looking ahead, fore-
seeing these changes that are bound to
come, | felt, as an artist, that | wanted
to have a hand in it. It was because of
this conviction that I gave up the
theater as a profession and became an
industrial designer.”

That plunge was characteristic of
Norman Bel Geddes. He is a man given
to spontaneous and overwhelming con-
victions. A profound believer in hunches,
he put it in this way:

‘ Some things in life you know without
knowing how you know them. They are
decided, not by you, but for you. You may
not be able to tell why you do a certain
thing. But you know it is something you
can do if you want to, and if you are not
afraid of the unexpected!

“ Every important step I have ever taken
has come about in this way—as the result
of some spontaneous inner conviction that
came to me, I do not know how. From
first to last, hunches have always been my
good angels!”’

NORMAN BEL GEDDES is a tre-
mendously original human being
with the peculiarities, the flairs, intui-
tions, inspirations, and demonic fury for
work that are characteristic of genius.
He was born of American-born par-
ents in Adrian, Michigan. At nine, he
had a passion for the theater, and built
his first theater in a neighbor’s barmn.
His family was then living in Saginaw.
In that barn, with the boys of the neigh-
borhood, he produced many shows. The
part he liked best was the designing of
the scenery. He painted it on wrapping
paper.

He had a pencil that itched to sketch,
and, in consequence, a troubled school
career! In high school, he made four
excellent cartoons—of three teachers
and the principal! As a result, he was
demoted from the sophomore to the
freshman class. There he did cartoons
in chalk on the blackboard. He was re-
duced to the eighth grade. Encouraged
by his rapid progress backward, he quit
school altogether.

In the summer of 1909, to help his
mother financially, he worked as luggage
runner and bell-boy on a Great Lakes
passenger steamship operating between

the cities of Cleveland and Buffalo.

“One day,” said Mr. Geddes, “I
carried from the dock to his stateroom
the luggage of an elderly, gray-haired
man. He was the famous magician,
Hermann the Great. I don’t know what
it was that made us friends on the
instant. Most of that trip I spent in his
stateroom. He showed me how to pull a
rabbit from the tail of a dress coat and
a dozen other tricks.”

Presently, as “Zedsky, the Boy Ma-
gician,” with his brother as assistant, he
made his bow to small-town audiences
in Ohio, on the old Gus Sun Vaudeville
Circuit.

“ AFTER a couple of months,” he went

on, “I tired of being Zedsky and
decided I would be ‘Bob Blake, Eccentric
Comedian!" | wrote my own act, and
thought it was funny. It was, but not
in the way I anticipated.

“When the show opened in Byesville,
Ohio, the musicians began by playing
my finishing song as my opening num-
ber. In the middle of the act I found
myself starting over at the beginning,
and at the finale the orchestra played
my entrance tune. It was hail, farewell,
and requiem all in one!

“As a comedian I was a frost—a flop.
I went to the manager of the theater and
told him he needn’t pay me. He kicked
me out the back door. And so ended my
vaudeville career!”

Presently he attended art schools in
Cleveland and Chicago. A celebrated
Scandinavian artist, Henrik Lund, a
visitor in Chicago, told him that art
schools would ruin a good pupil’s talents.
Lund let him set up an easel in his
studio. They worked from the same
subjects.

Two years of portrait work! He did
noted figures in the theatrical world—
Caruso, Schumann-Heink, Galli-Curci,
and many others.

“But I had a hunch,” he observed,
dryly, “that the day was coming when |
might want to eat regularly. In Chicago,
with one of the largest advertising illus-
tration firms, | got a job at three dollars
a week, numbering the plates for that
year’s catalog of a big mail order house.
After six weeks, I thought 1 was worth
more. When [ couldn’t get a raise, [
quit, and went to Detroit.”

In Detroit, at fifteen a week, he got a
job as illustrator with another adver-
tising agency. Important assignments
came his way. For the advertisements
of a well-known make of motorcar, he
designed a new kind of block lettering
that is still associated with the name of
that car.

Within three years, at a salary of four
hundred dollars a week, he was invited
to become manager of the Detroit branch
of the same Chicago agency that had
declined to raise his pay from three dol-
lars! .

“I never knew just why I felt that
Detroit should be the ficld for my future
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ENNETH COLLINS is going to own at

least a million dollars at the end of the next

ten years, positively. N
Two million, maybe. “": Ry
Not so long ago he was a preacher in the Episcopal ‘:i «
Church in Colfax, Washington. After that he was an P *Blue for a Girl
instructor in English in the University of 1daho. o0 and

Collins is thirty-three years old. At the age of forty- o Pink for a Boy
three he will be a millionaire. There’s no *“maybe’’ about
it. No “if”’ nor “perhaps.” He won’t inherit it, nor win
it in the Calcutta Sweepstakes, nor amass this fortune by
playing the market.

He’ll earn it at a desk at Thirty-fourth Street and Broad-
way, in New York, as Director of Publicity and Executive

Vice President of R. H. Macy and Company, one of America’s

leading department stores. .
Macy’s is going to make this clear-eyed, sure-footed young Better Get Pink because
man a millionaire because he created a new form of depart- the chances are a little better that

ment-store advertising. He refused to take seriously sardines
and silk stockings and hooks-and-eyes and hoes. He grinned
as he offered perfumes and panties. It

He cleaned up the old department-store ads—threw out
superlatives, eliminated dreary description, junked pictures of o l l
dismal ladies who wore two-thousand-dollar fur coats with an wi
air of complete boredom, dusted off the typography.

He kidded, good-humoredly, the wares he had to sell and be
the people to whom he hoped to sell them.

He slipped into his advertising copy bright lines, known on
Broadway as “nifties.” And while old-fashioned heads of a
departments in the store dropped their jaws in horror at the
sacrilege and predicted instant bankruptcy, folks came bound- B 0 Y ’
ing to buy goods from a department store that spoke the cus- °

tomer’s language.
In New York City baby boys have a little

the edge on baby gitls. Not much the edge

' . . ~—just a litele the edge. The Bureau of Vital
Ads that have made smiles and customers. Top: Suatistics says that more boys than gitls

Telling the u;};gj;‘;mgf";fl Store ’yi?f,f,ﬁ'ga;y;f;'}}' are born in New York Ciry. Boys—31.15%
: : and girls—48.85%. So better get the new

Below: Mr. Collins starts an argument on color
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Top: Proving
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longer has to be
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Center: Anargu-
ment for shorts
with buttons that
stay on. Below:
The advantage of
carrying a re-
spectable hand-
kerchicf

76

The dear,
dead days

But they're hardly hevond recall. You must remem-
ber them —those duys when a dress had 10 be dear
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“.. and you call this
a handkerchief ?”

Liutle Timothy Threap on the front row,
writhing and scuffing his shoes, is paying the
penalty of being impetuous. He's gummed up
the magician's trick, .all right—there’ll be no
bunnies pulled out of his shred of a hanky,
Worse than that, be's made himself the object
of everyone's mitth and xorn. Woe indeed is
him,

All Kenneth Collins did was to use common sense. And he
had the backbone to fight—always pleasantly, but neverthe-
less firmly—for his ideas. It’s not always easy to carry through
successfully a movement for Common Sense. But if you can
do that, it’s as good a way as any to make a million dollars.

History records that a sense of humor is a terrific handicap
for a man who would reach high places. Many a competent
lawyer has been rated as ineligible for senatorial honors be-
cause he was known to turn a neat and comical phrase. Stock-
holders of the New York Central Railroad were prone to
shiver regarding the safety of their investments every time
Chauncey M. Depew told a joke at a banquet.

But Kenneth Collins went in for flippant comment regard-
ing the very house that harbored him and paid him a daily
wage—and as he bounded from gag to gag, that house grinned
back and liked it. Maybe the officers and heads of depart-
ments didn’t always understand the humor in the advertising,
but they did understand the steadily increasing daily sales
totals. Which state of mind was entirely sufficient for Collins’
purposes.

THE events leading up to the million dollars are as follows:

A few months ago, Collins—dissatisfied with his salary of
forty thousand dollars a year—decided to quit Macy’s and
become a partner in an advertising agency. Jesse Straus, one
of the three brothers who control Macy's, sent for him.

“Why?”” Straus asked.

“Because,” said Collins, ““I want to retire a millionaire in
ten years, and, with a fair break in the luck, this partnership
may do it.”

““A million dollars”—*“Mr. Jesse,” as they call him, stated
an axiom—*"is a lot of money.” He began figuring on a pad.

“Um-m,” said Collins. “Don’t | know it!” He had done
some figuring himself.

“Stay with us,” said Mr. Jesse, checking his figures, “and
you won’t need to worry about a break in the luck. I'll make
you a millionaire in ten years.”

He outlined his plan. Collins stayed.

In the five years before that morning when he entered Jesse
Straus’ office, Collins’ salary had jumped from forty-five
hundred dollars a year to forty thousand dollars a year. Now,
in five minutes, it leaped to what will amount to more than
one hundred and sixty thousand dollars a year. It may turn
out to be more than two hundred thousand dollars a year.
That is quite a record for the standing broad salary jump.

This is the way it works out: According to a reliable source,
Macy’s gave him 5,000 shares of stock, now selling, depression
notwithstanding, around $85 a share. It pays a dividend of
three dollars a share, plus five per cent in stock. That is, at
the end of the first year he will receive $15,000 in dividends
and 250 additional shares of stock. At the end of ten years,
even if conditions arc no better, he will find himself with
$150,000 in dividends, plus compound interest, and 3,143
shares of stock.

If, at that time, the United States is enjoymg moderate
prosperity and Macy’s stock is selling at, say 110, Kenneth
Collins can dispose of his 8,143 shares of the stock for $895,730.
This, added to his dividends and compound interest, more
than makes a million.

Should things be booming, and the stock be at its 1929 peak
of 255, he will get $2,076,465 for the stock that Jesse Straus
gave him for thinking up jokes about lawn mowers and golf
socks! Laugh that off!

In the meantime, through the next ten years, while this
former preacher and school-teacher from the Far West is
waiting for his million or two, he will receive a yearly salary
that starts at a round sixty thousand dollars.

When 1941 arrives, Kenneth Collins will put on his hat and
coat and walk right out of his office and start making speeches.

His life’s ambition has been to retire a millionaire, not be-
cause he wants to live luxuriously, nor to travel, nor to winter
with his yacht at Palm Beach, nor to summer at Newport.
He wants enough money so he can quit work and make
speeches. Political speeches.



Always he has been possessed with this strange desire to
jump up and say something. When he was a star debater in
college, when he preached, when he taught, he loved to make
speeches—sane speeches, hard-hitting speeches, without the
accompaniment of flags or bands or flowery references to the
glory of Abraham Lincoln or Thomas Jefterson.

As a youth he was fired with an ambition to save sinners.
This was followed by a decp interest in government, and
there, he believes, he may some day do a job.

“Only a rich man,” Collins told me, “can be entirely in-
dependent in politics. And if you're not absolutely independ-
¢nt you can’t do much good nor have much fun.

“A man of modcrate income, when elected to office, in-
stinctively thinks of his wife and children before he menaces
his job by truthful outbursts about obvious iniquities. He
dare not throw a wrench into the machine that put him there.
He gets into a groove and he considers first his own political
and economic welfare. Only if he has any time left for think-
ing does he begin to give a thought to his constituents.”

Collins abhors a groove.

“You mean,” | asked, ‘‘that when you retire you're going
to run for office?”

‘ Absolutely.”

“What office?” | inquired.

“Any office,”” he said. “As a starter, any office that’s

vacant.”

N THE meantime Kenneth Collins sits in an unimpressive-
looking little room on the seventeenth floor of Macy’s and
0. K.’s such advertisements as this:

Nights are shorter—
Nighties longer.
Not that the changing lengths of nights and nighties have any

connection! L
The fact that the new nighties are extending quaintly to the

floor (if not actually trailing along it) is interesting enough in it-
self. The gowns sketched are positively bewitching, and most
modestly priced.
If you can't resist the adorable décolleté, the cap sleeves, the
contrasting pastel shades, come and get it for the small sum of
$6.97.

And he sells a lot of nighties.

Note this one, written by Margaret Fishback, of his staff,
which ran three columns wide and thirteen inches deep, with
a picture of a lady auk with a parasol and a gentleman auk

with straw hat and cane:

The Auk—a northern bird is he,
Who wilts and pales perceptibly
In southern climates where it's torrid.
Observe the wrinkles in his forehead,
Appearing as their owner melts;
They're due to heat and nothing else.

It will be awkward for the Auk

To spend the summer in New Yauk,
Unless someone will volunteer

To whisper in his troubled ear

That even though the street is hot,
There's one attractive place that's not.

The auks and the poem took up two thirds of the space
The remainder mentioned that the store had a cooling system
which kept the strect floor and the basement at a temperature
of seventy-five degrees, making it a paradise for auks—and
also, incidentally, for citizens of New Yauk.

The old-timers around the store still have a fit when they
note that Collins is buying valuable space in the newspapers
to print poems about auks.

But they don’t protest very loud, for they realize that for
some unfathomable reason all this monkey business helps to
sell goods.

Imagine, nevertheless, the dismay of the head of the kitchen-
ware department when he saw that a brand-new modern
gadget in which he took great pride—a dingus for cuttin-
dainty designs around the edge of half a grapefruit—was
heralded to the public thus: (Continued on page 130)
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be, whether she ought not to accept so
dashing and handsome a fellow, instead
of keeping him dangling after the fashion
of a generation ago. And in that mo-
ment the speculative Miss Haines saw
her suitor himself cantering blithely
toward her, the three black mares in
single file cleanly spurning the grass
beneath their frolicsome heels. In an-
other instant an incredible thing hap-
pened:

With a flourish, the handsome fellow
swerved the three horses toward her
chair, brought them to a quick stop with
a command, and in another second Kate,
the foremost, was kneeling at the girl’s
feet, while her master, proudly erect on
Complicate, was smiling questioningly.

It was irresistible. Without more ado,
she said, *“Yes.”

In this mingled atmosphere of hard-
riding, traditional English gallantry and
kindly, Quakerish rule of love, Ruth
Nichols was born February 23, 1901, in
one of New York’s high-stooped, brown-
stone houses in the East Seventies off
Fifth Avenue. Sunday afternoons were
gay affairs with many guests and much
conviviality. Ruth still remembers with
what regret she permitted a French
governess to tear her, a prim little miss
in sedate hat and black gaiters, away for
her customary afternoon walk in Central
Park. For even then she was a social
being, who much preferred thé elaborate
courtesy and compliments of her fa-
ther’s grown-up friends to trotting along
by the side of her relatively uninterest-
ing companion.

In her teens the family moved to Rye,
New York, on Long Island Sound. There
she grew up with her younger brother,
Erickson Snowden Nichols, and the
younger twins, “Billy” and ‘‘Betty.”
Of course she was taught to ride, so that
even today she is a fair polo player. She
learned as well the other accomplish-
ments which fit a girl for coming out and
marriage within a year or two. Little
did the unwitting parents realize how
greatly those conventional plans were to
be upset by this child who, all unsus-
pected by them, liad a mind of her own.

OBEDIENTLY enough, she went

through finishing school at Dobbs
Ferry, New York, but midway in her
course, to the consternation of her teach-
ers and parents alike, she declared her in-
tention of going on to college. Her father,
who had never considered sending his
sons, much less his daughters, to college,
refused to believe his ears. Her mother,
who had planned the girl’s education in
terms of painting, light fancy work,
French, and dancing lessons—the genteel
accomplishments of her own generation
—couldn’t understand why her strange
offspring wished to interest herself in
chemistry, biology, and astronomy. With
somewhat better logic, her teachers also
demurred. It must be confessed that
they thought the ambitious Miss Nichols
wasn’t a particularly bright pupil. And,

as if to verify these horrid suspicions,
when she took the entrance examina-
tions for Wellesley College she flunked
every one of them.

Defeat has never defeated Ruth
Nichols. That may be why she has been
generally considered America’s leading
girl flyer. Against all opposition she dug
in all the harder for another year, and
this time made the grade. And it was
when she was nineteen, waiting to enter
Wellesley, that she made her first air-
plane flight. The famous Eddie Stinson
was the pilot. The place was Atlantic
City. The result was a change in the
whole future course of her life. She
realized that here was something won-
derfully thrilling and worth doing.
Moreover, anyone who has watched the
masterful Eddie Stinson fly with the
lazy ease of a sea gull becomes convinced
that anybody can handle a stick.

TWO years of Wellesley intervened,

however, before she realized her secret
ambition to learn flying. After two
years, her family again rebelled at the
mania of their daughter for a higher
education. They didn’t want her to
become a school-teacher or a blue-
stocking. Playing tennis, polo, or row-
ing on the crew was healthy exercise.
That was fine, but to their mind no good
ever came of a girl’s studying sociology,
anthropology, and the like. To please
her family she gave up college, per-
manently they thought. She kept her
own counsel.

Then luck stepped in to shape the
career of Ruth Nichols. Harry Rogers,
a veteran seaplane flyer who had sur-
vived a dangerous barnstorming ex-
istence, established a flying school at
Miami, Florida, where Miss Nichols
happened to be visiting in 1922. He had
another aviation base at Rye, where she
lived, and a third at Lake George, where
she spent summer vacations. It seemed
obvious to Miss Nichols that the gods
meant her to take up flying. As she
didn’t think it would be equally obvious
to her mother, she didn't mention the
subject.

While her comparatively slim re-
sources held out, she paid Rogers sixty
dollars an hour for flying lessons. In
return she received cuffs and harsh
words whenever she committed an error,
and, lastly, instruction from an expert
who admired her pluck. When she was
broke, Rogers reduced his charge to the
bare cost of the gasoline and oil con-
sumed. In addition, he let her go along
when he was making a hop anywhere.
In exchange, she helped pull motors
apart, repair wings, and rig the ship.
Here her mother’s instruction in fancy
sewing came in handy. She turned it to
account in sewing up the wing fabric
before painting with the smelly ““dope’’
which makes it waterproof.

The family could not understand why
she preferred to come home greased up
to the eyes rather than comport herself

like a girl of gentle upbringing. But it
was because of this practical experience
that she became America’s first licensed
woman aviation mechanic when she
qualified for her transport pilot’s license
in 1926.

The husky Rogers’ rough-and-ready
method of impressing mistakes on his
youthful pupil was brutal but effective.
One of his general instructions was ‘to
rock the boat on the take-off.” The
maneuver is designed to bring the boat
up on the “step,” where it skims along
on a cushion of air. Rogers seldom
theorized, however; he merely told Miss
Nichols what to do.

On one occasion he suddenly turned
over the plane to her while it was speed-
ing along on its step, and motioned for
her to take it off. Literally following his
instructions, she started to shove the
controls forward to rock the boat. She
heard a volley of curses, felt the controls
snatched from her hand, and was nearly
felled by a mighty clout on the head as
Rogers raged. Did she want to kill them
both? Was she a complete moron? Any-
one who has ever learned to fly from a
hard-boiled instructor knows all the
soul-shriveling epithets Rogers yelled at
her. She may have forgotten what he
said, but she has never forgotten that
and other cracks on her head, by which
Rogers almost literally engraved his
lessons on her mind.

Years later she had her poetic revenge
on Rogers. On a day at Lake George
when stormy weather prevented flying,
she suggested, with apparent innocence,
a brisk horseback ride. Rogers assented,
though he hardly knew which end of a
horse was south. Anything a girl could
do he could do.

*“I rode as hard as I could,” she told
me, grinning happily at the memory,
“with Harry bouncing along after me.
He fell off twice, and some of the time he
seemed to be riding backwards. For two
days he couldn’t sit down. I don’t
know when I’ve enjoyed anything so
much. [ still call him ‘Cowboy’ when 1
want to make him squirm.”

BEFORE she could actually solo Miss

Nichols returned to Wellesley, much
to everyone’s surprise but her own. But
one week-end, instead of going to a
dance, she secretly returned home from
Boston to make her first flight alone.
Without accident she took the plane
into the air, made excellent landings,
and returned in triumph for a long-
awaited word of praise from her in-
structor. Instead, she was thoroughly
bawled out for taxiing the plane too fast
after landing, thus heating up the motor.
Rogers has yet actually to praise her for
anything, but she hopes eventually to
make him come through with an open,
ungrudging statement.

A five months’ steamship cruise
around the world followed her gradua-
tion from Wellesley in 1924. At Le
Bourget field, in (Continued on page 88)
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Are You Afraid of the Unexpected?

« large film company started training two
promising young men as directors on the
same salary in the same week. One was
Geddes; the other was Rex Ingram. In-
gram stayed and became famous in the
work. At the end of six weeks, Geddes dis-
covered that he did not like pictures.

“When [ quit,” said Mr. Geddes, “it
was because I had a hunch that it was not
mycalling. I learned a lesson right there. I
believe if an individual is profoundly un-
happy in one kind of work, there is some
other kind of job for which he can develop
an attachment. He ought to try to find
out what it is.”

Then, for a long spell, no more jobs!
Hard times! His savings were gone. A
wife and a year-old baby girl! In cash, just
five dollars and ninety cents!

N A summer afternoon in 1918, he was

sitting on a Los Angeles park bench.
Stranded, he felt down, but not out. He
wondered—what next? But he was not
afraid of the unexpected!

A man who had been sitting on the
bench beside him rose to leave and dropped
a magazine he had been reading.

“A magic wind fingered the magazine
pages, blowing them to and fro,"” said Mr.
Geddes. *“Suddenly, I found myself star-
ing at this headline in large black type:
‘Muillionaires Should Help Young Artists!

““I picked up the magazine and read the
article through. It was an interview with
a famous New York banker-philanthropist
who advocated that men of means should
help young people of talent in their quest
for artists’ careers. Almost immediately, I
began scribbling a telegram.

“It was a long telegram that I wrote. [
told the banker about myself, and asked for
the loan of enough money to get myself
and family to New York for a two-weeks
stay while [ hunted for a job in the theater.
After | had paid for the telegram, I had
four cents left. Within twenty-four hours,
I had the answer. The manager of the
telegraph office handed me a check for four
hundred dollars!

“Two weeks later,” continued Mr.
Geddes, “I arrived in New York with my
wife and baby girl and a kind of portable
studio consisting of a large wooden soap
box. It was full of my water-color draw-
ings, sketches for all kinds of novel
theatrical projects. On a Saturday morn-
ing, just before noon, with this immense
soap box, | presented myself at the office of
the banker. It had never occurred to me
to try to make an appointment!

“1 went into his office pushing my heavy
soap box on the floor ahead of me.. The
banker seemed somewhat surprised at sight
of it. At once, he said he could give me
only a moment and would not be able to
look at my drawings, as he should have
left for the country an hour before.

“[ was desperate. ‘Who, then, will look
at my drawings?’ I cried. ‘I have felt that
you were the only friend | had!

“He must have perceived my distress. I
shall never forget his kindness.

“‘I'll tell you what you do,” he said
sympathetically. ‘Bring your drawings to

(Continued from page 73)

my house in the country tomorrow morn-
ing. Then we’ll go over them carefully.”””

Long affiliated with the Metropolitan
Opera Company, this banker-philanthro-
pist, Mr. Otto Kahn, is a celebrated figure
in the world of art and letters. He was im-
pressed by the imaginativeness, novelty,
and daring in the drawings.

“Within a week, owing to his inter-
vention,” said Mr. Geddes, ‘“Mr. Gatti-
Casazza, director of the Metropolitan
Opera Company, commissioned me to de-
sign the scenery for an American opera,
Shanewis. This was followed by other com-
missions. During the next two years, I de-
signed the staging for two other operas and
for a dozen theatrical productions.’

“And what do you make of it all?”” |
asked him. ““As a lesson in the wisdom of
life, what does it seem to mean?”

“Try your luck!"* he answered. “Don't
be in too much of a hurry. Experiment!
Follow the lead that your special abilities
indicate. If you have a genuine hunch, a
real inner conviction that is trying to force
itself on you, listen! You may hear some-
thing unexpected that is worth while!"

The hunch which led to the meeting with
Mr. Kahn was the beginning of that notable
career in the theater which I have already
indicated. To his lasting reputation, his
ingenuity has leaped from a gigantic spec-
tacle like The Miracle to Will Shakespeare,
Lazarus Laughed, Spread Eagle, and The
Five O'Clock Girl; from the hilarious Fifty
Million Frenchmen to the classic Julius
Casar; from the quaintness of The School
for Scandal to the lavishness of Ziegfeld's
Follies.

He was the first ever to employ focus
lamps only for the general illumination of
astage.

The Geddes production of Jeanne d'Arc
in Paris was a miracle of inventiveness and
skill in lighting, which completely deluded
the spectators. Using but one stage set, he
performed what he calls “painting with
light” in full view of the audience. No one
suspected that, merely by changing the
lighting etfects, diverse settings were pro-
duced on one and the same background!

Arabesque was produced in that way in
the United States. Hamlet, by Norman
Bel Geddes in collaboration with Will
Shakespeare, will be done in the same way
this winter. To the eye, the scenes appear
entirely ditferent. The changes are ac-
complished solely by the lighting.

R. GEDDES’ brownstone house on

Murray Hill istodaya hiveof industry
run by businesslike methods. Buzzers sum-
mon secretaries, telephones ring, wood and
metal workers’ machines hum, clerks run
up and down stairs with papers and specifi-
cations, typewriters clack incessantly. A
staff of experts works from nine to six, five
days a week, on the many projects which
continually issue from his studio.

One of Mi. Geddes’ hobbies is printing.
He began by printing handbills for his
shows when he was a boy. He has a print-
ing shop in his house, and has always had
one wherever he sets up a studio.

Another of his hobbies is geography. He
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believes everybody should know a lo*
about it. Hence, he has devised a unique
and complicated system of filing, not ac-
cording to the alphabet, but according to
geographical watersheds!

His diversions are as tremendous as his
orgies of creative endeavor. In the cella:
of the brownstone house is an electricac
horse-racing game. There his [riends
gather to amuse themselves witix make-
believe handicap, sweepstakes, and classic
matches. Wealthy owners of racing stables,
men whose names are famous in America’s
sports columns, participate.

He is the inventor of a war game. It is
played on a large table built up as : relief
map complete to scale, with mountains,
valleys, oceans, rivers, cities, railroads.
motor roads, coal mines, every practica:
resource and facility of modern nations,
reproduced in minute proportions. Here
miniature armies are maneuvered in com-
bat, and Lilliputian navies clash. War
college experts, diplomats, retired army
generals, and admirals join Mr. Geddes in
the game.

“YOU spoke of coming changes,” I saif
to Mr. Geddes. “Looking ahead, whar.
do you see?"’

“I foresee a time when we shall not be
afraid of the unexpected. We think toc
much in grooves, not enough along origina:
lines. We are too much inclined to think.
because things have long been done a cer-
tain way, that that is the best way."

He spoke of the changes which the de-
mand for speed will bring in the design
and appearance of motorcars, steamships.
ocean liners, railway trains, and airplanes.
Further streamlining to reduce wind re-
sistance, he said, will make our vehicles
more efficient and more beautiful. He pre-
dicted that our houses, borrowing from the
design of skyscrapers, will have tlat roots
and every roof will have a garden. Eveun
small houses, he said, will have set-backs tn
provide more light and air lor lower floors.
Ugly back yards will be abolished. Uten-
sils and appliances in common use will be
more beautiful because of greater sim-
plicity and efficiency.

As for aviation, Mr. Geddes himself is
designing an enormous airplane with a
wing-spread of six hundred feet, with sleep-
ing accommodations for eight hundred
passengers, and with a cruising radius of
forty-five hundred miles.

“But is such a liner practical?*' I asked.

“Yes!" he answered. *“In years to come
—very soon, perhaps. And whyv not”
Leonardo da Vinci designed an airship
centuries before one was ever built. I, too.
am enjoying the privilege of indulging myv
imagination. To keep up with oncoming
events you have to think in large terms
these days; and you have to think ahead!
It's a matter both of courage and of
vision."”

“And what is vision?"" I asked.

““A man of vision is one who can free his
mind of present-day limitations. He looks
beyond the horizon. In what others see as
the unexpected today, he sees the accepted
truth of tomorrow."”



“Buy a Dog, Lady?”

The dog, standing alert, barked twice,
calling him back, but when Eddie did not
come in answer to the summons, the dog
nosed the grass and walked thrice in circles
and lay down placidly with his nose on
his paws. The nose was pointed toward
the corner of the house around which
Eddie had disappeared.

AT NOON Miss Caverton fed the dog,
not knowing that dogs do not need
luncheon, and she was surprised to see how
clean the dog looked, now that he was quite
dry. He looked up at her expectantly.

“Why, you nice dog!" Miss Caverton
said, surprised to find that she liked the
dog. *“You are a nice dog. You're a nice,
clean dog.”

| see that you have got a dog,” said a
voice from the next yard. *“I always won-
dered why you didn’t get a dog, living
alone like that. That looks like a good
watchdog.”

*Does he?'" asked Miss Caverton, look-
ing at the dog again. *“I don’t know
anything about dogs. | bought this one
from a boy.”

“I saw him giving it a bath,”” said Mrs.
Spencer. ‘1 said then that you were
probably buying a dog; I didn’t think
you'd have a boy giving a dog a bath
unless you were buying the dog. Well,
having a dog will be a great comfort to
you—you'll feel so much safer at night.”

That night Miss Caverton tried keeping
the dog in the house, shutting him in the
kitchen, and she found it worked very
well. He did not “holler,” justifying
Eddie’s statement, and he was a good dog.
He had slept on the bare floor, but next
night Miss Caverton got a piece of carpet
and folded it to dog size and put it in a
convenient place as a bed for the dog. She
left the door between the kitchen and the
dining-room open and she did sleep more
soundly for knowing there was a dog in the
house.

The next day Miss Caverton had Elias
Truman stretch a wire from one of the
clothes-posts to her maple tree and string a
ring on it, so that the dog could run back
and forth if he wished, thus getting some
exercise. The dog seemed to enjoy this
and did run back and forth.

. “It is certainly a comfort to know I have

a dog in the house,” Miss Caverton
thought as she got into bed that night,
and with a good conscience and a sense
of safety she fell asleep.

She was awakened by something that
was inexplicable until she was wider
awake. It was still the dead of night, but
the sound she heard was a gentle creaking
accompanied by a noise like fingernails
tapping on hard wood. Her first sensation
was of stricken fright, but almost instantly
she told herself that the noise was caused
by the dog coming up the stairs. The
creaking was the creaking of the stairs and
the clicking was caused by the dog’s toe-
nails on the steps.

Miss Caverton raised herself on one
elbow and looked toward her open door,
but instantly she dropped back again. In
the hall, opposite her bed, was a window,
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and she had seen the dark figure of a man,
a black silhouette against the window at
the head of the stairs. A man was coming
up the stairs.

What Miss Caverton would have done
if the room had remained dark cannot be
known, but the man, having reached the
head of the stairs, snapped a flashlight and
the ray fell on Miss Caverton's face.
Instantly she was out of bed and had
slammed her door, locking it and bolting
it. She heard the burglar go hastily down
the stairs, and a moment later Miss
Caverton’s window was open and she was
screaming, ‘‘Police! Help! Burglars!
Help! Help! Help!” She saw a man
scramble out of a window immediately
below and dodge toward the back fence,
but he was lost in the shadows quickly.
Someone in the Spencers’ shouted, *“ What
is it?"" from an open window, and Miss
Caverton cried, “A burglar!” and Mr.
Spencer called back, “I'll be right over.”

He came with a large cane with a
knobbed head and a good-sized hammer,
having no other weapons, and Miss Caver-
ton threw on a robe and went down to open
the door. The dog met her in the hall,
wagging his tail.

“He’s gone now: 1 saw him going,”
Miss Caverton said. “I think the thing
to do is to call the police, isn't it? I'm
sorry 1 had to disturb you, but I-was
frightened.”

“I should think you would be,” said
Mr. Spencer. “It looks as if he’d got
something,” he added, turning on the
dining-room lights. ‘“Everything pulled
open. Well, you'd think—well, I don’t
know, a pup don’t have much sense; you
can’t expect a pup to be much of a watch-
dog. You throw a pup a piece of meat and
he’s anybody'’s friend.”

Mrs. Spencer arrived then, timidly, and
the police were telephoned for and came
and made the usual check-up of the broken
window, there not being much else they
could do until Miss Caverton had counted
her silver. It was daylight by the time
Miss Caverton got into bed again, Mr.
Spencer having nailed up the broken win-
dow, and this time Miss Caverton took the
dog into her own room and locked and
bolted him in with herself. Any company
was better than being alone after such a
fright. The dog curled up on the rug and
slept. Miss Caverton lay awake.

HORTLY after nine o’clock that morn-

ing the police came again—two plain-
clothes detectives this time—and they
poked and peered and made notes and a
list of what Miss Caverton found missing,
and at the top of the list was “1 white
metal cof-pot, antique, with legs, eng'd
L.M.C.1818," thusdescribing Miss Caver-
ton’s most precious possession, her great-
grandmother’s silver coffeepot.

“These here burglaries,” one of the
detectives said, pulling the ear of the
useful dog in friendly wise, *“we ain’t got
much chance to get nothing back or catch
nobody till they start to pawn what they
got. Well, good morning, ma’am.”

Miss Caverton returned to her little
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kitchen. What she hated most was the
loss of her great-grandmother’s coffeepot
and the inevitable influx of curious neigh-
bors that would begin when their morning
housework was done. She hurried her
work a little, but she remembered to take
the dog out and snap his chain to the
run-wire. She went up to put on a fresh
house dress, and she had pulled it over her
head when she heard the tapping again on
the front door. She knew it was Eddie.

The boy stood at the door and he had a
gunny sack, clasped into a neck midway
by his hand. The sack was so heavy that
he let it rest on the porch floor.

“Here,” the boy said, pushing the sack
at Miss Caverton, and as it moved on the
floor it gave forth a clank of hollow metal
and a clink of forks and spoons.

“But, Eddie,”” cried Miss Caverton,
reaching for the sack, “where did you get
this?”* And then she said, ** Come inside,”
and she drew the boy and the sack into the
hall and closed the door. ‘* Where did you
get this, Eddie?"" she demanded.

“1 knowed where he put things—in the
dump,” Eddie said. ‘‘He wasn’t to home
last night, so I knowed there’d be some
more,so | looked. I don’t want him to take
your things, so I fetched them to you.”

MISS CAVERTON threw open the sack
and plunged her hand in and drew out
her great-grandmother Lydia's coffeepot.

“1 knowed it was yours,” Eddie said;
“1 seen it there.” He nodded his head at
the sideboard. :

“But, Eddie, what will he do to you?”
asked Miss Caverton in a panic.

“He’'ll lam hell out of me, 1 guess,”
Eddie said. *“I don’t care. Let himlam.”

“He’ll not lam anything out of you!”
declared Miss Caverton. “Eddie, you
brought these back because 1 bought your
dog? Is that why?”

“Yes'm,” the boy said uneasily.

“Did you tell your father you had sold
the dog to me?"’ she asked.

“No'm,” the boy said.
know. I didn’t tell him.”

“Edward,” said Miss Caverton rather
severely, I want you to make your mind
easy on one point here and now—nobody
is going to lam you while I'm alive and
able to prevent it, your father or anyone
else. There’ll be no more of that! We'll
attend to that presently, Edward. I want
you to wait here; will you?”

“Yes'm,” said Eddie, “I'll wait,” and
he asked, “Can I go out and see Tag?"”

““Yes,"” said Miss Caverton, and she led
Eddie through the house and let him out
at the kitchen door. Thereafter she stood
quite a while at the kitchen window. The
boy lay on the grass beside the useful dog,
stroking the dog's neck, and Miss Caver-
ton's forehead was creased in intense
thought, but one thing seemed sure
—she had acquired a boy as well as a dog.

*“Eddie!” she called. ‘“Come in! | want
you to take a bath.”

“Yes'm," said Eddie obediently, and the
useful dog followed him to the end of the
wire and stood looking after him, wagging
his ridiculously long tail.

“He didn’t






Daughter of the Skies

Paris, she was the first woman to fly a
French bombing plane. In Honolulu she
z0ok over the controls of another bomber.
And in Vienna she had her first crack-up.

These efforts to keep her flying hand in
were interspersed with various bits of ex-
citement, the first occurring when she
hgured in a near riot among the natives in
Cairo. One half of the shopping quarter
sined up against the other, with knives
drawn on both sides and much screaming
about the beard of the prophet. It all
centered about a fake amber necklace
which had been palmed off on her as real,
the transaction incensing the head drago-
man of Shepheard’s Hotel, who felt his pro-
fessional honor had been impugned by the
unscrupulous merchant. Again, in Shang-
hai, a rickshaw boy attempted to kidnap
her during the confusion of the revolution-
ary days.

And, in India, she was captured by
Bombay dock pirates and for a spirited
half hour didn’t know exactly how serious
the episode would prove to be. Too long
dallying with bargains in old ivory and
antique bangles brought her out to the
Bombay bund long after the tender had
left for her steamer lying about six miles
out in the harbor. The liner was making
ready to weigh anchor. As she paced back
and forth, wondering what to do, another
frantic passenger, dragging her two chil-
dren, rushed belatedly up to the dock.
Miss Nichols had no money, having spent
her last cent on a necklace which had at-
tracted her feminine eye, but the other
passenger had a little change left. They
decided to hire one of the dozen small sail-
boats lying by the wharf to take them to
the steamer.

* AS SOON as our wishes were made

known, " she told me, ““a terrific fight
broke out as to who would carry us. We had
no choice. Finally, the most villainous sailor
of all knocked everyone else down and
motioned us into his boat. Fearing that
we should miss our ship we obeyed.

“ As soon as he got out into the bay, the
boat stopped, and the half dozen dirty-
looking sailors who manned the oars when
there was no wind, calmly began to eat
rice. | spoke to the villainous-looking cap-
tain and waved towards our ship. He just
tore the necklace off my throat and said
we must give him all the money we had.”

For a moment Miss Nichols was too
stunned to think. Then she thought of
jumping overboard and swimming ashore.
But one look at the white, scared face of
the mother with her two children restrained
her from leaving them. Instead, she de-
cided to keep ‘“‘face.”

Simulating a great rage, she ordered
the captain to row them to the ship at
once. If he didn't hurry up he would be
thrown into jail.

The blufl worked. Cowed, fearful of the
dire punishments she predicted, he or-
dered his men to the oars. They reached
the ship just as the anchors were rattling
up the side, clambered up a Jacob's lad-
der, and waved farewell to the villainous
captain, who was now loudly demanding
a fare and a tip.

After her world trip, Miss Nichols at-
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tempted to settle down as assistant man-
ager of the women’s department in a New
York bank. She even considered the
movies, having been prominent in dra-
matics at Wellesley and being intrigued by
the idea of performing her own stunts of
riding, swimming, and flying. She did ap-
pear once or twice as an extra, before the
era of the talkies, but finally decided not to
pursue a film career. Business seemed less
fascinating to her adventurous soul than
flying, and in 1928 she definitely allied her-
self with aviation by making the first
nonstop flight between New York and
Miami in eleven hours and fifty-nine min-
utes. Much to her surprise, newspapers
headlined her feat.

“It seems that what I took for an or-
dinary trip was regarded as something
wonderful,” she said at the time. She
also expressed a belief that within a short
time planes would be flying between New
York and Miami on a regular passenger
schedule. Three years later her prophecy
was fulfilled.

During 1929, between March 19th and
September 22d, she made a twelve-thou-
sand-mile tour around the United States
for the purpose of helping to establish
aviation country clubs, the first of which
was located at Hicksville, Long Island.
On this tour she flew alone, without any
forced landings.

Interrupting that tour to enter the first
Women's Air Derby—Santa Monica,
California, to Cleveland, Ohio—she ran
into a series of accidents which gave her
enough experience to last a lifetime. Hur-
riedly borrowing a speedier plane, in order
to compete with the fast ships of Amelia
Earhart and Louise Thaden, Miss Nichols
started for the west coast. Her new plane,
the first of its model, was full of “‘bugs.”

The ‘“‘bugs” appeared right over the
Arizona desert, miles from any railroad.
Flying eight thousand feet high, she sud-
denly saw her oil pressure gauge drop to
zero. A main feeder line had broken. She
had to land at once.

A glance down. Nothing but moun-
tains. Keeping her motor going to stretch
out her glide, she spiraled earthward, saw
a little valley and what looked like a tiny
clear space. The overheated motor sud-
denly “froze.” But she still had enough
altitude to reach the clearing. With in-
finite care she set the plane down in the
sagebrush. It rolled across the sand and
stopped—upright.

SHE had landed in a poisonous desert,
swarming with scorpions and rattle-
snakes, with the sun raising a temperature
of one hundred and fifteen degrees. As
far as her eyes could see there was
nothing but sand and sagebrush.

On the way down, however, she had
seen in the distance what looked like a
cabin. Having fixed its location in her
mind, she knew in approximately what
direction to walk, after landing. Covering
up the wrecked motor, but unable to stake
the plane down for lack of an ax, she threw
a twenty-five-pound pack of provisions
over her shoulder and set out to mush
across the hot sands. It was about three in
the afternoon.

An hour’s painful, blistering walk
brought her to the cabin. It was empty.
Then she remembered seeing from the air
a road not far from the cabin. In her
search for it she came upon another cabin,
where she suddenly saw a face peering
mysteriously from one of the windows.
She stopped, but there was no other place
to go. And so, feeling the automatic in her
hip pocket, she advanced.

It, too, was empty. The face she had
seen was caused by her imagination and
the play of light on the window pane.

Again turning toward the road, she
walked on under the blazing sun for half
an hour. Suddenly she saw a dog. And
shz loved that dog more than any dog she
had ever seen. It meant human beings.

In another five minutes she came upon
a third cabin. In the door stood an
enormous Negro mammy.

The nearest telephone was seventy miles
away, she learned; the nearest telegraph,
fifty; and the nearest town, twenty-five.
This was the only inhabited cabin in the
valley, because the only water hole was
near it. She was welcome to stay for din-
ner, which would be boiled onions.

Even boiled onions sounded good at that
moment, but before they arrived she fell
asleep. She was awakened by a terrific
snorting, banging noise. Jumping up and
running outside, she saw the oldest-looking
automobile in captivity lurching along the
road, headed for town. Four Negroes were
its passengers. She thankfully squeezed in
between two large ones on the front seat.

“Town" consisted of three pale, white
houses and a sad-looking railroad station.
After organizing a party to return to her
landing place and stake down her plane, she
caught the late night train for Los Angeles.

IN LOS ANGELES, her bland proposal
that a tri-motored plane fly into the
desert with a new engine for her plane was
branded as sheer madness. Much simpler
to dismantle her small plane and cart it to
the railroad, she was told. Her reply was
that she must enter the Women's Air
Derby, and had only three days' leeway. -

After three hours of furious argument
she won her point. Still insisting that the
expedition was crazy, but preferring to
risk their necks rather than argue any
longer, a pilot and three mechanics agreed
to accompany her back to her ship, take
out the old motor, and put in a new one.
The next morning, before dawn, the tri-
motored plane, outfitted like a flying re-
pair shop, took off for a spot in the desert.

It was not until the pilot was two hours
out that he remembered to ask her how
good the airport was on which she had
landed.

*“Airport!”’ she exclaimed. “I'm not
taking you to an airport. I landed in the
desert.”

The pilot swung right around toward
Los Angeles.

“This plane is worth eighty thousand
dollars,” he said. “If vou think I'm go-
ing to land it in the desert for any fool
woman—""

Again het argument prevailed. Groan-
ing, cursing himself for an idiot, proph-
esying that he would smash up the ship
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and lose his job, even if they weren’t all
killed, the pilot swung back again toward
the desert.

She informed him that she had walked
over the whole territory and could show
him where to land on firm sand. When the
pilot started to spiral down into the valley,
he looked pleadingly at her as though hop-
ing she would change her mind at the last
minute, but she only pointed out where he
was to land, within a mile of where her
plane was staked down.

It took an hour of careful taxiing to get
the lumbering transport plane over that
mile of sagebrush.

AFTER a day and a half of heroic work
in the broiling heat, during which one
mechanic nearly suffered sunstroke, the new
engine was installed in Miss Nichols’ little
plane. She took off, climbed higher, the
larger ship followed, and in a few hours the
two planes had landed in Los Angeles, just
in time for the Air Derby. .
Because her engine was new, she had to
nurse it during the early laps of the air
race. Even so, she managed to creep up
to third place by the time the Derby
reached Columbus, Ohio, where the trans-
continental airport was being completed.
Just before the last lap to Cleveland, she
took up the plane for a test flight. Because
of the rough, plowed condition of the
field it was necessary to land on the run-
ways. A strong cross-wind made this
difficult with a ship which “floated” in
landing as long as hers did. As she was
landing, she noticed the p'ane was crabbing
off the runway. The next instant a tractor,
which shouldn’t have been there at all,
loomed up in front. There was a terrific
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smash. Three times the plane rolled over.
She heard a voice say, “Are you hurt,
sister?”’

She wasn’t hurt, but she was mad.
And her plane wasn’t worth picking up.

The next year, on Easter Sunday,
Colonel Lindbergh leaped into headlines
again by flying with his wife from the west
coast to the east coast, with a stop at
Wichita, Kansas, in fourteen hours and
forty-five minutes. As preparation for
more important flights, Miss Nichols de-
cided to make the transcontinental one-
stop hop herself. Before she was ready,
Captain Frank Hawks, in a five-stop
flight, traversed the country in eleven
hours and forty-six minutes. But she sur-
passed Lindbergh's time on December 30,
1930, by making the hop in thirteen hours
and twenty-two minutes in the worst
season of the year.

She told me that she will never forget
that grueling performance. Though she
didn’t reveal the fact at the time, two of her
three compasses went out of commission
on the first leg of the flight. Her sole re-
maining guide across mountain and desert
was a simple magnetic compass which she
knew was approximately twenty degrees
off, because of vibration of the motor.
Snowstorms forced her to climb twenty
thousand feet over the highest Rockies,
and for hours on the second leg she drove
through nearly blinding rainstorms. Never-
theless, she hit every point on the map
squarely on the nose.

When, on March 7th, this year, she set
a new women's altitude record of 28,743
feet, in the same monoplane powered by a
supercharged motor of six hundred horse-
power, and, on April 13th, set a women'’s

speed record of 210.55 miles an hour at
Detroit, she encountered some criticism.
Her reply was:

“Speed records stimulate interest in
flying by showing how easily a plane can
be handled by a woman even at extreme
speed. I do wish people wouldn't say I'm
reckless. The reckless one doesn't sur-
vive long in the air. Flying has no more
room for reckless persons than any other
profession.’’

ISS NICHOLS doesn’t make a fetish
of competing with men for their
records. Lieutenant Apollo Soucek, of the
United States Navy, has set a world’s alti-
tude record of 43,166 feet, while Squadron
Leader Orlebar, of the British Schneider
Cup team, set a world’s speed record of
357 miles an hour. Without attempting to
rival them, Miss Nichols still believes she
can fly higher and faster than the records
she set.

This one-hundred-and-thirty-five-pound
girl who stands five feet five in her bare
feet, and a little higher in dancing slippers,
knows that men excel in lots of things, but
that flying isn't necessarily one of them.
Colonel Clarence D. Chamberlin, himselt
certainly one of the world’s premier air-
men, a transatlantic flyer, says that Ruth
Nichols is the finest woman flyer in this
country. Because of that belief he helped
her prepare for her ocean flight. She
piloted him one night from New York to
Chicago over the treacherous Allegheny
“hell stretch” in one of Chamberlin’s own
monoplanes. After watching her fly the
course for fifteen minutes, he crawled back
into the cabin and went to sleep, unafraid.
The girl at the controls was a pilot.

Friends Around the House

not to interfere with traffic. Telephone
wires and, in some places, telephone poles
had to be taken down temporarily to per-
mit the tree to pass.

“On one of the estates where I am re-
tained as consultant, a formally planted
terrace close to the house is surrounded
by nineteen glorious elms, from fifty to
sixty feet in height. Fourteen years ago
they were brought from considerable dis-
tances, some from twenty-five miles away.
All are perfect specimens today.

““ Almost invariably we have success in
transplanting pin oaks, beeches, lindens,
maples, elms, sweet gum trees, white and
red pines, and hemlocks. That is because
their taproots are comparatively short.
Trees which have long taproots, such as
the white oaks, hickories, tulips, and black
gums, can rarely be transplanted success-
fully, because if the tree is shaken suf-
ficiently to loosen the dirt around the tap-
root, it will not live. In general, we do not
undertake to transplant big forest trees.
They require a ground cover of rich humus
and will not live when moved to an open
lawn.”

“When is the best time to transplant
very large trees?"’ | asked.

“Spring and winter, as a rule,” he an-
swered. “In winter the trees are dormant,
asleep. Moreover, the ground is frozen
and does not fall off the roots as it does in
summer. Young trees, however, should be
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transplanted in the spring, if possible. This
applies particularly to birches, poplars,
willows, and other of the more tender
varieties. Young evergreens can be
planted safely in August or September, as
well as in the spring, and some of the har-
dier deciduous trees, such as maples, e ms,
and pin oaks, in October. But spring is the
safest time for all of them.”

WHEN asked about pruning, he said:
“The principle of pruning shade trees
is just the opposite of that of fruit trees.
Fruit trees are pruned to let in the sun so
that the fruit will grow and ripen. Shade
trees, however, are pruned to keep the sun
out. The crown should be kept as thick as
possible, so that the moisture does not dry
out of the leaves too rapidly. Shade trees
can be pruned any time, preferably in
autumn before the leaves commence to
fall. Fruit trees should be pruned in
February. The worst time for either shade
or fruit trees is the spring, for then the
sap is flowing so rapidly that they may
bleed. But dead branches may and should
be removed at any time. Always start to
prune a tree from the top and finish at the
bottom, and do not cut away too much.
“Next to choosing hardy, native vari-
eties of trees for your lawn, "’ he continued,
“the important thing is to choose those
which are particularly fitted for the ground.
The sycamore, for example, is not particu-

lar about soil and does not need very much
moisture, so it will usually thrive on city
streets as well as lawns. So will some of the
evergreens, like white and red pines. These
live in dry, sandy soils. Other hardy trees
to plant or transplant are the Norway
maple, small leaf linden, beech, and sweet
gum. The elm, however, needs a deep,
rich soil, and the ash, cypress, weeping
willow, pin oak, and red maple require a
deep, moist location. The white oak needs
a well-drained, deep soil and will not grow
in very cold, damp places. But the red
oak is not so fastidious. An example of
how that rule is applied—"

We had come around the side of the
house and were standing at the edge of a
thickly foliaged ravine.

“That hollow is moist and deep-soiled,
so I planted it with sweet gums and red
maples, with rhododendrons, laurel, and
azaleas for the mass effects underneath.
Here on the ridge where the ground is
well drained I planted scarlet and red oaks
and birches. It is just as nature would
have done it, and therefore nature takes
good care of it.

When we had completed our tour of the
grounds, Mr. Levison paused, looked
around him.

“There are approximately three acres
about the house, all landscaped,” he re-
marked. ‘“How many men do you think
are required to take care of it?”












Two Against the World

the rails on which the charging-machine
runs. It would never do to trip. You have
to watch your step through blue glasses,
for otherwise you would be blinded by the
incandescent light from the furnace. And
when you have to do this for almost an
hour, stripped to the waist and sweating
rivers, with dust from the dolomite gritty
on the shovel handle— Yes, Chick was
tired. But Bill was more so. And Chick,
seeing him take up a pick to begin another
man’s job for the second time that day,
dropped down the stairs to his side.

“Gimme that pick!”’ he demanded.

Bill straightened up slowly. *What's
that?’ he said.

“Gimme that pick, I said,” and Chick
stepped down onto the hot cinder, thin-
soled shoes and all..

“What's the big idea?"” Bill demanded.

“The idea is, I want that pick. Come
on, hand it over. I'm sick o' sitting around
up there while you try to run a furnace all
by yourself."

A slow smile spread itself across Bill's
face. It wasn't a pleasant one to look at.
“Oh, I see,” he said. * You've got a sneak-
ing idea you're going to horn in on this.”

“I’'m not trying to horn in on anything,”
Chick snapped. *“I don’t give a rap what
you're up to. All I know is, you're going to
kill yourself if you keep this up, and I
won't have it. Now, gimme that pick and
get out o' here.”

FOLLOWEDu long moment during which
Bill said nothing. He stood there, his
fatigue-clouded eyes bent upon his assist-
ant in a puzzled, questioning look. Then he
produced another sort of smile. It was the
nearest to a friendly expression that Chick
had ever seen on his battered face.

“All right, Chick, I guess I will,” he
said. *I am a little tired, and my brother,
here -

His brother, it seemed, wasn’t well;
Bill said so in a voice which, once started,
went on and on and on. He hadn't ever
been well. [t was a sickness of the back-
bone rather than anything else, and Bill,
after vears of taking care of him, had
finally told him he was through. That had
been a year before, when Harley had
written that he was in a jam and needed
money badly. Bill had sent it, but had
told him it was the last, and after that had
refused to answer his letters. Then Harley
had come to him.

“He couldn't find me because I'd
moved,” Bill said in a dull, dead voice.
“I'd moved because I knew he'd come
after me. He hunted me for a week, then
he found me here. | saw him coming up
the ramp, but I didn’t let on | knew him.
I'd told him | was through, and I was.
Then he flopped.”

Silence. Bill looked down at the sleek
brown stuff on which they stood, his eyes
seeing nothing. Chick, embarrassed by
the tide of confidence for which he hadn’t
asked, fidgeted on his feet. Harley stood
at one side, his face expressionless. Then
Bill swallowed and went on.

*What could [ do?’* he said. ‘“He was
my brother. . . . | picked him up and
carried him to the ambulance; then I took
him home. He got what he came after all

o
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right; he got me started taking care of him
again.

““This time, though, there's a difference,”
he went on, his voice taking on a hard,
metallic quality and his eyes glaring at
Harley. *“This time you're going to do
some taking care of yourself, or else you'll
never be Harley Fox again. And if you
don’t start coming across and swinging it
pretty soon, you and I are done for keeps."

That was all he said. As quickly as the
fire had blazed in his eyes, it died. He
turned his back on Harley. *“ Much obliged,
Chick,’" he said, his voice dull once more.
“I'll do as much for you some time.”
Then he handed over his pick, climbed
out of the cinder-pit, and mounted the
steep stairs like an old, old man.

“And that confounded, blubber-faced
imitation of a half man stood there with a
silly grin on his face —and let me do his
job for him!" Chick said to Jock a few
hours later.

It was quitting time when he said this.
He and Jock were standing at the head of
the ramp, down which Bill and Harley had
gone a few minutes before. Jock, having
heard of Chick’s action, had arranged to
be standing there when Chick went by,
homeward bound. ‘““They tell me you've
been doing a little third helping,” was the
way he opened the subject. Chick had
replied with, * Sure, | have. Did you think
I was going to stand around and let a good
man kill himself?** Then he had told Jock
the rest of it.

**And now he’s catching merry Hades
for it,”" he added with satisfaction. *“Look;
if Bill ain’t giving him Hail Columbia I
miss my guess."’

Yes, Bill was giving him Hail Columbia;
it was apparent in his gestures as they
walked across the yard. But Jock was
only half seeing them. He was lifting a
hand to rasp it across the white bristles on
his chin and giving vent to another thought-
ful “Hm-m!"

A brother. Strange that such a possi-

bility hadn’t occurred to him before. A
brother—and Chick. From the one, whined
alibis; from the other, an almost pugna-
cious helpfulness. And Bill still sullen, un-
gracious. It was a situation such as Jock
had never encountered in all his years of
handling men.
“ ELL, you never can tell, can you?"
Jock said, and looked away down the
long, littered floor that was sacred to work-
ersonly. *‘Sometimes it's one thing, some-
times it's another. But we’ll have to call
it off just the same. Tomorrow I'll give
him his time."”

“Why?" Chick demanded quickly.
“What do you want to do that for? We
haven't slowed up any, have we”? Ain’t we
getting the tonnage out”?"’

“Yes, you are—so far. But that can't
last forever. We don't hire three men for
each furnace just because we want to
spend money, you know. We hire 'em
because it takes three men to work it
right.”

“Sure. I know it. But this is different.”
Chick was very much in earnest. * Maybe
that guy ain’t worth a tinker's dam, maybe
he is; I don’t know and I don’t care. But

he’s Bill's brother, and if Bill wants him to
stick around, I say let him.”

“Well!"" Jock looked at Chick with eyes
that twinkled. “Sort of sticking up for
Bill, are you?"

“Me?"" There was a look of surprise on
Chick’'s face. Then, taking thought, he
grinned. ** Yes, maybe | am,’" he admitted.

At that, Jock chuckled. “All right,” he
said. **We'll let it ride along a little while
longer. But, mind you," he added in his
big boss voice, *‘the minute your furnace
shows any sign of slipping—""

No, sir, you never could tell. Even the
hardest of men was likely to have a soft
spot somewhere inside him—a spot which,
once exposed, inspired similar revelations
on the part of the others. As for the soft
ones, maybe there were circumstances
that would make them turn hard; there
certainly ought to be in this case. If
rubbing up against steel and the men in
steel didn’t uncover a hard spot in Harley
Jackson, nothing else would.

In the meantime, get out the tonnage.

THIS was the state of things when
double-turn time came around.

It must have been tough on Bill and
Chick, swinging three jobs between them.
It must have been a regular nightmare, in
fact. They didn’t have the rest spells they
should have had. They were on their feet
when they should have been loafing. But
never a peep came out of them. They sel-
dom spoke, even to each other. They just
plugged doggedly along. And when double-
turn time came around, they looked as
though they had been working day and
night for a week.

*“They’ll never make it,”" was one of the
remarks Jock heard from the men, who
were now all openly watching the pair.
“They’'ll be all in efore eight o’clock; you
mark my words."”

“Hounds for punishment, them two
boys,” was another. 1 never saw any-
thing like it in all my life. 1f they want to
kill themselves, why don't they go jump in
the lake? It's a whole lot easier.”

They were concerned, every hard-boiled
man of them. They were curious, yes.
They were bound to be, for none of them
knew the truth of the situation. Bill,
having talked once, had clamped his jaw
tight shut again, and Chick, who up to
then had been willing to talk to anyone,
responded to tentative inquiries with a
curt “What business is it of yours?" and
went back to work. But their curiosity
was almost completely submerged by
their anxiety for the pair; Jock saw it in
every remark that was made.

His answers were noncommittal. *“‘Oh,
I guess they’ll get by,” he said. * It takes
more than a little extra work to put that
pair on the rocks.”” But his thinking was
not. Fatigue, he knew, led to carelessness,
and carelessness on an open-hearth floor
was dangerous. So he stayed close to
Number Six —and saw, as the evening wore
on, a demonstration of such spirit as had
never before been shown beneath his ten-
acre roof. It took the form of casual visits
from one man after another.

“Goin’ over to the rest'rant, Bill. Want
a bottle o' milk or something”?"*
























Facing Fifty-five Years

my eyes, with the swagger and glamour of
the older fellows who hung out at the
neighborhood pool rooms. 1 was anxious
to get back with the gang, to renew old
friendships, learn what had happened
while I'd been away, and incidentally to
tell them all the details of my adventure.

It had been an adventure, you see. I'd
done time, just like some of the older fel-
lows we knew from the distance and
admired as “ big shots.” I was, I thought,
something of a “big shot' myself now. I
could tell them things.

“Gonna swipe any more bicycles, Joe?"

“Bicycles? Do I look like a piker? Next
time I do a job, kid, it’s gonna be worth
while.”

I strutted, talked out of the corner of my
mouth. :

FATHER had been too poor to get an
education. But he was determined that
his children should not have the same
handicap. Other boys in our neighborhood
on the East Side of Cleveland left school to
go to work. I continued into high school.

You'd think by this time I would have
been old enough at least to realize I was
going a dangerous way. If I'd only stopped
for a moment to think! High school offered
many new opportunities to make some-
thing of myself. But “big shots,” ‘hot
cars,” “hot shows” were still the only
thoughts I had in my head. I wanted to
show the gang that I was real stuff.

A crowd of us organized a football team.
We decided we needed sporty sweaters.

The next day three of us broke into a
house near the school, after having rung
the doorbell to make sure there was nobody
at home, and got our sweaters.

The gang was immensely pleased, and
we were proud.

But a few days later the police were-on
our trail. Our brand-new sweaters were
taken away from us, and my two compan-
ions and I were sent to the reformatory.

For eighteen long months I lived in this
prison for children. I was close to eighteen
now, almost grown up. My folks had wept
over me. The juvenile court judge had
given me a long, kindly lecture.

The first week at the reformatory I was
a model prisoner. I studied as I'd never
studied before. I actually became inter-
ested in grammar, English literature,
mathematics. 1 took up bookkeeping.
But then I started to make friends among
the other prisoners. Many of them were
older than myself, and their stories of big
jobs they had ““pulled,” of daring holdups,
police chases, and escapes had a glamour
that I couldn’t resist. I listened to them
fascinated and wished that I, too, could
tell of exploits like theirs.

From then on my eyes were still on my
books during classes but my thoughts
weren't. Why couldn’t I have been smart,
like those older fellows?

I was a piker compared with them, I
thought. Just a piker. Way out of their
class. It hurt my pride, and all thoughts
of reform disappeared. I gritted my teeth.
I'd show them yet, I told myself. Just
wait till I got out.

My studies languished more and more.
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I dropped bookkeeping, took up stenog-
raphy because it looked easier. Then I
dropped stenography. Instead of study-
ing evenings, a group of us played cards.

One of the other inmates told me how he
obtained spending money without the
knowledge of the authorities. From then
on I was always well supplied with funds.
I wrote letters to friends on the outside
asking for loans, and bribed one of the in-
mate post-office boys to mail them for me.
Then, on visiting day, one of these friends
would come to see me with a bill folded in-
to a tight little package and attached to a
length of black thread. When the attend-
ant wasn’t watching, he would slip me the
money and I'd quickly swallow it, hooking
the end of the thread around a tooth.

Then, after the guard had searched me
and I was back in my cell, my cellmate
would flash (look with a hand mirror) up
and down the tier to make sure that no one
was watching, and I'd ‘“‘cough up” the
package. Proudly I'd show him the bills.

““Not bad, eh, Jack?"

‘“Some boy!”

Being able to buy things gave a fellow
standing among the other prisoners. It
convinced some of the ‘‘big shots"” that
I wasn’t such a piker, after all.

FINALLY the day came when I was to
leave. The superintendent, a gray-
haired, kindly old man, shook my hand.

“Don’t come back, son.”

I nodded.

“I won’t.”

And I meant it. They’d never catch me
again. I'd out-smart them hereafter.

As I passed the kitchen on my way to
the door, a prisoner tossed two letters to
me.

“Hey, Joe!"" he whispered. ““Mail these,
will you?"

I hid them quickly in my shirt, passed
on. It never occurred to me that 1 was
breaking the rules, that I was running the
risk of having my parole revoked. No.
Nothing like that. Again only the desire
to show I was a real guy. And, smack!
Just as I reached the door a hand fell
heavily on my shoulder. The *“Lone
Wolf,"” an eagle-eyed guard, had spied the
letters. 1 was caught!

The door didn’t open for me that day.
Instead, I was marched back to the coal
pile and handed a shovel. Real hard work,
that. The hardest I had had.

Strange, isn’t it, that such things never
made the right kind of an impression on
me?

Home again, I was sent to high school
for a new start. My father increased my
weekly allowance for lunches and spending
money to fifteen dollars on my promise that
I'd stay out of trouble. It was easy for me
to make that promise. After all the lies I'd
already told, one more didn’t mean much.

But I soon found that the fifteen dollars
wasn’t nearly enough for my wants. I was
growing up, and so was the crowd I trav-
eled with. Fifteen dollars didn’t last long
if you picked up a jane in the park and
tried to show her a good time, or if your
luck went against you in a crap game. |
started asking Dad for more, but he refused.

So I went to Mother. Dear soul! She gave
it to me, dug down into her household al-
lowance for her son who she still believed
could do no wrong.

What a young fool I was!

All the opportunity in the world was
there for me, free for the asking. Libraries,
Y.M.C.A'’s, clubs, night school where I
might have prepared for a career in science,
art, or business management. Instead of
taking advantage of them, I spent my
evenings in speak-easies, at the corner
drug store, at the roller-skating rink in the
park.

IT WAS at this skating rink that my
downfall became complete. An older
gang also hung out there, a gang of bootleg-
gers, hijackers, and hoodlums dominated
by an imposing figure known as Black
Jack. They seemed so well liked, so impor-
tant, and they wore such conspicuous
clothes that I longed to be one of them.

I had done a bit of work with the band
at high school, playing the trombone.
Now a group of us at the rink organized a
jazz orchestra. We didn’t make any money
out of it, but it brought us invitations to
lively parties which the older crowd at-
tended. So we felt well repaid.

“Look here, Black Jack,” I said to the
leader one night. ‘“How’s chances to get
a job with you? I can drive pretty.”

“Listen, Punk.” He spoke from the
corner of his hard mouth, emphasizing the
words with a side motion of his long
arm. “Grow up before you try to talk
business with a real man.”

“Grow up!” That hurt my pride. I'd
show this wise guy!

For some time, to supplement our pin
money, several of us had been breaking in-
to houses, robbing them while the tenants
were away.

Then, one day, while ransacking a bed-
room, I came upon a revolver. It gave me
new ideas. The next afternoon | staged
my first stick-up. 1 did it late in the after-
noon, because I was still going to high
school. For a disguise 1 wore a large pair
of smoked glasses which I found at home.

That first holdup didn’t pay me very
well—it was in a small store and I got only
fifteen or twenty dollars out of the cash
register. But the newspapers printed sev-
eral paragraphs about it, and I managed
to let Black Jack know that I was the fel-
low they were writing about. He seemed
a bit more friendly after that.

During the following weeks I held up
several more stores, always wearing my
smoked glasses for the job and casually
going back to school the next day.

News was dull in Cleveland just then,
and one of the newspapers made a front-
page story of my third or fourth robbery
by naming me the ‘“smoked-glasses kid"’
and calling me a daring bandit.

It pleased me immensely. Boy, I was
getting there!

“Take a look at that, Black Jack. Still
think I'm just a kid?”

Black Jack read the story and smiled.

“You're getting there, buddy. I'll have
to look around and see what I can find for
you.”
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and women who liked to
draw, found out they had
talent, and developed it. If you
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Call 'Em Fast and Walk Away Tough!

boy umpire.” 1 stepped right into a hot
spot, I tell you. A 14-inning 1-to-0 vic-
tory for the White Rocks. Well, I lasted
the whole fourteen innings and nobody
laid a hand on me. After the game the St.
Mels manager gave me a ten-dollar bill.
Extra money.

Well, I still wanted to be a big-league
player, but that ten-buck note made me
ponder. 1 figured that I must have some
special talent along umpiring lines if I
was good enough to make a defeated team
feel like giving me ten bucks after a game.

If I had been fired out of an umpiring
job early in my career I might have looked
around for some other line of work. But I
always seemed to advance. When 1
reached the American Association, | got
raise after raise in salary, until by 1911 I
was drawing the highest salary ever before
paid to a minor-league umpire.

When Ban Johnson, the American
League president, secured me for his
league after the 1915 season 1 felt that I
was getting near the top of my profession.
I'm going to stick as long as my eyes last.

MPIRING is not easy. It demands

eternal watchfulness. It is different
from officiating in football and the other
major sports, because the baseball umpire
must rule “Yes” or “No’’ on every move
the players make. The closer the plays the
more important his decisions become. In
football, the decisions are mainly inter-
pretations of rules. In baseball, ninety-
nine out of a hundred decisions are ques-
tions of judgment, the umpire’s judgment
of time and space.

On every pitched ball at which the
batter does not swing, the plate umpire
must decide whether or not the ball has
crossed home plate between the shoulders
and knees of the batter. If he decides
“Yes,” it's a strike. If he says “No,”
it's a ball.

That kind of decision can become
vitally important when the game is at a
crucial stage, with perhaps the winning
run on third base and two strikes on the
batter. The imaginary strike area hung
above the plate changes with each bat-
ter, too. It's always seventeen inches
wide, the width of the home plate. But
vertically it is never the same. Even when
two batters are of equal height, their
stances at the home plate will be different.
One will crouch slightly as he swings. The
other will stand squarely upright.

So the umpire must shift the imaginary
upper and lower limits of the strike area
for every batter in determining whether
to call a ball or a strike. And he has to
make his decision immediately.

It takes good eyes. ‘‘Dolly” Stark, of
the National League, in his first years as
an umpire, devoted hours to training his
eyes. He would stand behind the catcher
in batting practice, calling the balls and
strikes. He had three men checking up
on him, the pitcher, the batter, and the
catcher. Each would tell him, without
bias, whether they agreed with him. In
practice they tell you without asking but
in a game you don't let them tell you.

Don’t ask an umpire whether he ever
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‘““missed’’ one. That’s touchy. My friend
and fellow umpire in the American League,
Bill Guthrie, is credited with the out-and-
out assertion, “There are no close ones.
They're either this or that.”

I've heard of umpires who say they
never missed a balls-and-strikes decision,
but I never met one personally. Hank
O’Day, dean of the National League staff,
flared up one day when Jimmie Wilson,
the St. Louis Cardinals’ catcher, protested
on a pitch which O’Day called a ball and
which Wilson thought was a strike.”

Wilson illustrated his disgust by tramp-
ing around behind the plate with the ball
in his hand, saying nothing but snorting
violently. O’Day watched him for a mo-
ment, then said:

“Go out and walk around the bases,
why don’t you? I guess you're the fellow
who never made a mistake.”

The most important point about calling
balls and strikes is to keep your eye on the
ball. That goes for umpiring on the bases,
too. Behind the plate you have to be
ready for a curve, for you usually can't
tell, any more than the batter can, just
what the pitcher is going to throw. You
have the advantage of the batter in that
you don’t have to do anything about it
until the ball is in the catcher’s glove.
An umpire can be fooled by a curve, but
if he follows the ball with his eye he finds
out about it in plenty of time to make his
decision. If the batter is fooled, he doesn’t
get wise in time to do anything but
squawk.

You get to know the deliveries of all the
regular pitchers, of course, after studying
their curves several times each season.
You get to know just about how far each
man’s curve will break. From observing
their tricks and their systems in certain
situations you can get an inkling in some
cases of what kind of curve is coming be-
fore the pitch begins to swerve from its
straight path.

But I find that it is best not to antici-
pate, because at least fifty per cent of the
art of successful pitching is deceiving the
batter. When you start guessing, you're
inviting trouble.

FOUL tips are the bane of a plate um-
pire’s working day. The top of his head
and his insteps are the danger spots. He
can’t pad his feet because part of his job
is to sprint down to third base to cover a
play once in a while. The best he can do
is wear shoes with reinforced tops. Every
season at least one umpire in the major
leagues gets a broken bone in his instep
from a foul tip which shoots downward off
the bat.

Bumps on top of the head are much
less frequent but a thousand times more
dangerous. An umpire sometimes bends
his head too far forward, and a foul tip
slaps him above the mask. One of them
knocked out Ernie Quigley, of the National
League, a few years ago, and almost frac-
tured his skull. That never happened to
me, but several times, when one of these
speed boys, like Lefty Grove, was pitch-
ing, a foul tip striking me on the mask
dazed me for a second or two, just from

the shock transmitted to my head through
the mask.

Nowadays in major-league games there
are always two or three umpires. It feels
like a vacation to work on the bases, es-
pecially at third base. One day last sum-
mer in Detroit they had an overflow crowd,
parked behind ropes around the outfield,
with mounted policemen riding herd.

I was umpiring at third base. It was
one of those pitchers’ battles. The batters
very seldom got even as far as first base,
and in the first seven innings not one man
on either team traveled as far as third. I
was on a quiet sector. I just stood there on
a dime, inning after inning. When the
crowd stood up for its breather in the
seventh, I kind of stretched myself, and
took a few steps to limber up my cramped
muscles.

“Nice work, ‘Brick,’” yelled a fan from
the pavilion near by. “Good thing you
moved before one of them cops tied his
horse to you.”

Base decisions are comparatively easy,
except when two or three base runners are
in motion and the defensive team makes
an unexpected play. That's why you’ve
got to watch the ball. The trick is to learn
to move around so that you are always in
the best position to see the play. But if
you anticipate too confidently, losing track
of the ball when you start shifting, you
may find yourself set for a play at first base-
while they are tagging out somebody at
second. Embarrassing, what?

I think it was Tim Hurst who said that
the secret of successful base-umpiring was
simple: ““ Just call 'em fast and walk away
tough.” Most umpires on base-line duty
nowadays give good imitations of Tim'’s
nineteenth-century technic.

GOOD ears as well as good eyes are
necessary for calling decisions at first
base on infield grounders. The ear system
at first base works this way: You stand in
such a position that you have a view of the
base which will not be obstructed by any
movement the first baseman can make.
Then you watch the bag and listen for the
sound of the ball striking the first base-
man’s mitt. If the sound comes before you
see the batter’s foot step on the bag, it’s
an “out.” If you see the foot ahead of
the sound, it’s the other way.

The hardest play to follow with your
eye is when an infielder tags a sliding base
runner on a close play.

There was a National League shortstop
who once confided to a team-mate, Sher-
wood Magee, that he hadn't tagged a base
runner for two years.

“I just pass at them,” he said. “I'm
not going to get my hands all cut up with
those spikes.”

It happened that some years later Ma-
gee became a National League umpire.
The shortstop was still shortstopping.
One day he made his ‘“pass” at an op-
ponent who was trying to steal second.
Magee, umpiring at second that day, said,
‘“Safe!”” The shortstop howled.

“Sorry,” said Magee, “but you have to
get into those spikes when I'm here. Show
me the blood and I'll believe you."
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There are times when the crowd rears
up and howls for umpire blood.

I'll tell you once when they got their
blood up. It was one of those queer deci-
sions in which the point at issue concerned
the rule requiring base runners to touch
every base. If a runner going from first to
third steps over, around, or inside second
base without touching the bag, he must
be called out if some defensive player tags
him with the ball, even while he is standing
squarely on third base, puffing for breath
after his hard run.

IT WAS opening day of the baseball sea-
son in Wichita, Kansas, 1905. [ had had
trouble with the Wichita team when it
opened its season away from home in Okla-
homa City. All around the league they
were saying that the Wichita fans had re-
solved to slay me if I ever came there to
umpire. So our league president promptly
nominated me for umpire on Wichita’s
home opening day.

And what a day! To make sure I got
the proper reception most of the stores and
factories declared a half holiday. The ball
park was jammed.

But they stayed off the field until the
ninth. Topeka was the visiting team, and
Topeka was ahead, 3 to 0, when Wichita
came to bat in the ninth. The first Wichita
batter struck out. The second reached
first base on a base on balls. The third
rolled an easy grounder toward the second
baseman, who, in trying to start a double
play, fumbled the ball. That made two on
bases.

The overflow crowd was yelling in a
frenzy. Then up to bat came *Pearl’’
Murray, Wichita slugger, and one of my
best friends in the whole blasted league.
Well, “Pearl” knocked the ball to right
field for a base hit. Theright fielder fumbled
the ball. It rolled past him to the fence.
Two runs scored. Murray got as far as
third base before the right fielder could
throw it back to the infield.

But Mr. Murray, in dusting around to
third, had failed to touch second base.
And when a Topeka player tagged him
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with the ball while he was standing on
third base, I had to call him out. That was
the hardest decision I ever had to make.
There was “Pearl’ Murray, standing on
third base, ready to score the tying run,
and I had to walk out onto the diamond
and announce my ruling. For an instant
the crowd seemed paralyzed. Then there
was a terrific screech and they came at me
out of the stands from all directions.

A hole in the ground or a pair of wings
might have saved me. All cut up, men-
tally and physically, I got back to the
hotel.

The president of our league, D. M.
Shively, came up to my room.

He said, “Go get a shave. You need it
and it will make you feel better.”

I finally went down to the barber shop.
When | got stretched out in the chair, all
lathered up, the barber, a big galoot, began
stropping his razor.

“Was you to the game?’’ he demanded.

“1I just got to town,” | said.

““Well, you should of ben there,” he said,
and then he told me exactly what he thought
of Umpire Owens.

“ I wish that blankety-blank would come
in here right now and get in my chair for a
shave,” he wound up, nearly slashing the
strop apart as he hammered it with his
razor. “I'd take this sword and slice his
head right off.”

What did I say? 1 said, “Once over.
Light!”

That was my wildest day, but in those
good old days it was nothing strange for an
umpire to take a beating from a crowd or to
leave town over back fences.

A dozen fights a summer —actual physi-
cal fights —were about the average for a
good umpire. In almost every tight game
they’d give you at least one bottle
shower.

Nowadays the players are more likely to
take sides with the umpire against the
crowd. I remember in Washington oneday
they were giving it to me. One fan, a
woman, was standing up in the front row of
the upper grandstand and wailing at me in
a high-pitched voice. The players were

getting a big kick out of listening to her,
but what stopped her was when ““Mule”
Haas, of the visiting team, looked up and,
in a very polite tone, inquired:

‘“Pardon me, madam, but what would
you charge to haunt a house?”

When modern big-league players use the
crowd in disputes with umpires it's more
apt to be like Jimmie Dykes did one day
last summer in a talking contest with my
good friend, Bill McGowan, one of our best
young American League umpires. Mc-
Gowan and Dykes were kids together in
their early baseball days, so naturally they
argue quite freely whenever they are both
in the same game.

This day they'd been at it all afternoon.
Jimmie, who was playing third base for
Philadelphia, tagged an opposing player
sliding to third in the eighth inning. Mc-
Gowan, umpiring the play, declared the
base runner out, which, of course, coin-
cided with Dykes’ idea of the correct rul-
ing, so there was no argument.

But it happened that just at that minute
a fan fainted in the grandstand and was be-
ing carried out by half a dozen other fans.
There was quite a stir and a buzz all over
the stands. Dykes turned and addressed
the crowd, but he really wasn't talking to
them.

** Keep vour seats, folks,”” he said. “ What
else can you expect when McGowan calls
one right?"’

IN THE old days I guess the fans did not
know as many words as they do now. At
any rate, they were much addicted to toss-
ing messages to us in bottles. They'd
throw anything, in fact, from bricks to
tomatoes.

Eggs were the worst. They seemed to be
able to aim eggs more accurately than
bottles or the other stutf.

Nowadays in the big leagues it’s almost
unheard of for a crowd to rush out on the
field to do physical violence to an umpire.
Nowadays crowds are more sportsmanlike.
It seems to me that every year they have
been getting fairer in their rooting and less
inclined to blame the umpire.

How to Annoy the Boss

to elucidate. If he said to me in so many
words, ‘What's the matter with you, you
poor duffer? Can’t you grasp what I'm
driving at?’ it would simply be verbal
confirmation of what I believe his attitude
to be. The only way I can subdue him is
to roar, ‘Hold on, man, just what did
happen?’ But meanwhile he has wasted
ten minutes or so of my -time, to say
nothing of what he has done in the way of
ruftling my nerves.”

“It is surprising,” an employer said to
me, “how few of us appreciate when the
exact psychological moment to do a thing
has arrived. An employee who has a
grievance becomes so obsessed with his
own troubles that he doesn’t realize he is
seriously hampering his chances of having
them remedied when he selects an in-
appropriate occasion to carry them to the
boss. A subordinate with a complaint
broke in on me the other day when I was
up to my neck in important tasks. If he

(Continued from page 49)

had tried to put me in an unfavorable
frame of mind to listen to him he couldn’t
have selected a better way. He not only
failed to get what he wanted, but he got
a good dressing down.

““Show me a young man who understands
the art of timing the introduction of the
personal element and I'll show you one
who is never going to get his boss’s goat.”

From a tabulation of facts gathered from
various sources, I find that the two habits
which seem to have been most effective in
holding employees in a rut are ones with
which we are all familiar. There is, first,
the person who makes a practice of going
over his boss’s head in the presentation of
an idea or the filing of a grievance. What
disaster that habit has brought to men who
believed themselves ambitious!

And there is the chap who boastfully
recounts to a skeptical group of fellow
workers the things he had to say to the
boss. You've heard him a hundred times—

¥ + F* + +

“So I sez, ‘Well, I'm sorry if you don’t like
it, but that’s the way it is;’ and all he does
is walk away.” He’s casehardened, this
fellow—a tough old-timer in the game of
strewing your own path with pebbles that
turn into boulders.

"Has it ever occurred to you that some
seemingly inconsequential habit might be
so irritating to your boss that you are
actually being held down by it? A little
self-scrutiny may enlighten you on that
point. Check over your own character-
istics against the objectionable ones enu-
merated here. If you should find one of
yours on the list, it will pay to get rid of it,
even though you have no reason to believe
your boss is annoyed by it.

Bear in mind, too, that your own little
eccentricity of manner may not be among
those listed. Introspection is never harm-
ful. In this case it may bring to light a
side of your character of which you have
never been aware.






"Our First Reader’

It is about time we had a little

«» art comment on this page, and so

[ rise to remark that this month’s front

cover strikes me as being all right. It is

- good-looking and colorful; it tells an at-

tractive story, and it is a gracious

" respite from the pretty girl. You know

_the girl | mean—with furs and packages

in December, in bathing suit in August,

- framing her sweet face with an open

umbrella in April, sticking a rose in her

hair in May and a ring on her finger in

June. Eternal, unaging, ubiquitous, no

" magazine could operate without her;

but it is nice to know that her faithful

- service is rewarded with a vacation at
least one month a year.

;W There are times when a mild and
«» gentle skepticism stirs my ancient
spirit. Are we average readers quite as
much absorbed in worship of pretty
girls, I wonder, as editors and pretty
girls seem to think we are? Foreign
visitors to America say that the young
ladies rule us. We spoil them in our
stories and songs, telling them that
they are of all. things most desirable,
that romance is a wonderful racket, and
that the highest duty of the male is to
praise them and maintain them in glory.
Are these foreigners right?

If so, there is apparently nothing
«» to be done about it. The Ameri-
can girls are everywhere—one of them
right in this one number of the maga-
zine: Ruth Nichols planning her brave
flight alone across the Atlantic. And
next month Aileen Riggin telling us how
toswim. [ honor them. [ bare my gray-
ing hairs as they march proudly by.
But I am secretly grateful that they did
not elect to be my daughters, nor yet my
sisters nor my cousins nor my aunts. [
confess to a certain uneasiness in the
presence of these young Dianas. Am [
alone in this feeling, or is there, perhaps,
in the hidden depths of us conquered
males, some slight rumble of revolt?

y B That we are the softer sex seems
«» pretty definitely established. Our
oldest, deepest instinct is to lay our
heads on women's shoulders and sob out
our sorrows. Even Presidents of the
United States are not superior to this
universal weakness, as Mary Roberts
Rinehart’s article makes clear. My
observation of presidents is that too
frequently they make the mistake
which Jim Leavell warns against. In-
stead of going ahead simply and being
themselves, they try to figure out what
they think the voters would like them to
seem to be.
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That Leavell story is one of the
«» best that has ever appeared. No
one of us can succeed by trying to ap-
propriate another man’s personality or
technic or routine. [ think | was
fortunate enough to discover that truth
for myself very early in the game. By
three o’clock in the afternoon of my
first business day I had all the feelings
of the tired business man; by the end of
the first week I was thoroughly dis-
couraged. I had been hired to write
editorials and articles for a magazine,
but my days were so interrupted that |
could not seem to get any writing done.
One night | was at my desk trying hard
to catch up when the boss walked in and
caught me.

“Why are you working at night?"’ he
demanded.

“Because | can’t seem to get any
work done in the daytime.”

“Why don’t you work at home?”

“Do you mean that I am allowed to
work at home?"”’

“What difference does it make where
you work,”” he answered, * as long as you
get your work done?”

So I began to do a large part of my
work at home and have followed that
program ever since. It seems to be all
right for me; at least, | have managed
to eke out a living. But suppose every-
body should try it. The result would be
chaos.

Leavell says he was never am-
«» Dbitious. “I suppose I wanted to
move along, but | never had my eyes
set on any particular job or place.”
My friend, Gerard Swope, president of
the General Electric Company, told me
that he advised his boys, “Don’t fix
your eyes on any particular place. Just
do the day’s work, and the future will
take care of itself.” But one day he was
talking to his youngest, and put the
matter in a little different way. ‘‘What
sort of job do you think you would like
in business?”” he asked the lad. *“Would
you like my job, for instance?”
“Oh, no,” the youngster exclaimed,
“I wouldn’t want your job. Your job
has no future.”

Leavell ends with a question—
«» ‘‘Just what is success?”’ [ have
my favorite definition. What is yours?
Send it along.

More people must be reading this
«» Ppage, for [ get more mail every
month. Scores of readers wish to enlist
in my crusade against Progress. I had
no idea so many people were angry at
the way the scientists are messing up

and speeding up the world. Listen, for
instance, to Dr. J. A. Van Brakle, of
Portland, Oregon:

‘“After four years in England, I have
just returned to my home in America,
and my first glimpse of THE AMERICAN
has come to rest on your comment con-
cerning the ‘future wonders of science’
and how they leave you cold.

“In England, they freely admit that
we are the most efficient nation in the
world when it comes to the making,
spending, and losing of money. In fact,
they further admit that we know every-
thing about money, with one exception.
We have solved the problem of how to
convert time into money, but we can’t
reverse the process and turn money into
time that we may enjoy and spend pleas-
antly. . . .”

In our wars with the scientists,
«» however, we shall spare Hiram
Maxim, who is seeking to abolish noise.
There is no excuse for the din and
clamor of the modern city. [t batters
ceaselessly against the walls of our
brains and unquestionably shortens our
lives.

Said the little Play Girl, “I do
«» hot want the house paid for all at
once—do you, Basile? 1 like it like this
—something to pay for—slow—a long
time.” That’s a sweet and sound bit of
philosophy. Who among us old-timers
does not get a warm feeling around the
heart as he looks back to the first years
of his marriage? To the furniture that
was picked up a piece at a time, each
piece looked at and loved for months be-
fore it could be bought, to the first little
car; to the day when the last payment
was made on the house and the mort-
gage was burned up? Those were the
days when we enjoyed our pleasures
three times—once in anticipation, once
in acquisition, and finally in actual pos-
session.

What business ought to be is the
«» soft, sweet song which Phyllis
Duganne sings in Millions for Tribute.
How I love those stories—and I mean
it—in which clean-cut young men are
always being offered partnerships and
meeting beautiful girls and then step-
ping into the market for a couple of
weeks and cleaning up a million! As
a picture of modern business Miss
Duganne’s story is unlike anything that
has occurred in my prosaic experience,
but as an entertaining half-hour I'm for
it. It's all wrong, but, just the same,
it's all right.

BRUCE BARTON









