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IN EVERY IO
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(According to an impartial, country-wide survey)

US rePeat thal • • • 8 painters in every 10 use Dutch Boy 

I 'StTu White-Lead. It means something to the man who is interested 
I XA&Ji *n a pa*nt j°b’

L mF't'j I*  means that painters generally do not want to use a "cheap” 
-Vw paint • • • because it can’t stand up, can’t produce an eco- 

\ Aj / nom*ca^ paint job.

Consider the question on a common-sense basis of facts 
and figures. If "cheap” paint applied to a job costs §250 and happens to 
last two years, the yearly paint cost is §125. If a Dutch Boy paint job 
costs §270 and lasts four years (most painters say it is good for five or 
six), the yearly paint cost is only §67.50 ... a saving for four years of 
§230 ... a saving of §125 for every year beyond four.

Fesides, Dutch Boy White-Lead has the advantage of wearing down 
smoothly by gradual chalking, leaving a perfect surface for repainting. 
It does not crack or scale and will not add to your cost at next repaint 
time by demanding expensive burning and scraping.

No wonder "8 painters in every 10 use Dutch Boy.”
W'rite for free booklet — "The House We Live In”“ which gives help­

ful suggestions on the decoration and protection of the home. Address 

the branch office nearest you.

NATIONAL LEAD COMPANY
New York, 111 Broadway—Buffalo, 116 Oak Street—Chicago. 900 W'est 18th Street—Cincinnati, 
659 Freeman Avenue—Cleveland, 820 W. Superior Avenue—St. Louis, 722 Chestnut Street— San 
Francisco,2240 24th Street—Boston, National-Boston Lead Co., 800 Albany Street—Pittsburgh, 
National Lead & Oil Co. of Pa., 316 Fourth Avenue — Philadelphia, John T. Lewis & Bros. Co., 

Widener Building.

...AND NO ONE KNOWS 
PAINT LIKE A PAINTER



Tee off with golf balls your tooth paste 
pays for

Intelligent people, recogniz­
ing the remarkable cleansing 
powers of Listerine Tooth 
Paste at 25A buy it instead 
of dentifrices in the 5 Of? class. 
The average saving is $3 a 
year. Spend it as you please. 
Golf balls are merely a sug­
gestion.

The makers of Listerine Tooth Paste
recommend

Pro-phy-lac-tic Tooth Brushes

See teeth whiten!
Feel your mouth grow 

healthier!

E
VEN those whose teeth 
are hard to whiten com­

ment on how swiftly and 
gently Listerine Tooth Paste

Buy a tube of Listerine Tooth 
Paste and give it a thorough 
trial. Compare it with any 
paste at any price—and judge

makes teeth gleam. This ac­
tion is due to a new type of 
polishing agent.

Regular users assert that 
this dentifrice definitely im­
proves mouth hygiene. With 
regular brushing the gums 
grow firmer. The entire mouth 
seems fresher, exhilarated, 
and healthy.

by results alone. After such 
tests, more than a million peo­
ple have switched to Listerine 
Tooth Paste. We can think 
of no greater tribute.

Incidentally, ListerineTooth 
Paste saves you about $3 per 
year over dentifrices in the 
50(f class. Lambert Pharmacal 
Company, St. Louis, Mo.

Listerine Tooth Paste



What 
happened 

to the

"GUESSER” CLOCK..

...A BEU-SIDE STORY

Once there stood beside the bed a battered 

old "guesser” clock that woke its master at 

the wrong time, cheated him of half his 

breakfast, and sent him to his work late.... 

't hen one fine day its master brought home 

a handsome Big Ben. Jealous and ashamed, 

the "guesser” slunk away to hide in the rub­

bish barrel ... but its master only thought 

"good riddance”, and lived happily ever 

after to the honest timekeeping of Big Ben.

, The accuracy and dependability of Big Ben are assured
S 2 50 by a Two-Year Guarantee. Steady or repeating mellow- 
' ‘ toned alarm. Patented Westclox construction and
dust-proof mechanism. A ttractive base, fell cushioned. Comes in 
either lustrous or satin-like nickel, and in solid tints of cobalt 
blue, apple green and old rose. $3.50 (Luminous dial, a dollar 
more). Western Clock Company, La Salle, Illinois.

BIG BEN
. ALARMS POCKET BEN WATCHES • AUTO CLOCKS
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i “MOUNT yore hawse, 
lad,’’ commands Pecos 
Smith grimly. “ I’ll hold 
off these varmints till 
we’re well on our way!” 

Terrill Lambeth, 
violet-eyed, self-reliant

I daughter of Texas, is off 
in a swirl of dust, with 
Pecos riding hard along­
side. In sombrero and 
breeches, with her wind- 
tanned face, she does 
look like a young, hand­
some boy, and as a boy 
she teams up with Pecos 
and sweeps with him 
from one breathless ad­
venture to another.

What’s the mystery 
behind her mad mas­
querade? Through fights 
with the Comanches, 
over flooded streams in 

i encounters with the 
murderous Don Felipe— 
Terrill and Pecos ride 
and fight as pardners. 
But when she falls in 
love with the lanky, two- 
gun Texan . . .

This flashing, roaring, 
tender novel begins next 
month in The American 
Magazine. Of course, 
it’s by that master teller 
of Western stories, Zane 
Grey, and it’s called 
West of the Pecos.

—THE EDITOR.
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LITTLE VARIATIONS MEAN SO MUCH

Of course, the smallest variation in baby’s 
weight is extremely important to mother— 
and to the whole family, for all that. But did 
you know that little variations in dimensions 
are just as important to us in building fine 
motor cars?
The diameter of the piston pins we fit into your 
engine may vary only three ten-thousandths 
of an inch from our rigid standards, or about 
one eighth of the thickness of this sheet of 
paper. And the accuracy of our instruments is 
tested several times daily against gauges meas- 
uringtooneone-hundred-thousandthofaninch. 

Precision almost equally fine helps us to balance 
every moving part in your car. With a special 
"blinker machine” we may peep 3,000 times 
per minute at, for instance, a moving valve 

spring and so inspect it as though it were at 
rest. Another machine spins an engine crank­
shaft into a blur and then shows us by a 
moving finger of light whether it will run 
smooth and true in your motor. And into 
each motor we place a "matched set” of pistons 
and connecting rods, exactly equal in weight. 
And on, through flywheel, clutch, propeller­
shaft and wheels, we carry this same balance. 
Even the tires are balanced so they’ll stop in 
any position and stay there!

Are we carrying precision and careful work­
manship to extremes at Oakland this year? 
Well, perhaps. But, as we see more and 
more people buying our cars, and the evident 
pride they are taking in them, we feel that 
our extra effort has been well worth while.

OAKLAND 8
PRODUCTS OF

PONTIAC 6
GENERAL MOTORS

Bodies by Fisher



Central States——Boys Central States—Boys

MILITARY
ACCREDITED^! 
AGES8toZ0 MISSOURI ACADEMY

r
N EAR ST. LOU IS 
r R.O.T£>

K1KPI1
Boys Taught How-to-Study
College entrance without examinations. Also Busi- 

' nessAdministrationCourse.Music, Manual training.
Modern methods. Character building. All sports. Every Boy 
can be on an athletic team. “Big Brother” relationship between 
cadets and teachers makes happy home life, and Individual

Attention. Separate Junior School—for the younger 
boys with exceptional equipment and sympathetic teachers.

• 7 hours from Chicago. Near ST. LOUIS. Write for 
Catalog: Col. E. Y. Burton, Pres., Box 122, MEXICO, MO.

IKJI BOYS */ABI  UTY
WILL PROFIT MOST BY BEING SENT AWAY TO SCHOOL

Wise Parents feel that the better their boy is doing in his local school 
I the more he deserves—the more he will profit by:—Smaller Classes; In­

dividual Attention; How-to-Study methods; Regular Hours; Daily 
|| Physical Training; Erect Carriage; Character Habits of Prompt­

ness, Alertness, System and Neatness.
For 52 years Western has provided above advantages with: Accredited 

$ College Entrance without examination; and Business Course. Fireproof 
Buildings. Non-Sectarian. Students attend church of parents’ choice. 
Athletics, Swimming Pool, Horseback Riding. For Catalog address:—

MAJOR A. G. EATON, REGISTRAR, ALTON, ILLINOIS

WESTERN MILITARYACADEMY

YT/A MILITARY
VJiniVF INSTITUTE

LOCATION—Forested estate on picturesque 
hilltops near Cincinnati.
ORGANIZATION—College preparatory, general 
academic and lower school departments. Small 
classes under a faculty of specialists.
ATHLETICS — Gymnasium, swimming-pool. 
Competent supervision. Large athletic field 
located in a natural amphitheater in the woods.

SPECIAL FEATURES—Band, orchestra, rifle 
clubs and literary society.
REPUTATION — Ninety-eight years of highest 
standards. Distinguished list of graduates.

Write for Catalog.
A. M. HENSHAW, Superintendent
College Hill Cincinnati, Ohio

WENTWORTH
MILITARY ACADEMY AND JDNIOR COLLEGE

51st Anniversary 43 miles from Kansas City
“IN THE HEART OF AMERICA”

Nationally known as one of the co-operation exceptional. New stadium — 
best military academies. High School gift of alumni. Catalog.
and 2_ years’ regular college work. Col. S. Sellers, Pres.
Fully accredited. Faculty and student 771 Washington Pl., LEXINGTON, MO.

A CLEAN MIND IN A 
SOUND BODY

Every Boy Recites Every Lesson 
Every Day

Thorough preparation for college. Busi­
ness courses. A system of education and 
development founded on 47 years of suc­
cessful character building. Inspiring con­
tacts with Christian gentlemen who honor 
the teaching profession. All athletics. Ex­
pert coaching. Military. Modem buildings 
and equipment. Junior school. Rev. Chas. 
Herbert Young, S.T.D., Rector. For 
catalog address

The Secretary, Howe, Indiana

Perfect form ! Kemper cadets 
learn in classroom, on athletic 
fleld and parade ground that 
good performance is possible 
only after conscientious study 
and constant practice. Success 
of three generations of Kemper 
men in all walks of life points 
to thoroughness of Kemper train­
ing. High School and Junior 
College. Students from thirty 
states. Gymnasium. Swimming 
pool. Marksmanship. 86 acres. 
87 th year. Catalog.

COL. T. A. JOHNSTON, Pres., 
571 Third St., Boonville, Mo.

★

MORGAN PARK
IT*  MILITARY ACADEMY
Human understanding combined with military discipline. 
College preparation. Lower school. Write for catalog. 
COL. H. D. ABELLS, Box 471, Morgan Park, HI.

UJI « « IE 5S » 
r through the new educational methods. “How-to- 
Study” taught. Boys 8 to 20. Character discipline. 
Est. 1852. 60 miles north of Chicago. Apply now. 
Catalog:—President, Campus Road, RACINE, WIS. 

b/A-var x»fJ-HSM
MICHIGAN yJVi?EMY IV B’^Small classes. Individual AvAULlrll
I ’ attention in academic work, horseback riding, all 
r athletics, winter sports. 7th Grade through High 

School. For illustrated catalogue address. Secretary, 
MICHIGAN MILITARY ACADEMY, Box 16, MENOMINEE, MICH.

ACCREDITED. Ninth to twelfth grades. Endowed. 90 per 
cent enter college. Virile athletic program. Swimming 
pool. 10 acres of playing fields. Write for Catalog.
Address Karl A. Stouffer, Dean, Box 7-M, Elgin, III.

F«»r 100 Bovs »® 15>■ I I I I J Staff of 20
The oldest school for 

boys in the West. Accredited. 10 buildings. 
Sports. New Pool. Shop. Hour from Chicago. 
Visit: C. & N.W. Ry. or Auto 19. Free catalog. 
ROGER HILL, Priiu, Box D-3. Woodstock, Illinois.

CHADDOCK A School 
for Boys

Tuition reasonable. Accredited courses from first to tenth 
grades inclusive. Modern equipment, manual training, 
physical education, excellent library facilities, spacious 
campus and gardens.

Superintendent, Chaddock, Box A, Quincy, Illinois

building. Finest equipment—unexcelled board—sports ac­
tivity—wonderful Golf Course—Military Training—R. O. 
T. C.—and the advantage of an exceedingly healthful loca­
tion on grounds beautifully kept. Prospectus sent free.

A MPITYNT Rev- B- J-OUINN, S. J., President IUIt Box 18, Prairie du Chien, Wis.

“BE PREPARED”
Bl for College and Life at this Accred­

ited School. Ages 9 to 19. Jr. Dept., 
organized into regular Uniformed 
Boy Scout Patrols—unique in U. S. 
Near Chicago. Athletics. Catalog:—
ST. ALBANS SCHOOL

(Episcopal) Box A, Sycamore, Illinois

College preparatory. Episco­
pal. Military training. Small 
classes. Boys taught how to 
study. Graduates making ex­
cellent college records. 18 
buildings. Armory, gym, swim­
ming pool. Golf. Indoor, out­
door and winter sports. 8 compe­
tent coaches. Band. 24 0 acres. 
71 st year. Catalog. H ead master.
Box A Faribault, Minn.

» » SCHOOL « «



MILITARY SCHOOL
Trains for Character. High 

Ideals. Prepares each boy for 
any College or Business.
MODI FI ED military for 

' orderly habits, mental alert- 
| ness, physical training.

Accredited. Five modern 
buildings, 85 miles south of 2 

' Chicago. Endowed.
Write for free catalog:—
Col. J. A. Bittinger,Supt., 

Box A, 
ONARGA,

PILLJBURY 
XACADEMY
AN endowed military 
school for boys. 80%■ 
of graduates go to col­
lege. Individual instruc­
tion. Supervised dormi­
tories. 20 acres. 8 build­
ings. I’nusual facilities 
for athletics, including 
swimming, tennis, track 
and field sports. Rate 
$800. 55th yr. Catalog.
MILO B. PRICE. Ph.D. 
Prin., 171 Grove Ave.

Owatonna, Minn.

ILLINOIS
MILITARY 
SCHOOL
Fully accredited 
college prepara­
tory school. 12th 
year. Junior Dept., 
ages 8 to 15. Senior 
16 to 22. Also Junior 
College. Scholastic 
and military train­
ing. Character de­
velopment stressed. 
Limited enrollment. 
Athletics. Campus. 
Fireproof buildings. 
Free Catalog and 
Views.
Aledo, Illinois

In dividual 
Attention

MIAMI

.. as is only possible in an overstaffed 
small school. “How-to-Study.” Military 
for Character Leadership. Accredited. 
Ages 9 to 21. All Athletics. Near Dayton. 
Catalog: Col. Orvon Graff Brown, 
Pres., Box 470, Germantown, Ohio.

M I LI TA RY 
IN STITUTE

ULVER
MILITARY

One of America’s great 
preparatory schools; inde­
pendent, democratic, 
progressive; devoted to 
making the most of the in­
dividual boy. Patronized

ACADEMY by parents who desire 
their sons’ education to 

be sound and practical for modern needs.
Send for booklet

320 Pershing Place, Culver, Indiana

Jllortbwestern 
military and 

Haval academe 
Lake Geneva, Wisconsin

Enrolment190. Vacancies for Fall 
term limited to 2 in third year, 6 
in second year, 17in first year high­
school classes. Evidence of good
moral character and scholastic ability required.
COL. R. P. DAVIDSON, Supt., Lake Geneva, Wis.

Southern States^—Boys

HARGRAVE
Small school advantages at low cost. Accredited. College pre­
paratory. 200 students. Individual attention. Athletics. 2 gyms. 
Band. Literary society. Separate Junior school. In Piedmont. 
Catalog. A. H. Camden, A. B., Pres., Box A, Chatham, Va.

[f^REEHBR/ER Uji MILITARY SCHOOL.
i Over 100 years in the “Old Virginia” town of Lewisburg. Health-

" ' fill mmintainmiQ Inratinn I/MMlTt CrppnliriorlVIiitoful mountainous location. (2300 ft.) Near Greenbrier White
Sulphur Springs. New Fire-proof Buildings. System of rewards 
arouses ambition and develops character. 300 boys in small classes. 
Riding. Athletics. Every cadet can be on a team. Strong school 
teams expertly coached. Five courses lead to diploma, includ­
ing business. Supervised study. Friendly teachers. 23 years 
under present management. Can be reached by thru National 
and State highways and the C. & O. R. R. Fully Accredited. Post 
Graduate. Also lower school. R. O. T. C. Summer Camp. Early 
application advised. Moderate rate. For catalog write:—

COL. H. B. MOORE, Box A, Lewisburg, W. Va.

Randolph-Macon Academy
Beautiful mountain location at southern end of Shenan­
doah. Military. Prepares boys for college or business. 
Large dormitories. Moderate rates. Modern gymnasium 
and swimming pool. All sports. Catalog.
Col. Wm. R. Phelps, Principal, Box A, Bedford, Va.

Virginia Episcopal School
Non-military. Superior preparation for all colleges at 
moderate cost. Accredited. Healthful, beautiful location 
in Virginia mountains. High standard in scholarship and 
athletics. Gymnasium. Catalog.
Oscar de Wolf Randolph, D. D., Box 727-A, Lynch burg, Va

MASSANUTTEN
College preparatory. Accredited. Average class 12. 
Military for executive and physical values. R.O.T.C. 
Modern equipment—gymnasium—swimming pool—ath­
letics—camp. Shenandoah Valley, near Washington. Cat- 
alog. Box 40, Woodstock, Va., Dr. Howard J. Benchoff

Boys taught habits of study, health, manliness, sportsman­
ship. Christian Influences. High Scholarship. New Gym. 
Golf. 70 Acre Campus — Lake. R.O.T.C. Separate Jr. School. 
Address Box A, Spring Hill, Tenn. (30 Miles South of Nashville)

STAUNTON H
MILITARY U
ACADEMY \|

pV^UPELO MILITARY INSTITUTE
Fully Accredited. College Prep, and Bus.

TSaljyV Courses. Environment that builds character.
Students 8 to 20 years old. All Athletics, 

U Gym., Swimming Pool, Band and Orchestra. 
M Geo. W Chapman, A. M., Ph. 0., Tupelo, Miss. Box A.

BLUE RIDGESX
An accredited preparatory school of high standards and 
resultful methods. Junior Dept. Located in Picturesque 
“Laud Of the Sky.” J. R. Sandifer, Headmaster, Box A, 
Hendersonville North Carolina

In the Heart of the Blue Grass. Fully Accredited. Thor­
ough College Preparation. Small Classes. All Athletics. 
Moderate Rates. For Catalog Address:

Col. W. R. Nelson, Box 231, Millersburg, Kentucky.

IF ILOIRII DA
MILITARY ACADEMY

Accredited preparatory school. Also business course. Small 
classes. Competent instructors. Every room an outside room 
with bath and carpeted floor. One of the most elaborately 
equipped military schools in the South. Near Jacksonville. 
Mild winters. Cool spring and fall. No boy seriously ill in 21 
years. Naval unit. Sports for every boy. Separate Junior Di­
vision for boys 6 to 15—special faculty and matrons. Founded 
1908. For catalog address
Sup’t, Box 53, San Jose, South Jacksonville, Florida

AN ENDOWED 
a SCHOOL

CAN AFFORD a superior faculty and small 
classes with individual attention. TOME is 
also fortunate in having been given beauti­

ful modem buildings of Granite. A single room for 
each boy at Tome. Preparation for the College 
Boards. Business Administration. Separate Build­
ing for Younger Boys, Woodworking and Machine 
Shops. Supervised Athletics. Grades 7, 8 and High 
School. Limited to 200 boys of character. Between 
Philadelphia and'Washington. Catalog. Box 10, 
Port Deposit, Md.

TOME

A Consistent Leader

The typical Staunton record of 286 
graduates doing successful work at 88 
colleges and universities points to su­
perior academic training. Staunton as 
a military school is unexcelled, but its 
nation-wide reputation does not rest 
solely on this fact. The excellent phys­
ical and military regime is designed 
only to supplement the academic aim. 
In this, Staunton has ever been con­
sistent with the purpose for which this 
school was founded—successful prep­
aration for college. Healthful, beau­
tiful location in Shenandoah Valley. 
Altitude 1600 ft. Individual attention. 
Tutorial system. Fire-proof equipment. 
Five gymnasiums, 3 football fields, 
12 tennis courts, swimming pool.

Write for catalog

Col. Thos. H. Russell, B.S., LL.D., 
President Box A, Staunton, Va.

► ► ►



Georgia Military Academy
One of America’s Splendidly Equipped, Ideally Located Prep Schools

Thirty-one years under the Founder’s management. Location — Atlanta in the 
Blue Ridge foothills, 1050 ft. elevation, the very heart of the Southland. 
Equipment—includes sixteen buildings, superb gym, tile-lined swimming pool, 
beautiful campus, drill and athletic fields. Cultured Home Life living with 
teachers. Three Courses—Classical, Engineering, Commercial, meeting 
college entrance requirements. Small Classes, Supervised Study, giving 
special attention to every cadet. Band of 40 pieces, orchestra, glee club. 
National Patronage Limited to 300 cadets. Junior Department — boys 9 to

14. Member Association of Military Schools and Colleges of the United States and The Southern 
Association of Colleges and Secondary Schools. For Catalog, address Georgia Military Academy, 
Dept. A, College Park, Ga.

PEDDIE

Is your boy developing character and dependability, the foundations of confidence and useful­
ness? Is he developing habits of thoroughness and painstaking mastery of detail, the founda­
tions of business or professional success? Are his associates stimulating or hindering him?

★ Tennessee Military Institute ★ 
since 1874 has helped many hundreds of boys find themselves and make good, choose a life 
work, and develop the qualities and form the habits that prepare for certain success. Tennessee 
Military Institute can help your boy.

Ideal location in beautiful East Tennessee Highlands. Modern buildings and equipment un­
surpassed in South. 100 acre campus, including golf course. All sports. Superior teachers, thorough 
work, individual attention. Monthly payment plan. Write for catalogue.

Col. C. K. Endsley, Superintendent, Box 113, Sweetwater, Tennessee.

An Endowed School for Boys
The boy as an individual is Peddie’s chief in­
terest. To prepare him for the college of his 
choice, and at the same time to build a strong 
character and a sturdy body, is Peddie’s purpose. 
Sixty-five years’ experience, a faculty of boy 
specialists, and a two-million-dollar equipment 
are employed by sagacious parents of 30 states 
for the benefit of their boys. Graduates in lead­
ing colleges. Golf course. Near Princeton. 150 
acres. Summer session July 20th-September 5th. 
Catalog.
ROGER W. SWETLAND. LL.D., Headmaster 
Box 7-Y Hightstown, New Jersey

AUGUSTA
MILITARY ACADEMY

A school of old traditions—new 
equipment. Large gymnasium just 
completed, glass enclosed swimming 
pool attached. Graduates in 42 uni­
versities and colleges.

In the beautiful and healthful 
Shenandoah Valley, free from dis­
tracting influences. Intensive ap­
plication under thoroughly equipped 
instructors responsible for success of 
students in many colleges. Accredited. 
Boys from 25 states. R. O. T. C. 
Winning teams developed through 
policy of athletics for all. 65tte 
year. Catalog.
COL. T. J. ROLLER or MAJOR

C. S. ROLLER, Principals 
Fort Defiance, Virginia

Gulf Coast
Military Academy
Right on the Mississippi Gulf Coast. 
Genial sunshine, salt breezes. Healthful 
and invigorating climate. Up-to-date 
equipment, high-class faculty of college 
graduates. Graduates accredited Eastern 
Colleges. Athletics, water sports, out­
door activities every day. Military dis­
cipline. Junior Unit R. O. T. C. Non­
Sectarian. Two departments — Junior, 
5 to 14; Senior. 14 years and over. Open 
year ’round. Member Association Mili­
tary Colleges and Schools of U. S. Write 
for catalog.

Gulf Coast Military Academy
Route 1 Gulfport, Miss.

Send Us The Boy And We 
Will Return iou The MAN.

COLLEGIATE
I NTTITLT

For boys. Established 1854. 4 years pre­
paratory and 2 years Junior College. Classical, 
scientific courses. Military training. Graduates 
successful in leading colleges. Modern equip­
ment. Healthful Piedmont climate. All sports. 
Moderate rates. Write, for catalog.

Colonel G. F. McAllister, A. M., Bo < A 
Mt. Pleasant. North Carolina.

Tata Fall—Send your boy to a success­
ful school, to assure proper prepara­
tion for college entrance. Accredited, 
4-year college preparatory. Country 
location, near Washington. Still time 
for registration. Write for Catalog. 
Box A. Manassas, Virginia.Fo^y^ioN

Fully Accredited. Upper and lower schools. New 
Fireproof buildings. Health record. Small classes. 
Supervised study. Prepares for College or business. 
Able faculty. R.O. T. C. Athletics. Give your boy 
what he cannot lose—education. 34th yr. Catalog. 
J. J. Wicker Box A Fork Union, Va.

FISHBURNE I
In the Shenandoah Highlands. Teachers 
who understand boys. Small classes. 

• Entrance without examination to certificate 
colleges. Healthful environment. All 
sports. Swimming pool. Catalogue.

Col. M. H. Hudgins, Box M, 
Waynesboro, Virginia.

R
andolph macon

A Military School, 68 miles from Wash., D. C., 
in the healthful Shenandoah Valley. Ages 12 to 
20. Accredited. All athletics. Inclusive rate $735. 

. Enrollment limited to 200. Enter now. Apply: 
L Charles L. Melton, Supt., FRONT ROYAL, VA.

(olvMbiA,™1^
A million dollar plant. Built by U.S. Government. Graduates 
admitted on certificate to colleges and Government Academies. 
R.O.T.C. Athletics, private golf course, horsemanship, gym 
and pool. Junior school. One charge includes uniform, tuition, 
board, laundry and all fees. Write for complete information, 
illustrated literature and beautiful “View-Book” in colors. 
COL. D. M. MYERS, Dept. A, Columbia, Tennessee

DANVILLE
MILITARY INSTITUTE
Accredited and highly recommended by 
colleges because of high standards. 
Strong business course. Individual
attention. Endowment makes low tui­
tion possible. All athletics. Gymnasium, swimming 
pool. Healthful Piedmont section of Virginia. Cata­
log. Col. W. M. Kemper, Box A, Danville, Va.

r- RIVERSIDE ★
Distinguished Military School. College preparatory and 
business Boys 10 to 20. Aviation, New Pool, large gym­
nasium, golf course. Blue Ridge mountains near Atlanta. ■ ■ 
Catalog: Col. Sandy Beaver. Box A, Gainesville, Ga. 1 p

Middle Atlantic States---- Bovs

BLAIR ACADEMY
A School for 300 Boys

Beautiful Location 65 Miles from New York. Gradu­
ates in Leading Eastern Colleges. Thorough Prepara­
tion for College Board Examinations and Certificates. 
Junior School for 7th and 8th Grades.

Excellent Equipment. 310 Acres. Gymnasium. 
Pool. Golf Course. Athletics for all Boys.

For Catalog Address: The Headmaster,
Charles H. Breed, Ed. D.t Box F, Blairstown, N. J.

GETTYSBURG ACADEMY
Prepares 150 boys for college. Accredited. Modern buildings. 
Healthful location on battlefield of Gettysburg. Near moun­
tains. All athletics. Gym, swimming pool. Junior dormitory. 
S500-S600. Not for profit. 105tb year. Catalog.
Dr. Charles H. Huber, Headmastei, Box A, Gettysburg, Pa.

DFNNington
1 150 Boys. Small Classes. In-

dividual Attention. Accredited College 
■, Preparation. Athletics. Gymnasium, Pool. 

Moderate Rates. Catalog. Francis Harvey Green.
' A.M., Litt.D., Box 60, Pennington, N. J.

Box 927

A school of 200 boys in the 
mountains of Western Pennsyl­
vania. Training the individual 
boy. Endorsed by all American 
collegesand universities. Reports 
on Kiski graduates in 26 colleges 
show 100% success. Tuition, 
$1100. Sendfor“TheKiskiPlan”. 
KISKIMINETAS SPRINGS SCHOOL

Saltsburg, Pa.

St. Johns School
Prepares boys for college and business. Fully accredited. I 
Military Training. Supervised study and athletics. Sepa- ■ 
rate school for boys under 13. Catalog. William Addison ■
Ranney, Ph.D., Principal, Box 208, Ossining, New York. ■

BELLEFONTE ACADEMY
An accredited school. 126th year. Amidst hunting grounds 
and fishing streams. 11 teachers for 100 select boys. 
Champion athletic teams. Tennis,’4-mile track. Golf links 
available. Concrete pool and skating pond. Catalog.
James R. Hughes, A. M., Headmaster, Box A, Bellefonte, Pa.

DEVEMUARY
$60 Monthly. Boys 6 to 16. Military training Primary 
through High School. Summer camp. 32 miles to N. Y. C. 
Catalog. Mjr. L. De Vitte, Box D, Morganville, N. J.

VS NEWYORK 
f MILITARY ACADEMY

CORNWALL-6N-HUDSON. NEW Y6RK



Middle Atlantic States^—Boys

ERKIOI4EN opportunity!
r Unsurpassed Record of Graduates in College and Life Occupations. Small Classes and Personal 

Attention Permit Rapid College Preparation.
General Course with Variety of Electives for 
Boys not going to College. Moderate Rates. 
Wholesome Influences.

Twenty-acre Athletic Field. Gym­
nasium. All Athletics under Expert 
Coaches.

Separate Junior School for Younger Boys. 
For Catalog Address Oscar S. Kriebel, D.D., Principal, Box 120, Pennsburg, Pennsylvania

Co-Educational

MANLIUS
“62 years of achievement” 

Successfully combines college prep­
aration. supervised athletics and military 
training. Gymnasium, swimming pool. 
C.E.B. examination center. Write for 
Manlius Book.

Col. Guido F. Verbeck, Supt.
Box 147 Manlius, New York

WALLEY IeORGE

Founded 1844. Co-educa- 
tional. College Board Exam­

inations held at seminary annually. 
Certificate privileges. College prep­
aration, business, secretarial in­
struction, music, art. Education on 
religious foundation under skilful 
and experienced teachers. Literary 
and musical societies. Athletic 
field, stadium, gymnasium, swim­
ming pool. Endowment. Catalog. 
L. L. Sprague, D.D., L.H.D., 

President, Kingston, Pa.

WYOMING 
SEMINARY

PRINCETONprespcahoJ?ry ’ 

150 graduates in twenty-six colleges during past J 
five years. Limited to 100 boys. Students from f 
twenty states. 80 acres. Summer session. Catalog. | 
HBrry B. Fine, Headmaster, BoxA, Princeton, N. J. |

COOK ACADEMY
Collegepreparatory.commercialcourses. In scenicFinger Lakes 
region. Small classes. Limited enrolmentgivesevery boy chance 
to develop initiative, leadership. All sports, student organiza­
tions. New Gymnasium. Golf available. 58th year. Catalog. 
THE PRINCIPAL, Box A, MONTOUR FALLS, N. Y. 

FRANj&iN^M^SHALL 
A Widely Recognized, Moderately Priced, Preparatory School. 
Wholesome School Life and Sports. Unusual equipment and Location. 
1200 Boys Prepared for College in the last 30 Years. Address 
E. M. Hartman, Pd.D., Principal, Box M, Lancaster, Pa.

AT THE NATION’S SHRINE
15 miles from Philadelphia on 
Lincoln Highway. Connect­
ing shower baths, 8 modern 
buildings and all tile swim­
ming pool. Cavalry drill. 
R. O. T. C. Thorough prep­
aration for college or business. , 
All major sports. Here at 
Valley Forge your boy’s mind 
and body will be sanely devel­
oped. NO EXTRAS.

For catalog address 
Commandant, Wayne, Pa.

1A/AYLAND ACA 
y W Character First! Distinctly college 

” preparatory. Accredited. Gradu­
ates in 30 colleges. Music, and Business 
courses. Small classes — individual atten­
tion. Co-ed. 76th Year. All Athletics. 
Cultural home life. Endowed—Moderate 
Rate. Convenient to Chicago in health­
ful Southern Wisconsin. Catalog:—

EDWIN P. BROWN, Prin.
Box 471 Beaver Dam, Wis.

(WN°VIA
SEMINARY

Est. 1824. College Prepara­
tory, Secretarial, Music and 
Art Courses. Also Lower 
School. Fully accredited. Co­
educational. New athletic 

field. Adirondack elevation. On U. S. 20.
Charles E. Hamilton, A.M., D.D., Box A, Cazenovia, N.Y.

PEEKSKILL 
1833 MILITARY ACADEMY 1931 
Thorough College Preparation. Business Courses. $1,500,- 
000 equipment. Address The Principals, J. C. Bucher, A.M„ 
and C. A. Robinson, PhD, Box A-7, Peekskill-on-Hudson, N. Y.

BORDENTOWN
MILITARY INSTITUTE

Preparation for college or business. Small 
classes. Boys taught how to study. R.O.T.C. 
Summer session. Irfth year. Catalogue.

Col. T. D. Landon, Principal
Drawer C-l, Bordentown, N. J.

GENESEE WESLEYAN
Thorough preparation for college in atmosphere of Christian 
home school. Endowment permita $500 rate. Exceptional 
faculty, 10 buildings, extensive campus in healthful lake region 
18 miles south of Rochester. Supervised sports.

A. T. SCHULMAIER, A.M., S.T.B., BOX 371, LIMA. N. Y.

CARSPJSfePNG ~
How to learn, how to labor, how to live. Boys
Military—Accredited. 5th Grade to College.. Character building 
supreme. References required. Friendly inspiring, sincere. Camp 
and Summer Session, $150. Box 10, New Bloomfield, Pa.

MOHEGAN

IRVING 4STS5.
in historic Irving country. 95th year. Prepares for all 
colleges. Accredited. Catalog. Box 935, Tarrytown-on- 
Hudson, N. Y. Rev. J. M. Furman, L.H.D., Headmaster.

New England States—Boys

Vermont Academy 
Accredited Preparatory School for Boys. One-Year intensive 
course for H. S. graduates. In Southern Vt. Easily acces­
sible. Trained Athletic Leaders. $725. No Extras.
John B. Cook, LL.D., Principal, Box A, Saxtons River, Vermont

Til TAKI PREPARES BOYS IILIWlX FOR COLLEGE
CorRSES one to nine years. Graduates in over 40 colleges. 
In foothills of White Mountains. Homelike. Separate lower 
school. Endowed. Moderate rates. 86th year. Catalog. 
T, W Watkins, Headmaster, Box D, Tilton, N. H.

LAKE SCHOOL

I
 Thorough preparation for College Board Exam­

inations. Military training. One master for every 
8 boys. Homelike. 20 acres on beautiful lake. 45 
miles from New York. All sports—boating, swim­
ming. Junior School. 64th year. Catalog.

Edward M. Allen, Head Master, Box 64, Mohegan 
Lake, Westchester County, New York.

Doan AraJomv 65th Year. Young men and young L'cdii rtuaueuiy women find here a home-like atmos­
phere: thorough and efficient training in every depart­
ment of a broad culture, a loyal and helpful school spirit. 
Liberal endowment permits liberal terms. $500 to $600 
per year. Special course in Domestic Science. Address 
A. W. Peirce, Litt.D., Box K Franklin Mass.

Cushing Academy
Coeducational. High standards of scholarship and char­
acter. College preparatory, general, commercial, music 
courses. Modern buildings. Active student life. All ath­
letics, winter sports. 57th year. Catalog.
James W. Vose, Ed.M.,Prin., Box 23,Ashburnham, Mass.

QUAKER fr/Bl COLLEGE 
EST. 1893 V^SCHO OL rKtfAKAIORY

Fully Accredited. Cultural Courses. 227 Acre Campus. Endowment. 
Coeducation that meets the Approval of the Most Careful, Discrimi­
nating Parent. For new Catalog address:
G. A. Walton, A. M., Principal, Box 293, George School, Pennsylvania

New England States^—Boys

” ~A New Junior College for Men
First in the Fast

College courses Campus life 
Modern dormitories 

All athletics and activities 
Graduates to enter business or advanced university 
work.

For catalog address
James L. Conrad, President, Box A, Dudley, Mass.

Ol । Co-BDrcATiONAL.Friends’school.
- L, ... J College preparatory and general
Cl lx Vt U U U academic courses. Teachers of

Christian character and culture.
Seventy miles from New York City, overlooking Hudson 
Valley. 133rd year. Reasonable rates. Catalog.
Wm. J. Reagan, A.M., Prin., Box 120, Poughkeepsie, N.Y.

NicholsJunior College
-of business Administration and Executive Training-

DICKIMSO^
SE.>IIIWA.IVY

Junior College. College Preparatory. Accredited. An Endowed 
School. Secretariat Business, Music, Art, Expression Courses. 
Athletics, New Gymnasium. Pool. Co-educational. Moderate Rates. 
JOHN W. LONG, D. D., Pres. Box A Williamsport, Penna.

STEARNS
Preparation for Colleges and Scientific Schools. Rapid 
advancement. In New Hampshire Hills. Year-round 
indoor and outdoor sports. Lower School. Catalog.
A. F. STEARNS, PRIN., Box 64, MT. VERNON, N. H.

NORTH 
PARK 
COLLEGE

JUNIOR COLLEGE and 4 year High 
School — both Accredited. Co-ed. 
Separate dormitories. Music. 
Athletics. Character development 
stressed. Cultural advantages of city. 
Catalog: Box A, Foster 8 Kedzie Ave., CHICAGO
Miscellaneous

ROXBURY
Complete attention to the needs of the individual 

boy insures a thorough College Preparation.
A. H. Sheriff, Headmaster Cheshire, Conn.

Emerson 8 to 16 Years 
Prepares for Exeter, Andover and other leading second­
ary schools. Close comradeship of masters with boys.

Mrs. George W. Emerson, Box 874.
XETER • New Hampshire 

Western States—Boys__________

SCHREINER INSTITUTE'S, O KEKR.VILLE, TEXAS
A Southern School for boy*  High School and Junior College Depart- UfwJJ 
menu all fully accredited Ideal winier climate 70 mile*  ftotn San 
Antonio Military. Small claaee*.  Supervised study Illustrated liter- Of 
ature ▼ ▼ Wn« to J J. DELANEY, Pre*.dent.  KerrvtU*.  Tense jf1

PALO VERDE
For young boys. Grammar School grades. First two years of High 
School. Instructor to every five boys. Healthful, outdoor life. Modern 
buddings. Riding, Swimming, Tennis, Camping Trips.

For in formation address:
James S. Hutchinson, Headmaster, Box A, Mesa,<*Arizona.

SAN DIEGO ARMY AND NAVY 
ACADEMY

*'The West Point of the West.” Junior R. O. T. C. CLASS **M ” 
rating of War Dep’t. Accredited by leading universities. West Point 
•nd Annapolis. Christian influences. Land and water sports all 
year. Catalog. Col. Thos. A. Davis, Box BOO, Pacific Beach 
Station. San Diego. Calif.

CHAUHCY HALL SCHOOL 
Founded 1828. Prepares boys exclusively for Massa­
chusetts Institute of Technology and Other scientific schools. 
Every teacher a specialist. Franklin T. Kurt, Principal, 
535 Boylston Street, Boston, Mass. (Copley Square.)

Western States---- Boys

Cadet Major 
Cockins 

13 years old

Military Academy 
A quality school for little boys 
Page is designed wholly to serve 
the needs of little boys. Matrons 
give sympathetic motherly atten­
tion. Boys are taught how to study 
and to conduct themselves like gen­
tlemen. Modified military training. 
The largest school of its kind in 
America. Summer camp. Catalog. 
Major Robert A. Gibbs, Headmaster

1241 Cochran Avenue 
los Angeles California

SAN RAFAEL ACADEMY 
“ONE OF CALIFORNIA’S FINEST PRIVATE SCHOOLS” 

(Non-Sectarian)
Ose tour from San FranciBco. Primary, Grammar, High School, Junior College. 
Fully accredited. Division “A” rating, Univ. of Caiif. Catalog.
A. L. Stewart, Supt. Box 8-J San Rafae1r Calif.

THE ASSOCIATION of MILITARY 
COLLEGES and SCHOOLS 
of the UNITED STATES 

Illustrated Booklet sent on request 
Five Park St. (Box 43) Boston, Mass.

Camps for Boys

V23rd season. For boys 6 to 18. Lake Wfnne- 
I pesaukee, N. H. 60 sports, golf, trips, aviation 
ground course, sailing. No extras.
MR. and MRS. A. G. CARLSON, Box A-507, Scarsdale, N. Y.

Western States—Boys

zr mt T>REPARES 40 boys thoroughly 
JL for all colleges and universities. 

Outdoor ranch life. A horse for each boy. 
Small classes. Individual tutoring. Ath­
letics. Christian influence. Catalog.

Julian S. Bryan, Eastern Director
70 East 45th Street, New York City

VALLEY RANCH 
SCHOOL VWYOMING

X^ALIFORNIA PREPARATORY SCHOOL BOYS 
■ A T X I "1 k k k^ Among the orange groves of ■ ZY I Lz Southern California, near Lob
■ Ri f X Angeles. Thorough training

in scholarship and physical development.
— Junior College. College Preparation. Lower School. 

Athletics, Music, Riding, Swimming and Golf.
Address, The Headmaster, Box A, Covina, Cal.



rafiOUTHERW COLLEGE
/ \«*-J  IN THE HEART OF VIRGINIA NEAR RICHMOND RR IITUIHDg ■ 4 ACCREDITED High School and Junior College Courses. fe-. tlLAIUK

r -"*3  Also two-year Diploma Courses for H. S. graduates in
Dramatic Art
Home Economics

Music
Secretarial

Journalism 
Liberal Arts

Golf, Swimming, Tennis, Horseback Riding. Historic Tours, Social Training. Attractive 
one-year Finishing Courses. Member Amer. Ass'n of Junior Coll. Students attend Plays, 
Concerts. Inclusive rate $80'1 covers Board. Tuition, Sports, College Clubs.

Through Pullman to Petersburg from New York, Chicago, Atlanta, Jacksonville.
ARTHUR KYLE DAVIS, A.M.,

234 College Place, Petersburg, Virginia

CHATHAM HALL
An Episcopal School for 

Girls in Southern Virginia.
Thorough college preparation. General, 

advanced and special courses. Secre­
tarial Training. 175 acre estate. Year 
'round outdoor life. Horseback riding, 
golf, archery, tennis, swimming pool.

For catalogue write
EDMUND J. LEE, D.D.

Box A Chatham, Virginia

(
■“" CRESCENT COLLEGE
A unique school with a distinct moun­
tain location and health facilities. Jun­

ior College for girls. Sympathetic 
discipline. Individual instruction. 

Development©! personality stressed. Horse­
back, golf, tennis, swimming, etc. College 
Preparatory, Fine Arts, Music, Expression, 
Household Arts, Teachers’ Course, Physical 
Education. Limited Enrollment. Write for 
Catalog. Address Box 91, Crescent College, 
Eureka Springs, Arkansas.

WARD-BELMONT
Conservatory of Music

Providing 4 years preparatory 
and 2 years college work in 
an atmosphere of high cultural 
refinement. Emphasizing 
Music, Art, Literature, Ex­
pression, Domestic Art, Physi­
cal Training and Secretarial. 
Beautiful Buildings and Equip­

ment. Sports. Accredited by the Ass'n of Colleges 
and Secondary Schools. You will find “The 
Story of Ward-Belmont" charming, write for it.

SEWARD-BELMONT
Belmont Heights, Box 704, Nashville, Tennessee

Brenau academy
FOR GIRLS

Ldca'ed on oninpua nt Brenau Colle«» Conservatory Offer, standard four 
year high arhool course. wi(h unusual oppon unities for study in cowra- 
alory and for outdoor sports and social life Boarding a'udenia only.Address Brenau Academy, Box R, Gainesville, Ga.

Formerly Randolph-Macon School for Girls. Cultural and practical 
arts. Stratford Hall, Junior and Senior college preparatory. Flat 
rate without extras.
John C. Simpson, A. M.. President, Box A, Danville, Va.

SULLINS COLLEGE VIRGINIA
For Girls. High School: Junior College. — “Accredited." 
Music. Secretarial. Home Ec., etc. New buildings: every 
room connecting bath. Pool, Horseback Riding. Mountain 
climate. 100 acres. Beautiful lake. Washington advan­
tages optional. Catalog:—Address: Box F, Bristol, Va.

Columbia;
SCIENCE HILL SCHOOL

Founded 1825
A college preparatory school for girls. Strong general course. 
Piano, violin and voice instruction. Athletics, physical training. 
Mrs. W. T. Poynter, Principal, Box 271, Shelbyville, Kentucky

An Episcopal school distin­
guished by 95 years of successful 
teaching. Accredited high school 
and Junior College. Special 
Courses. Sports. Home life built 
on the traditions of Southern 
culture. Beautiful grounds. 
Handsome buildings modernly 

equipped. Moderate rates. For catalog, address 
Mrs. Ernest Cruikshank, Box A-7, Columbia, Tenn

Fairfax tyfall 
FOR GIRLS. X In the Shenandoah Valley amidst 
foothills of the Blue Ridge Mountains. College 
preparatory, one-year college, elective courses. Ex­
perienced faculty. Attractive buildings on 50-acre 
campus. Outdoor, indoor pools. Riding, tennis, golf, 
hockey. Tuition $750. Catalog. John Noble Maxwell, 
Pres., Box 7-A, Park Station, Waynesboro, Va.

If you are not now familiar with 
NATIONAL PARK SEMINARY 

And have a daughter to educate— 
You should send for our catalogue. The 
Registrar, Box 123, Forest Glen, Maryland. 

SUBURB OF WASHINGTON, D. C.

Arlington Hall
A Junior College for Girls
In 100-acre woodland park. Standard 4-year 
High School and Junior College. Music, Art, 
Expression, Dramatics, Home Economics. Sec­
retarial. Swimming, riding. Tennis. Catalog 
and views. W. E. Martin, Ph.D., President, 
Penna. Ave. Sta., Box818-A, Washington, D.C.

Virginia Intermont
An endowed Junior College and High School 
for young women, founded 1884. Accredited by 
Southern Association. Cultured faculty. Beauti­
ful campus high among health-giving mountains. 
Outdoor sports, gymnasium, pool. Homelike. Two 
years college course. Music, home economics, art, 
secretarial courses. 2 0 states. Moderate rate. 
H. G. Noffsinger, President, Box 135, Bristol, Va.

Marjorie 
Webster

SPEECH, SECRETARYSHIP 
PHYSICAL EDUCATION

One, two and three year 
courses. Placement Service. 
Dormitories. Campus. Cat­
alog. Box A.
Rock Creek Park Estates, Wash., 0. C.

hew HLhasr
Junior College and Senior High School at Washington. 
28th year—12 acre Campus. Academic Courses. Home 
Economics, Secretarial, Music. Art. DramaticDepart- 
ments.Athletics. Riding.Swimming. Write forCatalog. 
Theodore Halbert Wilson, Box A, Washington, 0. C.

Gulf Park
By-the-sea. Fully accredited Junior College for girls. 4 
years high school. 2 years college. Music, Art, Home 
Economics. Outdoor sports all year. Riding. Catalog.

Box F, Gulfport, Miss.

FAIRMONT
For Girls. 33rd Year. College Preparation. Eight 2- 

■ Year Junior (ollege diploma courses. Educational 
I advantages of National Capital. Address Principal, 

A. 1704 Massachusetts Ave., Washington, D. C.
For girls. Entirely new plant Salem Academy opeued September 1930. 

Founded 1772. Midway between Pinehurst and Asheville. 
Four-year college preparatory. Domestic Science, Music, 
Physical Education. Complete sports program. You will 
enjoy reading “A Day nt Salem Academy,” illustrated. 
Dr. H. E. Rondthalek, Box A. Winston-Salem, N. C.

REfNBRWcS
For Young Women. Junior Col. and 4 years 
H. S. Accredited. Near White Sulphur. 
Horseback riding. Modern roomsand baths. 
Endowed, hence inclusive rate S675 year. 
Catalog., Pres., Box A, Lewisburg, W. Va.

EL PASO SCHOOL 
FOR GIRLS

Thorough college preparation. Fully accredited. Catalog.
Lucinda deL. Templin, Ph.D., Principal
4407 Austin Terrace, El Paso, Texas

College Preparatory and Junior College Courses. Art, 
Music, Expression, Home Economics, Stenography. 
Physical Education: all sports. Outdoor climate. High 
academic standard and homelike atmosphere appeal to 
the superior girl. For all details address
ALMA TYLER PERKINS, Dean, Box X, Lexington, Kentucky.

For Girls. In the Blue Ridge Mountains 
of Virginia. In the midst of almost Alpine 
scenery. Home life Is that of a fine old 
southern family. College Preparatory. Sem­
inary and Junior College. Music. Art. Ex- 
firesslon. Home Economics, Social Train- 
ng. Physical Education, and Secretarial

courses. The school Is noted for Its mental 
and physical health. All sports. Gaited 
Saddle Horses. Indoor sunlight swimming 
pool. 320 ft. veranda. Mountain water. 
03rd year. Catalog. Address Robert Lee 
Durham, Pres., Box 900, Buena Vista, Virginia.

New England States^—Girls

Mount
Ida

School
& Junior 
College

For GIRLS

6 Miles from 
Boston

All studies except English elective 
Preparatory; finishing school. 
Advanced Elective Courses 
for high school graduates. 
College Certificate. Piano, 
Voice, Violin, Pipe Organ, 
with noted men. Boston ad­
vantages. Home Economics. 
Gymnasium and swimming 
Root Costume Design.

ome Decoration. Secre­
tarial Course. Horseback 
riding (own stables}.
A delightful home life.
Apply Noir. Catalog:

127 Bellevue Street
NEWTON,Mass.

VTeJizlei*
Two-year college and secretarial course for young women. 
Also a year of intensive secretarial training preparing col­
lege graduates for attractive positions. Special one-year 
course. Cultured home-like atmosphere. Limited enrol­
ment makes close friendships possible. Large campus. 
Organized athletics. Near New Haven. Booklet.
Mrs. Marian W. Skinner, M.A., Miss Louise H. Scott, 

Box A Milford. Connecticut.

Lasell Seminary
A Junior College for Young Women

Ten miles f rom Boston. Two-year courses for high school 
graduates. Horne Econ., Secretarial, College Prep., 
Art, Music Courses. Sports. Junior School. Catalogs.

GUY M. Winslow, Ph.D., Principal
141 Woodland Road, Auburndale, Mass.

■I Where New England Traditions
KJ fl ] ZW U Hl Count. 56th year. In the country 
fl I I near Boston Preparation for all
■ I SEMINARY ■ I colleges. Accredited. Intensive 
■ r- , — X/ Kevrew. General courses. ln<H-
F I OR GIRLS vidua I attention. Junior College.

Home Ec. Secretarial. All Sports.
Music. Art. Expression. Aviation. Endowed. Moderate rates. 
Lynn H. Harris, Ph.D., President, Box 15, W. Bridgewater, Mass.



Girls’ Collegiate School
Accredited college preparatory, general academic, post­
graduate. Junior high school, music, dramatics. Italian 
buildings among orange groves in foothills, near Los 
Angeles. Polo, hockey, tennis. 40th year. Catalog.
Carol Mills, Principal Box 28 Glendora, California

fc-^ANNA HEAMW 
if0 COLLEGE PREPARATORY AND GENERAL COURSES J 
*1 Accredited. Post Graduate Department. Lower School.
• Outdoor life the year round. Tennis. Swimming:. Golf. *

Mill Mary E. Wilson. Prin„ 2524 Channing Way, Berkeley, Calif.
Speech and Dramatic Arts

(mgrjcan academy 
I OF DRAMATIC ARTS 
I Founded1884 by Franklin H. Sargent

The foremost institution for Dramatic and 
Expressional Training. The instruction of the 
Academy furnishes the essential preparation for 
Directing and Teaching as well as for Acting.

The training is educative and practical, de­
veloping Poise, Personality and Expressional 
Power, of value to those in professional Life 
and to the layman.

Teachers’ Summer Course 
July 6th to August 14th

Catalog describing all Courses from the Secretary

Room 266-G, CARNEGIE HALL, NEW YORK

/ILVIENE^ThFATRE
■nd CULTURAL subjects for personal development—Stage,Teach­
ing, Directing-Drama, Stage and Concert Dancing, Vocal, Screen, 
Musical Comedy, Elocution, Stock Theatre and platform appearances 
whilelearning. For catalog 40apply A. Ely, Sec’y,66 W.85 St.,N.Y.

CPEECH CORRECTION!By Dr. Frederick Martin, former director of J- v 
Speech Improvement, N. Y. C .schools. Correction of Stam­
mering, Lisping, Loss of Voice, etc. Methods internation­
ally recognized by Medical and Educational Profession. 
Ithaca Affiliated Schools, 112 DeWitt Park, Ithaca. N.Y.

DRAMATICS and SPEECH
Columbia College of Expression

42nd year begins Sept. 21. Founded by Mary A. Blood. 
Accredited 2, 3, and 4 yr. courses. Complete training in 
Speech Arts. Homelike dormitory. Address
Registrar, Dept. 13,616-22 S. Michigan Ave.,Chicago, III.

Emerson College of Oratory 
Four-year degree course. Public speaking, drama, 
literature. Coed. Largest school of its kind in 
America. Summer session. 52nd year.

HARRY SEYMOUR ROSS, Dean 
Huntington Chambers Boston,’ Mass.

Professional

McLEAN HOSPITAL
SCHOOL OF NURSING

Offers a three years’ course in the care and treatment 
of nervous and mental diseases, with affiliations that 
also offer training in medical, surgical and obstetrical 
work, for women; and medical, surgical and genito­
urinary diseases, for men. Instruction consists of lec­
tures and practical work on the wards. Board, room 
and laundry are furnished and an allowance of $30 
per month. This course is open to young men and 
women who have completed successfully four years of 
high school. Entrance in January and September. 
For information apply to the Superintendent of 
Nurses, McLean Hospital, Waverley, Massachusetts.

New-Church Theological School 
48 Quincy St., Cambridge, Mass. 64th year. Three-year 
course. College preparation desired. Re-statement (in 
Swedenborg) of Christian teaching. Interpretation of 
Scriptures for spiritual life. Correspondence courses. 
Catalog. William L. Worcester, President.

LESLEY SCHOOLPr.ies- 
OF DOMESTIC SCIENCE practical 
I> courses. Prepares for teaching position, positions for
I dietitians and tea rooms. Four dormitories.
> Address Secretary, 49 Everett St., Cambridge, Mass.

PENN HALL
• SCHOOL AND JUNIOR COLLEGE •

South in the Cumberland Valley, a little north of Dixie.
ForGirlsand Young Women. 4 year High School and 2 year Junior College. Both''accredited.” 
Certifies to Colleges without examinations. “College Boards” held at school. Accredited Con­
servatory of Music. Dramatics, Art, Home Economics, Journalism, I nt. Decorating, Secretarial. 
New Fireproof Buildings. Rooms have connecting baths. Large campus, Including golf course. 
Horseback riding, swimming pool, canoeing, tennis. Part of May at Ocean City.
— Catalog — address FRANK S. MAGILL, A. M., Headmaster, Box B, Chambersburg, Pa.—

am
School for girls. College preparatory and general 
courses. Certificate privileges. Music, art. home econom­
ics. Invigorating outdoor life in Allegheny foothills. 
Attractive, modern dormitories. Riding, hockey, tennis, 
winter sports. Gymnasium, pool. Established 1853. Easily 
accessible on main line of P. R. R. Catalog.
Alvan R. Grier, Litt. D., Pres., Box 47, Birmingham, Pa.

LINDEN HALL
Large Campus. 4 Bldgs. New Gym and Pool. Endowment permits 
Moderate Tuition. Beautiful Location. Courses: Academic, Pre­
paratory. Secretarial, Cultural, Music, Post Graduate. Separate 
Junior School. Attractive Home Life. Riding, All Sports. Catalog. 
F. W. Stenzel, D. D., Box 125. Lititz, Pa. (IJj hours from Phila.)

The Mason School for Girls. Junior 
College, College Preparatory, Voca­
tional Courses. Lower School. Sports.

Oie Castle
Box 771, Tarry to wn-on-Hudson, N. Y.

JJARLINGTONki
FOR YOUNG WOMEN 

Junior College and College Preparatory. Strong 
Faculty. Cultural and Practical courses. Gym., 
Pool, Hockey, Tennis. Phila. advantages. 60-acre 
campus.

AN UNIQUE FEATURE—Motor tour, Baltimore, 
Annapolis, Washington, Richmond, Norfolk, Cape 
Charles, and many points of historical and 
present interest, included in fee.
Registrar, Box A, Darlington, West Chester, Pa.

THE MARY LYON SCHOOL
Distinguished college preparation, general courses. All 
sports, golf. WiZdcli#, separate two-year graduate school 
offering selective college subjects. Fine arts, secretaryship, 
homemaking. Catalogs. Mr. and Mrs. H. M. Crist, 
Principals, Box 1534, Swarthmore. Pa.

^Moravian est.?£l1
Seminary and College. Regular Preparatory and four year degree 

courses. Separate catalogs—state wnich wanted. Secretarial, Art.Music, Expression. 
Dr. Edwin J. Heath, President Box A, Bethlehem, Pa.

Central States—Girls

Frances Shimer
For Girls and Young Women — Junior College, Preparatory School 
79th year. Four-year Junior College (beginning 11th high school year). 
Preparatory School (9th, 10th grades). All work fully accredited. Graduates 
enter leading universities as juniors. Music, Art, Speech, Domestic Science. 
High scholastic standards. Twelve buildings on beautiful campus. Modem 
gymnasium and swimming pool. Golf, hockey, and other sports. Fall term opens 
September 9th. FLOYD C. WILCOX, President, Box 649, Mount Carroll, III.

-Is Your Daughter Making Progress?—
In College Preparation? In Academic Course!? 

In Music, Art, Domestic Science?
This small, well-equipped boarding school, with specially 

trained teachers, small classes, stimulating environment and 
interesting recreational program will teach her how to study 
and interest her in personal progress. WVife for catalog.

MILWSSKSgvvNER
Miss Anna A. Raymond, A M, Principal, Box A 

Milwaukee-Downer Seminary Milwaukee, Wisconsin I

HAUL
A Friendly School with Cultural Traditions 

Thorough College Preparatory and General Courses. Music. 
Dramatic Arts. Also Junior School for Girls 6 to 11. 
Gymnasium. Riding. Swimming Pool. Outdoor Sports.

MR. and MRS. R. A. MOORE, 590 Holly Ave., St. Paul, Minn.

FERRY HALL
-ahh1& ' An outstanding Junior College and High 

School for Girls. Recommended by col- 
' Jh11i»118 llh leges everywhere. Influential alumnae.

New Buildings. Address
-l. - Eloise R. Tremain, Box 80, Lake Forest, III.

STARRETT School
TAM Q| DI V Boarding and Day Students 
■ “ ■ 48th year. Academic, College Pre­

paratory, Junior College and Special Courses. Fully accred­
ited by all colleges and univeraities. Music Conservatory, 
Art, Home Economics, Dramatic Art, Secreta- i 
rial Courses. All Athletics. Horseback Rid- J 
ing 5 fireproof buildings on campus.
Fall Term begins September 
16. Free Catalog and 
Book of Views.

Address: Mr. or Mrs. 
Gerard T. Smith, 

Principals.
BOX 30-4515 DREXEL BOULEVARD, CHICAGO, ILL.

Cf MARY’S HATT k J V • tfaribault, Q/Hirin. j
For Girls 12 to 19. Junior College.

College Preparatory and General Courses. Modern Progressive 
Methods. Music. Art. Gymnasium. Outdoor Sports. Address 
Miss Norah E. Matheson, BA.., Box A, Faribault, Minnesota

Seminary. Accredited Girls’ Preparatory, H. S., and 
Junior College, Music, Art, Dramatics. Physical 
Ed., Home Ec., Secretarial. Enroute between 
St. Louis and Chicago. All sports. Catalog: — 
Harriet Rice Congdon, Box M, Godfrey, III.

Professional

MDNTICELLD

DEGREE COURSES IN 2 YEARS

ENGINEERING COMMERCE
By eliminating non-essentials, we offer B. S. 
course in 2 years in Civil, Electrical, Mechan­
ical, Chemical and Aeronautical Engineering. 
Student of average ability willing to give close 
application to his studies can finish with credit. 
Graduates in responsible positions. Technical 
training in least time and at lowest cost con­
sistent with thorough preparation. Entrance 
requirements liberal. Those who lack high 
school training may make up required work. 
Living costs, tuition low. Enter September, 
January, March, June, Write for catalog.

171 College Ave. Angola, Ind.

Courses thoroughly specialized in Business 
Administration and Accounting! Bachelor of 
Science degree in 2 years. High school not 
necessary. Every phase fundamental and essen­
tial to executive leadership in commerce and 
industry comprehensively covered. Term in 
Personal Efficiency at beginning of course 
prepares student for success in later college 
work as well as in business. Conditions for 
study ideal. Tri-State College graduates are 
successful. Enter September, January, March, 
June. Write for catalog.

171 Park Ave. Angola, Ind.

± TRI-STATE COLLEGE *



Professional Art

39 th YEAR

A Special 

Technical 

School

ELECTRICAL 
ENGINEERING

Complete Course in One Year 
Theory and Practice Combined

Non-Essentials Omitted — Underlying Principles Emphasized
A concise, comprehensive course in Electrical Engineering complete in one college 
year, to prepare earnest, ambitious young men of limited time for the increasing 
opportunities and advancement offered in the electrical field.

Theory and practice closely interwoven in classroom and laboratory. Mathematics, 
engineering drawing and intensive shop-work. Students construct motors, install 
wiring and test electrical machinery. 38 years’ experience assures you maximum 
training in minimum time. Graduates are qualified to enter the electrical field at once.

Bliss Training Prepares Men for Advancement
Bliss-trained men are in demand and hold responsible technical and executive posi­
tions.' Fireproof dormitories, dining hall, laboratories and shops.

Catalog on request

BLISS ELECTRICAL SCHOOL
227 Takoma Ave. Washington, D. C.

GrandCentralSchgol°/Art
Individual talent developed by successful modern artists Draw­
ing, Painting, Etching, Sculpture, Commercial and Applied 
Arts. Interior Decoration. Credits given. Summer Sessions 
in New York and Provincetown. Catalogue
7027 Grand Central Terminal, New York City

PENNSYLVANIA MUSEUM 
SCHOOL OF INDUSTRIAL ART 
Preparation for professions in art as related to Industry. 
Emphasis bn fundamentals and individual expression in 
art. 4-year course. Catalog. 328 S. Broad St., Philadelphia.

Chicago 
TECH 
Cofteqe

Founded 1903

DRAFTING, Engineering, 
Electricity, Architecture

Save time—enroll at thia old es­
tablished school of engineering. 
1, 2 and 3 year courses. Diplo­
mas and Degrees. 4 months’ 
course in Drafting. Other short 
courses. High school subjects 
taught. Enter any time. Day 
and evening classes. Earn while

you learn. Employment bureau. Athletics. Free 80 page 
"Blue Book.” Address President, Charles W. Morey, B. S., 
M. E., Dept. H-64, Chicago Tech. Bldg., 1 18 E. 26th St., 
Chicago, Illinois.

ScaWhiES
Offers 4-year college engineering courses in Mining, Metal­
lurgy, Mining Geology, Petroleum Geology and General. 
New buildings. Excellent equipment. Strong faculty. 
Required preparatory subjects offered. Near metal and 
coal mining districts. Summer attendance not required. 
Tuition, dormitory rates and other expenses unusually low. 
Delightfullymild and healthful climate. Catalogon request.

REGISTRAR, BOX P-1, SOCORRO, NEW MEXICO

THE ART INSTITUTE OF CHICAGO
SCHOOLS OF FINE AND INDUSTRIAL ART

Faculty of seventy-five. Courses in all branches. Operated on a non­
profit basis, low tuition. Fifty - third year. Free illustrated catalog.

Summer Term June 29—Fall Term Sept. 21. Address
Box A. M.. Michigan Ave. at Adams St., Chicago, III.

LAYTON SCHOOL OF ART
Associated with Layton Art Gallery. All branches of art in­
cluding Advertising Design, Teacher Training, and Indus­
trial Design. A non-profit institution. Low tuition. Limited 
classes. Next term Sept. 21. Send for free catalog.
1 LAYTON ART GALLERY, MILWAUKEE, WISCONSIN

Music

Institute of Musical Art of the 
Juilliard School of Music

Frank Damrosch, Dean. All branches of music. 
For students of ability and serious purpose. Catalog. 

120 Claremont Ave., New York, N. Y.

School of Domestic Science and Art
Graduates are teachers, dietitians; dormitory, tea room 
and cafeteria directors. Intensive 1 and 2 year courses. 
School home for residence and practice. Limited numbers. 
A. Josephine Forehand, Y. W. C. A., 45 Berkeley St., Boston, Mass.

AMERICAN
ACADEMY OF

COMPLETE instruction in all 
branches of commercial and fine 
art. Catalog. Dept. 371, 25 
E. Jackson Blvd., Chicago, III. art

Music■
CHICAGO

(ONJERVATORY1
EDGAR NELSON, President

One of America's largest and most distinguished Schools offering Courses in

Jchool Muiic k A11 (I f Dramatic Art 
Clan Piano IVIU J I x. Dancing

OPERA
Faculty of international distinction—Accredited Courses 
leading to Degrees, Diplomas, Certificates — Symphony 

Orchestra — Chorus—Dormitories, with board
For illustrated Bulletin describing this in­
stitution and its many advantages, address

PHOENIX ART INSTITUTE
Faculty of outstanding artists as Fogarty, Booth. 
Humphrey, Biggs, Stevenson. Commercial Art. 
Illustration, Painting. Day and evening sessions. 
Send for Bulletin F. Summer term.
350 Madison Avenue, New York, N. Y.

Teacher Training

A. M. HOWARD, Registrar, 839 North Dearborn, Chicago
L. - 1 ■ . , ... .... .. -zzaj

NATIONAL
Formerly National Kindergarten and Elementary 
College. Trains women as teachers of nursery schools, 
kindergartens, elementary grades. Four-year course 
with B. E. degree. Three-year teacher’s diploma, two-

COLLEGE OF
year certificate. Many practice schools. Students from 
38 states. Attractive dormitory. Sports. Near Lake 
Michigan, N. W. University. Fall session, Sept. 11th. 
Write for catalog.
Edna Dean Baker, Pres., Dept 471, Evanston, III.

E D U C AT I O N
J SCHOOL OF MUSIC 
; OF THE UNIVERSITY OF MICHIGAN 

Summer Session June 29 - Aug. 21
$ Complete curricula leading to degrees in all 
' branches of Music. Faculty of distinguished artist 
5 teachers Concerts and May Festival by world’s great- 
s est artists and organizations in Hill Auditorium 
5 seating 5000. Chorus of 350: student orchestras, 
5 glee clubs, bands, etc. $75,000 organ. Catalog. 
J Charles A. Sink, Pres., Box 1000. Ann Arbor, Mich.

Oberlin Conservatory of Music 
Advanced study in all branches. 45 specialist teachers. 
Courses lead to Mus. B. degrees. Cultural and social life 
of Oberlin College. High School course or equivalent 
required. Fall semester opens.Sept. 22nd. Catalog.
Oberlin Conservatory of Music. Box 471, Oberlin, Ohio.

Physical Education

ITHACA COLLEGE
Music—Drama—Physical Education 

School of Physical Education
Laurence S. Hill, Director

Cincinnati donscrbatoru
V' EST. 1867 Xr- OF MUSIC
Under the auspices of The Cincinnati Institute of Fine Arts Noted 
faculty—international reputation Frederic Shailer Evans, Direc­
tor of Music. Address A. L. Middleton, Registrar.

AMERICAN CONSERVATORY of MUSIC
CHICAGO —FORTY-FIFTH SEASON

All branches of music and dramatic art. Certificates. 
Diplomas, Degrees. Nationally accredited. Dormitories. 
Students enter any time. Free catalog. Address:
John R. Hattstaedt, Secretary, 592 Kimball Hall, Chicago
_ _________________ Physical Education___________________

THE SARGENT SCHOOL
For Physical Education

Nationally known school for young women now a 
part of Boston University. Four year degree course. 
High School education prerequisite. Faculty of 
specialists. . Unusual camp instruction. Complete, 
modern equipment Attractive dormitories in residen­
tial Cambridge. Cultural advantages of Boston. 
51st year. Write for catalog.
Dean A. H. Wilde, 10 Everett Street, Cambridge, Mass.

KINDERGARTEN 
ited. y Progressive. ^PRIMARY 
3-year diploma, wa ■ ^ihxi
Graduates secure ■ Juhl raj I rMB i 
interesting posl- ■ 
tions. College and Student residence on beau­
tiful North Side. Fine social spirit. Limited 
classes. Fall term begins September 14. Address

CHICAGO TEACHERS COLLEGE
Dept. 9-504 Wrightwood Ave., CHICAGO

OEELLIN
KINDERGARTEN-PRIMARY
TRAINING SCHOOL

I
 Trains young women for kindergarten and primary 

teaching. Two and three-year courses. State certifi­
cate. Practice teaching. Cultural opportunities of 
college town. Five attractive dormitories. Catalog. 
THE REGISTRAR, 119 Elm Street, Oberlin, Ohio

Ten Weeks' Summer Term opens June 22.
Send for catalog. 212 DeWitt Park, Ithaca, N. Y.

GH^ISf^'HOOI
FOR. YOUNG WOMEN------------ACCREDITED **

2 year diploma. 3 year B. P. E. degree courses. Dormitories. Place­
ment bureau. Modern equipment. Fall term opens Sept. 14. Catalog. 
Box 471 8026 Greenwood Ave,Chicago, HL

POSSE NISSEN Physical Education
For young women. Founded 1890. Three and 4-year diploma 
courses for teaching and physiotherapy. One-year special 
course in Swedish Massage and exercise. Playground work. 
Summer courses and camp. Dormitories. Catalogue.
Registrar, Box B, 77® Beacon Street, Boston, Mass.

PERRY KINDERGARTEN NORMAL SCHOOL
Founded 1898. Three-yearcourseforhighscbool graduatesdesir- 
ing to become Nursery School, Kindergarten, Primary, or Play­
ground teachers. Limited enrolment insures personal attention. 
University credits. Booklet.
Secretary, 25 Huntington Ave., Room 315, Boston, Mass.

THE FANNIE A. SMITH
KINDERGARTEN TRAINING SCHOOL

Opr graduates in great demand. Intensive courses in theory 
and practice. Unusual opportunity for practical work. Grounds 
for athletics and outdoor life. Catalog.
FANNIE A. SMITH, 1112 Iranistas Ave , Bridgeport, Cans.

SAVAGE SCHOOL FOR PHYSICAL EDUCATION
Gabrielle Sorrenson, Dean

308-A West 59th St., N. Y. C. Established 1890
Co-educational. Offers an accredited course in the theory 

and practice of Health and Physical Education. 
Employment Bureau for Graduates.

AMERICAN COLLEGE
OF PHYSICAL EDUCATION

■ Accredited. Coeducational. 2 yr. diploma and 3 yr. 
B. P. E. Degree. Dormitory. Placement Bureau. 
Summer session June 22. Fall Sem. Sept. 22. Cata- 

Jg JHL log. Views. Dept. *.  M., 1019 Diverse? Parkway, Chieaga, III.

Fiestalozzi 
’ TEACHERS Kindergarten'

Also Nursery School Training. Located I
'ROEBEL
COLLEGE 

Primary^
in Central Chicago. Dormitory. 

Accredited. 36th year. 2. 3 & 4 yr. courses. Write for free catalog. 
Registrar Box 28 616 S. Michigan Blvd., Chicago



Colleges and Universities 

rBEAVER COLLEGE^ 
FOR WOMEN

78th year. A. B., B.S.,
B. Mus., B. F. A. degrees. ■ '«
Courses in Liberal Arts, :4«
Science. Education, Chris- j>
tian Education, Horne I 
Economics, Commercial 
Education, Secretaryship, Tn»«zrr
Health Education, Kinder- ^rey lowers 
garten-Primary, Music, Fine Arts, Speech and 
Dramatic Art, Teachers’ certificates. New labora- 
c- tor? an<l library facilities.

Large faculty. Less than 
30 minutes from all Phila—

• V .i delphiaadvantages. 16build-
*n8s- Gymnasiums, pool. 
National patronage. Rates

' M " moderate. Calulog.

Walter Burton Greenway. D. D., President 
Box A Jenkintown, Pennsylvania

PHYSICAL ■
K-cX-a education 
Thrhe-year 
diploma course. Teacher’s certificate. Affiliation 
with Battle (.’reek Sanitarium provides unusual op­
portunity for practical work. Faculty of special­
ists. Courses in well-equipped summer camp. 
Attractive positions offered graduates. Catalog. 
Battle Creek College, Box 171, Battle Creek, Mich.

Colleges and UniversitiesBRE^Al
COLLEGE CONSERVATORY

Located in the foothills of the Blue Ridge Mountains. Combina­
tion of College and Conservatory advantages. National patronage 
from 35 states.

College endowed. Offers stand­
ard four year course leading to 
A.B. degree. Accredited.

Special courses for teachers with certificate 
privileges. Conservatory offers standard four 
year course leading to B.M. degree. Also special 
courses in all branches of Music, Oratory, dra­
matic art, painting, commercial art, physical 
education, aesthetic dancing, domestic 
science, secretarial branches, etc.

Campus of 350 acres with two lakes and 
ten miles of trails for horseback riding. 
All outdoor sports in season. Care­
ful attention to social life of students.

Address BRENAU, BOX R 
GAINESVILLE, GA.

Lindenwood College
Standard college for young women. Two and four year 
courses. Accredited. Conservatory advantages. 50 minutes 
from St. Louis. 105th year. Every modern facility. Catalog.

J. L. ROEMER, Pres., Box 931, St. Charles, Mo.

YIAKY BALDWIN COLLEGE
For women. The college with a background of culture 
and scholarship. A B. degree. Music, Art. Dramatics, 
Secretarial. Educationally efficient, socially selective, 
spiritually sincere. Gymnasium. Riding, sports. Catalog. 
L. WILSON JARMAN, Pres. Box A, Staunton. Va.

Special Schools

THE WOODS’ SCHOOL
For Exceptional Children Three Separate Schools
GIRLS BOYS LITTLE FOLKS Camp with Tutoring 

Booklet. Box 172, Langhorne. Pa. (near Philadelphia)
Mrs. Mollie Woods Hare, Principal

Standish Manor School
Special school for backward girls. Primary through Junior 
High School. Advanced courses. Individual instruction. 
Cheery home. Spacious grounds. Sports. Swimming. 
Summer session. Catalog. Alice M. Myers, Principal; 
Hazel G.Gullingford.Ass’t Principal,Box 16,Halifax,Mass.

ROCKFORD A distinguished college of tradition ** w rv ■ xv v for women.84th year. High ranking 
I EfXF progressive liberal arts college. Out- WLLLvE standing faculty. A.B. and B.S. de­

grees. Beautiful wooded campus on Rock River. 88 miles from 
Chicago. Drama, Music, Art, Athletics. Address Registrar for 
information. Rockford College, Box A. M., Rockford, Illinois*

Business and Secretarial

Business and Secretarial

ft ft P" ft ft pm I cor Co-educational, enroll- I" U L 12 12 LULLuUL Ing only high school 11 S*  | |111 graduates, offers intensive training■ ■ ■■ Wfl for secretarial, accounting, court re­
porting and teaching positions. 36th year. Placement 
service. Free Book of Facts. Home of Gregg Shorthand. 
THE GREGG COLLEGE, Dept. A, 225 N. Wibash Avt„ Chicago

i7ounded\&jg

Burdett
Student Sources 

Last Year:
70 universities and col­
leges, 356 high schools, 
114 academies, and 165 
other business, normal, 

and special schools.

Burdett College ..
A Professional Business School of College Grade
Intensive two-year courses for educated men and 
women - Business Administration, Accounting, Execu­
tive Secretarial. Also Office Management and Steno­
graphic Secretarial courses offering specialized training 
in shorter time. Able faculty. Personal attention. New 
building. For catalogue, address

C. F. BURDETT, Vice President
156 Stuart Street BOSTON

m nd®10

A SELECT SCHOOL •
A Business School with University Atmosphere, requiring high school
groduofion ond chorocter references from every student. Owned 
by educotors of notionol prominence locoted in the City of Wosh. 
ingtan with its culturol ond sociol odvontoges. Offering secretarial
training of college grade. Entroordinory employment service.

Rider College*
Finance and Business Administration

Safeguarding One of 
Your Most Vital 

Decisions

WASHINGTON SCHOOL FOIL
537 PRESS BUILDING f ^YrDFTADIFC 

WASHINGTON, D. C.

“ evening course for B. C S. degree. Additional
1-year course for M. C. S. Send for Catalog.

BENJAMIN FRANKLIN UNIVERSITY
304-11 Transportation Bldg., Washington, D. C.

Four years’ college work and Bachelor Degree 
at a saving of 1 to 2 years’ time and expense. 
Executive. Accounting (C. P. A.). Secretarial, 
Commercial Teacher Training. Highest standards. 
Co-ed. Summer sessions granting college credits. 
Dormitories. Fraternities and sororities. Athletics 
and other activities. Exceptional positions for 
graduates. Selected enrollment. 67th year. 2000 
students annually. Catalog. Address Secretary

.j x- | a Trenton
I Ci C T kuOliCJJC New JerseyR

Selecting college, 
school or camp is the 
most important thing 
you do for your 

I children.
Appearance of an 

advertisement in this 
Directory is a specific 
warranty that the 
institution will live up 
to the claims made in 
the advertisement.

ROCHESTER 
BUSINESS 
INSTITUTE
Box A, Rochester, N. Y.

Business Administration, Ac­
countancy, Secretarial, Sales, 
Advertising. Accredited. Day 
or eve. Co-ed. Free place­
ment. Graduates in preferred 
positions. 68th yr. Catalog.

• 1IH M OM COLLEGE •
Accounting, Business Administration, and Executive Sec­
retarial. 2-year degree courses. Also short diploma courses. 
Co-ed. Placement service. Opportunities in duPont, paper, 
dye, ship-building and other Wilmington industries. 32d 
year. Catalog. Beacom College Bldg., Wilmington, Del.

LARSON SCHOOL
Onb, two-year cultural aecretarial courses for young women. 
Also intensive course for college graduates. New buildings with 
attractive residential quarters. On Lake Whitney. Sports. 
National patronage. Est. 1911. Catalog. Dean, New Haven, Conn. 

PEIRCE SCHOOL 
of BUSINESS ADMINISTRATION

College-grade courses. Bus., Acctg. and Sec. 
Young men and women. Cultural environ­
ment. Secretary. 1420 Pine St., Phila., Pa.

Modern secretarial and administrative courses 
embracing basic features of university commercial 
work. Also short intensive courses. Faculty of 
business experts and university professors. Co-ed. 
Graduates highly successful under Gaines meth­
ods. Placement service. Day or evening. Bul­
letin A. 501 Madison Avenue, New York.

GAINES SCHOOL
72 YEARS’ EXPERIENCE

RALIARDSCHOOL
fA secretarial training

Expert Instruction —Registration Now Open
Ballard School Graduates Always in Demand

CENTRAL BRANCH YWCA
Lexington Avenue at 53 Street, New York City

BRYAN T-STR ATTO N
Chartered to confer degrees for two- 
year courses in Business Admin., Account­
ing, Finance, Secretarial, Teaching. Co-ed.

COLLEGE OF BUSINESS ADMINISTRATION
PROVIDENCE, R. I. Est. 1863. Not connected with any institution of similar name

69th catalog. Write Dean, Bryant-Stratton College, Providence, Rhode Island.

Save 2 years’ time, gain 2 years’ salary. 
Expert placement service. Social activities. 
Athletics. Dormitory accommodations.



have invested

$25,000,000.00
with their TIRE DEALERS

establishing a great economical distributing and standardized service system with standard prices. 
This, combined with unusual manufacturing efficiencies, gives Firestone Service Dealers and Serv­
ice Stores the outstanding tire values of history, and places them in a position to

SAVE YOU MONEY and SERVE YOU BETTER
“Most Miles per Dollar”

COMPARE
CONSTRUCTION and QUALITY

4.50-21 TIRE 6.00-19H. D.TIRE

OUR TIRE
★special 

BRAND MAIL 
ORDER TIRE

OUR TIRE
★ special 
BRAND MAIL 
ORDER TIRE

More Rubber Vol.

More Weight...

More Width .. .

More Thickness

More Plies atTread

Same Price . .

171 
cu.in.

16-99 
pounds

4-75 
inches

•627 
inch

6 plies

$5-69

161
cu. in.

15-75 
pounds

4-74 
inches

.578 
inch

5 plies

$5-69

298 
cu. in.

28.55 
pounds

5.98 
inches

-840 
inch

8 plies

$11.40

267 
cu. in.

26.80
pounds

5.84 
inches

.821 
inch

7 plies

$11-40

Call on the Firestone Service Dealer or Service Store and see
for yourself sections cut from various tires.
IMF” Compare Quality—Construction — and Prices. ”WE

Double Guarantee—Every tire manufac­
tured by Firestone bears the name “FIRE­
STONE” and carries Firestone’s unlimited guar­
antee and that of our 25,000 Service Dealers 
and Service Stores. You are doubly protected.

■k A “Special Brand” Tire is made by a manufacturer for dis­
tributors such as mail order houses, oil companies and others 
under a name that does not identify the tire manufacturer to the 
public, usually because he builds his “first line” tires under 
his own name. Firestone puts his name on every tire he makes.

Copyright. 1931, The Firestone Tire & Rubber Co.



$ towi
COMPARE COMPARE

THESE PRICES
.A.UTOMOBILE Manufacturers do not take 

chances with special brand tires. Why should you 
take the risk when you can save money by buying 
Firestone quality Oldfield type from our dealers 
and in addition get their service.

Here are the Cold Facts why Firestone 
gives you Greater Values and Better 
Service at Lowest Prices! -a. a.

We list below the leading replacement sizes.

TIRE 
SIZE

Our JcSpecial Our
MAKE OF CAR Dealers’ 

Cash Price
Brand 

Mail Order
Dealers*  

Cash Price
Each Tire Per Pair

Ford __ - \
4.40-21 $4*98 $4.98 $ 9.60

Chevrolet------ --------J
Chevrolet 4.50-20 S.6O 5.60 10.90
Ford_________________ 4.50-21 5.69 5.69 11.10
Ford __________  'j
Chevrolet___  ] 4.75-19 6.65 6.65 12.90
Whippet---------------- J

Erskine___________ 1
Plymouth ________ J

4.75-20 6.75 6.75 13.10
Chandler -----------
DeSoto
Dodge
Durant 
Graham-Paige 
Pontiac- 
Roosevelt

5.00-19 6.98 6.98 13.60

Willys-Knight

Essex____  . _______ 5.00-20 7.10 7.10 13.80Nash________________ J
Marquette   I 5.25-18 7-90 7.90 15.30Oldsmobile----------- J

8.57Buick __ . _____ - 5.25-21 8.57 16.70
Auburn__  ___ __
Jordan---------------
Reo___________ J

5.50-18 8.75 8.75 17.00
Gardner____________ '
Mannon 
Oakland
Peerless _________
Studebaker------------.
Chrysler _ ______ ~l

5.50-19

6.00-18

8.90

11.20

8.90

11.20

17-50

21.70Viking______________ J

Franklin --------------- 'I
Hudson ______  > 6.00-19 II.40 11.40 22.10
Hupmobile___  — J
LaSalle____________ 1

Packard___________ J 6.00-20 11.50 11.50 22.30
Pierce-Arrow_______ 6.00-21 11.65 11.65 22.60
Stutz_______  _______ 6.50-20 13.10

15.35
13.10 25.40

29.80Cadillac___________  I
7.00-20 15.35

Lincoln

Firestone Mail Order House
Way Way

I>o have ... Organization . »«> SOT have 
a special and undivided in- a special or undivided inter- 
terest in developing and est in tires.
making Firestone Tires bet­
ter. — Every employee a 
stockholder.

. . Rubber .Do have • •
our own men select and buy 
rubber direct from planta­
tions. Have our own rubber 
preparation plant and ware­
house in Singapore. Have 
our own large rubber plan­
tations in Liberia.

• have
a rubber preparation plant 
or warehouse—-dependent 
on others to buy on the rub­
ber exchange or other mar­
kets, passing thru many 
hands, with profits and ex­
penses of handling.

n<>have .... Cotton
our own men select and buy 
cotton of best staple. Have 
our own bonded cotton ware­
house. Have our own most 
efficient cord fabric mills.

Do have • •
our own tire factories—most 
efficient in the world—daily 
capacity 75,000 tires — 
EVERY TIRE MADE IN 
THESE FACTORIES BEARS 
THE NAME “FIRESTONE.”

• • Do NOT have
a bonded cotton warehouse 
or cord fabric mills — de­
pendent on others to buy 
and manufacture, passing 
thru many hands, with 
profits and expenses of han­
dling.

Factory • • Do NOT have
a tire factory. They are de­
pendent on those who, for 
the profits, will risk making 
Special Brand tires, possibly 
hoping these tires will not 
do too well in competition 
against tires they make and 
sell under their own name.

Do have . . • Warehouses • • • Do have 
our own warehouses to sup- their own warehouses to sup­
ply our Service Dealers and ply their retail department 
Service Stores. stores.

Do have ... Car Owners . . . Do have
25,000 experienced Service 
Dealers and Service Stores 
where car owners can buy 
Firestone Tires and get serv­
ice.

retail department stores and 
millions of expensive mail 
order catalogs. Car owners 
can buy tires over the coun­
ter or order by mail.



To the man who is
making the old car do 99 |

Will you inspect... 

just once . . . this 

Hup mobile at $995?

You’re not wearing last year’s shoes . . . 
making year-before-last’s clothes serve! 

Some times—these times included—you 
can save more by spending than by stub­
bornly hanging on!

Take Hupmobile. Always the mark of a 
man who buys both wisely and well. 
Always a car that has meant full value 
for your money.

What is it today?

A finer car than in all its history. A car 
with a thrill to it. And an air. And com­
fort and smartness and a thrifty soul.

A car to sustain the family morale ... to 
proclaim to the world that you're still 
going strong!

And you can have one — today — for $995 
f.o.b. factory! With Free-Wheeling!

Only a few cars have Free-Wheeling. 
Only a few cars can be called really new 
this year. Only in these has driving been 
made akin to flying.

And the Century Six, with Free-Wheeling, 
sells at less than $1,000!

We ask you to see the Century Six Sedan 
... at $995. To ride in it. To appraise it. 
Then to ask yourself if it isn’t wiser 
. . . isn’t really more thrifty . . . isn’t 
the sensible thing to do ... to have 
a Hupmobile ... at this year’s prices!

Hup
SSIXES AND EIGHT

CENTURY SIX SEDAN
CENTURY EIGHT SEDAN $1295 
Three other Eights from $1595 Io $2295

PRICES ARE FOR STANDARD EQUIPMENT F. O. B. FACTORY



Smoke a Fresh cigarette
Millions of men and women are now dis­
covering a brand new enjoyment since 
Camels adopted the new Humidor Pack.

The mildness and the flavor of fine 
tobacco vanish when scorching or evapo­
ration steals the natural moisture out of 
a cigarette.

Now, thanks to the new Humidor Pack, 
Camels, wherever you find them, are al­
ways fresh and in perfect mild condition.

Factory-fresh Camels are air-sealed in the 
new Sanitary Package which keeps the 
dust and germs out, and keeps the flavor in.

No harsh, dried tobacco to burn the 
throat. No peppery dust to sting delicate 
membrane—just the cool mild aroma of 
fine tobacco, properly conditioned.

If you haven’t smoked a Camel recently, 
switch over for just one day, then quit 
them—if you can.

© 1931, R. J. Reynolds Tobacco Company, 
Winston-Salem, N. C.

It is the mark of a considerate hostess, 
by means of the Humidor Pack, to 

a ' •- “Serve a fresh cigarette. ” Buy Qamels
- by the carton — this cigarette will

remain fresh in your home and office

Camels



Go right on splashing, Mr. Jones. Don’t mind us.
We dropped in to congratulate you on finding a 

cure for the hot weather grumps. Don’t apologize 
for them. They descend upon us all when summer 
is running in high gear. Perspiring employers bark 
at their secretaries . . . husbands blame wives for 
the humidity ... kind fathers treat loving children 
with moist and clammy ferocity!

As for you, Mr. Jones, we’d never dream that 
you had ever sworn at the cat. You look as cool as a 
sprig of mint, if you don’t mind the personal remark!

Our questionnaire department reports that you 

attribute this wonderful change to the soothing 
influence of your daily Ivory baths.

Yes, the market may sag, but Ivory always stays 
up. At merely a handshake it gives extra-dividends 
with snowbanks of cooling foam. You’d never be 
the optimist you are today, Mr. Jones, if you had 
put your trust in a down-hearted cake of slippery 
sinker soap!

We must be getting along, Mr. Jones. You 
haven’t a thing on us. For over fifty years we’ve 
been prescribing Ivory baths, and we enjoy taking 
our own medicine! Procter & gamble

. . . kind to everything it touches • 99 ‘,4/ioo % Pure • "It floats”
© 1931, P. & G. Co.
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James Reader Leavell

Loading his gun with
■< high-caliber question 

marks, James R. Leavell, 
bank president, fires away 
at the whole range of bor­
rowed and hackneyed rules 
for getting ahead.

“I can’t tell anybody 
how to run his life. You’re 
the one. Think it out for 
yourself.”

If Columbus had waited 
for someone to tell him how

to find the New World . . . 
If the Wright brothers had 
sat down on the sand at 
Kitty Hawk looking for 
someone to tell them how 
to fly ... If Edison had 
set up a lamp bulb at 
Menlo Park and waited for 
someone to tell him how to 
light it . . .

“Think it out for your­
self.” The sure way to 
keep out of the rut.

□ □ IT

“One man’s meat is . . . . . . another man’s poison”

IS YOURSELF

F
IRST or last, I have talked to 
hundreds of business men. In 
high places. Have written stories 
about scores of them. Have 
listened while they pounded tables and 

expounded theories about individual 
achievement. And I’ve never tired of 
hearing men tell how they climbed the 
slippery ladder to the top. Too often, 
however, the comments of these men on 
how others are to do it have been so con­
flicting that they have left me puzzled. 
But Jim Leavell—

He met me with dancing eyes.
“Sit down!” he said. “Now, what 

was it you wrote in your letter? . . . 
Oh, yes, I remember. I’m to tell the 
most important things for a young man

By NEIL M. 
CLARK
ILLUSTRATED BY 

JOHN. E. SHERIDAN

to do today in order to make the most 
of himself.”

He grinned. No one could help lik­
ing that grin.

“Why, Clark,” he went on, “I can’t 
tell anybody how to run his life. I don’t 
know." And he proceeded to fling down 
this extraordinary challenge: “Bring 
on any ‘success recipe’ you like, any 

one at all, and I’ll prove that just the 
opposite is the way to do it—prove it by 
cases 1”

“Then, do you mean,” said I, “that 
one man’s meat—?”

“Is another man’s poison? Well, 
more or less.”

“ And all this ‘success stuff’—?”
“Doesn’t mean a thing. Unless—”
“Unless what?"
“Well, I think a fellow can do some­

thing to run his own life. Something. 
Luck comes in, of course. Perhaps it 
plays the main part. I don’t know. But, 
let’s say that some rule works for me. 
When I observe it, I get along. Suppose 
I look wise and tell everybody to follow 
that rule. Then I am foolish. It hap­



pens that I am the product 
of a certain combination 
of natural traits, anteced­
ents, home life, schooling, 
business training, jobs, 
friends.

“In particular, it has 
been my good fortune to 
work under a man from 
whom I have learned more 
than 1 now realize. I'm 
still learning. And he still 
wants to help me. Not 
everybody can have that 
association. So I must re­
member that my combi­
nation of circumstances is 
different from the combi­
nation in some other fel­
low’s case. What worked 
for me did so only because 
it happened to click in my 
picture. I don’t say gen­
eralizations are entirely use­
less. But let’s stop swal­
lowing them whole. If the 
shoe fits, put it on. Other­
wise—”

ALL through the years, 
1 k no one but J im Leavell 
ever put it to me just like 
that. No, no one but James 
Reader Leavell, president 
of the Continental Illinois 
Bank and Trust Company 
in Chicago, one of the largest 
banks in the world in point 
of deposits, with resources of 
more than a billion dollars.

Iron-gray hair accentu­
ates the youthfulness of his 
face. He is a bit over six 
feet, and gives the impres­
sion of physical strength 
and perfect health. You 
feel he is your friend the 
moment you shake his 
hand. Inevitably, by some 
mysterious charm, he 
makes a powerful impres­
sion. An old friend said:

“He is the finest human 
being I ever knew.”

And a present associate 
whom I asked about him 
said:

“There is no subject I 
would rather be able to do 
justice to.”

The steps in Leavell’s career have 
been amazingly swift. He is only forty- 
seven. He was born on a farm in Mis­
souri in 1884. During school vacations 
he worked in a bank which his father 
owned in Fulton. After attending the 
Westminster College at Fulton and the 
Randolph-Macon College for men at 
Ashland, Virginia, he became a clerk in 
the Mechanics American National Bank 
of St. Louis, advancing to assistant 
cashier. From this position he went to 
the First National of St. Louis as vice 
president.

Frank loathed work, hut he was a good manager. 
He let others labor, and told them what to do!

In 1920 he went to Chicago as vice 
president of the Continental and Com­
mercial National Bank; and when, after 
mergers, that institution became the 
Continental Illinois Bank and Trust 
Company, he was made executive vice 
president of its affiliated investment 
organization—later, assistant to the 
chairman of the board—and, in 1930, 
president.

Surely, if anyone has a right to say, 
“This is how to get along,” Jim Leavell 
might say it. But he says, instead, “I 
can't. I can only tell what happened to 

me and some of my friends 
and acquaintances along 
the way. If there happens 
to be a grain of help in 
some of these experiences 
for some particular fellow 
to apply to his own case, 
1’11 be glad. But 1 have no 
general rules.”

He smiled reminiscently.
“When I started,” he 

said, “ I had no grand am­
bitions to go on. I needed a 
job. 1 didn’t care whether 
1 was a banker or a black­
smith, so long as there 
wasn’t too much hard work. 
A place in a bank was of­
fered me. And there I 
stayed.

“Two of my friends in 
that first job make a study 
in contradictions. George 
and Frank. Hard work is 
one of the tried-and-true 
recipes, isn’t it? Well, what 
about George and Frank?

“George was a demon 
for long hours and hard 
assignments. He loved a 
tough job. There was no 
holding him. I used to at­
tend creditors’ meetings 
with him. He would work 
day and night, day after 
day, in an effort to 
straighten out every detail 
to our advantage.

“‘George,’ I used to say, 
‘for heaven s sake, let’s go 
home!’

“‘Wait,’ he’d beg, ‘just 
let me—’

“He wouldn’t quit. Work 
was too much fun 1

“ In due course, George 
was called to New York to 
be an officer of one of the 
biggest banks. Later he 
was sent out as president 
of an important bank in the 
South.

“’“THAT seems to prove, 
doesn’t it,” said Mr.

Leavell, smiling, “that the 
way to climb is to do three 
men’s work? All right, but 
what about Frank? He 
and I roomed together in St. 

Louis. He wouldn’t pick up his clothes.
“‘Frank,’ 1 used to say, ‘you’re the 

laziest white man alive!’
“If several of us were going to the 

theater, he would sit and make the 
plans, and tell us what to do. ‘J im, you 
can get the tickets, can’t you?’ And 
‘We’ll need a cab. Joe, suppose you 
order it.’ Frank never moved an un­
necessary muscle, except for something 
he considered very important. He was 
clever. A good manager. He let others 
labor, and told them what to do! 
And he was so persuasive and good-na­



tured that we did it. Work, 
pure, unadulterated work, 
he loathed.

“Well, did Frank land in 
the bread line? Not Frank! 
He was called to another 
big New York bank; he’s 
next to the top man now, 
and one of the best execu­
tives in banking. He loves 
hard work today just as 
much as he did when we 
roomed together. And does 
about as much of it!

“What do these cases 
prove? I don’t know. Do 
you see any general rule in 
them, that applies to every­
body? A street sweeper can 
work conscientiously fifteen 
hours a day. Does that 
make him a mayor? Is 
achievement a matter of 
hard work? And what 
is hard work? Is it the 
same for both you and 
me?

‘AN° here’s something 
kelse,” he said, turn­

ing swiftly to another sub­
ject—“is the thing called 
‘getting ahead’ a matter of 
‘standing in well' with some­
body? I started at ten 
dollars a week, which cer­
tainly sounds like the ortho­
dox beginning of a ‘success 
story.’ Spent five dollars 
on room and board, and 
you’d be surprised how 
much fun I had on the 
balance! In the course of 
years, I went through vari­
ous jobs and finally landed 
here. Why? I’ll tell you. 
I know perfectly well that 
I am president of this bank 
because a group of responsi­
ble officials and directors 
want me to be. Almost 
anyone could be president 
if that same group made up 
their minds they wanted 
him to be; they would make 
things go for him, never 
fear. I also know that if 
they did not want me for 
president, they could make 
my job so hot that this 
chair would sizzle. I’d be glad to get 
out.

“ But what about the mottoes—about 
‘puli’? Does this prove them? Or dis­
prove them? We’ve been told, haven’t 
we, that true merit will always win over 
favoritism? Will it—given a special set 
of circumstances? And what is favorit­
ism? Did you ever know a man to be 
given a favored job because he was 
somebody’s son or nephew? I have. 
Did you ever see these sons and nephews 
hang on and make good? I have. Have 
you ever seen them fail, but be carried

Fred busted in on thepresident to get acquainted. 
Perfectly natural for Fred. Not “nervy"

along by some underling, who got none 
of the credit and little of the cash? I've 
seen that too. What does it prove?

“ There are ‘office pets’ and politicians. 
What part does their scheming play? 
Does it ever get them anywhere? Do 
you like to flatter or make a fuss over 
somebody, without meaning it? Neither 
do I. Do you like to have people do 
that to you? Of course not! Yet I know 
of a man who used to run and get his 
boss’s hat and overcoat, and scurry 
after a glass of water if the boss coughed. 
He flattered the boss to his face; laid it 

on thick. And that man 
eventually got to be presi­
dent of the company. Why? 
Do you suppose maybe 
that particular boss happened 
to like flattery and having 
his coat held—and some 
other qualities this man 
possessed?

“There was a man, he 
was president of a big com­
pany—and he took delight 
in bullying subordinates. 
If he could browbeat a clerk 
or department head and 
send him off trembling, he 
would turn to his secretary 
and say:

‘“I scared daylight out 
of him!’

“ Who do you suppose be­
came vice president of that 
company? A young Irish­
man who barked at the boss 
as loud as the boss barked 
at him. A son of Erin who 
wouldn't scare worth a cent. 
The old man loved him for 
it.

“A man who came to 
Chicago as president of one 
of the big railroads re­
marked:

“‘I owe this job to my 
friends.’

“And he meant it. He 
made friends everywhere. 
They spoke well of him, 
recommended him. Would 
they have recommended 
him if he had lacked ability? 
Suppose another man, just 
as able, had few friends— 
which would have got the 
job?

“VVT’HAT about it, then?
vv Should we make it 

one of our main jobs tocurry 
favor? Whom is it most 
important to cultivate: the 
boss, or those on your own 
level, or those beneath?— 
insiders, or outsiders? 
What’s the proper attitude 
toward the boss?”

The questions poured out 
of Mr. Leavell like a torrent. 
And when I asked him to 
answer some of them, all 

that he said was:
“ I can’t. I don’t know. I might 

answer for myself. But not for you. 
Not for Bill, and Joe. You might get 
your wife or friends to help you. But 
you’re the man. You know your set­
up.”

And so he turned to another big prob­
lem: Is the successful man a particular 
breed of human being? Does he have a 
certain pattern of personality, tempera­
ment, physique?

“Let’s take cases,” Mr. Leavell went 
on. “Henry is this sort of fellow: If



Henry pulls a brilliant plan out of the blue. 
But he has no sense of orderliness or system

you want something done, but don’t know how to go about 
it, you naturally go to him and tell him your story. You have 
spent three hours scribbling on sheets of paper and tossing 
them into the wastebasket. Henry sits and listens, and after 
three minutes he says:

“‘Did it occur to you to—?’
“He pulls a brilliant plan out of the blue. You thump your­

self and say:
‘“Why didn’t I think of that?’
“Brilliant, quick, flashing, incisive—that’s the kind of 

mind Henry has. But he has no organization sense. No 
orderliness and system.

“John is a different type. Brilliant in a different way. Ideas 
seldom flash from him as from Henry. He is an orderly, 
systematic bulldog. You and another chap get into a ruckus, 
and each wants to do something different. You take that 
problem to John. He listens quietly to both of you. Ticks off 
on his fingers the arguments for each: one, two, three, four. 
When he’s through, he tells you which is better—if by then 
you need telling. He is a judge, absolutely impartial.

“John takes a job of work from the beginning, reaches out 
here, there, everywhere, draws in every necessary detail, 
drives through step by step, and never quits till the referee 
says:

“ ‘ Done!’
“He is as orderly as Henry is disorderly.
“Then there’s Fred. He is not an‘idea mine.’ Nor a judge. 

But I say to him:
“‘Fred, Neil Clark thinks this is a terrible bank.’
“‘He shouldn’t!’ Fred will say soberly.
“Next time you come in, Fred will get hold of you. He will 

chat a while, and when you leave, he’ll stroll down the lobby 
with you, maybe with his arm around your shoulder. And 
you’ll go out thinking:

“‘That’s the grandest bank in town!’
“How does Fred do it? I don’t know. Perhaps he doesn’t 

know, himself. He is a wonderful salesman. But he never 
tells you so. Probably he doesn’t admit it to himself. He is 
utterly sincere. He wants you to see things as he does. You 
know he’ll feel badly if you don’t. And somehow you want to.

“ It never occurs to Fred to insult a shabby suit or be afraid 
of anyone. He said to me:

“‘I had a nice talk the other day with Mr. B., the president 
of the D. Railroad.’

“ 1 said, ‘I didn’t know you knew him.’
“‘I didn’t,’ said Fred; ‘but I was in New York. I knew we 

had that account with them, not a very big one—’
“So he busted in on the pres dent to get acquainted. Per­

fectly natural, from Fred’s point of view. Not ‘nervy.’ And 
my guess is that Mr. B. was glad to see him!

“There,” said Mr. Leavell, “you have three men as dif­
ferent as can be. I don’t know which is most successful. They 
hold positions of equal rank. High rank. What traits does it 
take for success?

“MtY1mention another case? I have a job to be done. I 
1 v± know that Billy is a careful boy. I stop at his desk and say:
“‘Billy, can you go to M.nneapolis tonight?’ 
“‘Minneapolis?’
“‘Yes. It’s about four now. You’d have to catch that six- 

o’clock train.’
“‘Tonight! What is it you want done? Would there be 

time to get everything ready?’
“ I see my error.
“‘Never mind,’ I say; ‘I’ve just thought of something. You 

won’t have to go, after all, Billy.’
“He is relieved. I move on down the aisle to another desk.

’“‘Jack,’ I say, ‘can you go to Minneapolis tonight?’
“Jack’s feet are on his desk, and he is staring at the ceiling. 
“‘Minneapolis?’ he says, the feet coming down briskly. 

‘Sure I can. What do you want me to do up there?’
“Snap! Just like that.
“The years pass, and Billy is still pushing a pen somewhere, 

but Jack is a vice president. How come? A hard-working, 
conscientious, careful guy, who is never idle, seems to be stuck 
in a rut, while a long-legged boy with a habit of parking his 
feet on desks, rises to the top of the heap? Is it a question of 
absolute values—or of particular circumstances? I happen to 
like the ‘Jack’ type better than the ‘Billy’ type. Jack is so 
constructed that he doesn’t feel the need of figuring every 
angle before he acts. Somebody says:

“‘Let’s go and cut off Clark’s ears!’
“‘All right,’ says Jack, ‘come on!’
“No hesitation. Ready to go. Action. Jumps in without 



much ‘cautious’ delay; and usually finds the job not too hard 
for him. Makes mistakes, but has a high batting average of 
successes, because he tries so many things. Comes back ready 
for more trouble. That all makes a hit with me. But—would 
Jack please everyone? I am willing to dally with the idea that 
careful thought may hold more men back than actual care­
lessness. But would others prefer Billy for that very streak of 
caution? And are there situations where Billy would un­
doubtedly be the better man?

“CELF-RELIANCE is another trait. A man in any position 
above routine comes to me and says:

“‘What shall I do?’
“ I reply, ‘How do I know? You’re grown up. You wear 

long pants. Co and find out for yourself!’
“ None of us here asks, ‘What’s the rule on that?’ The 

rule is what a self-reliant and intelligent man decides 
should be done.

"But would that find favor everywhere? In some places, 
do they want things done by precedent and formula, and 
seldom otherwise? Should a fellow sulk or defy those in 
authority if that is their way? Yes? Or no?

“Again, there’s the question of the specialist and the all- 
round man. An outsider comes to our bank and says:

“ ‘ Who is your grain man?’
“We have none. Most banks in our position have. We say:
“‘What do you want to know? Several men here have a 

good working knowledge of the grain trade.’
“ 1 do not like prima donnas in business. They say, ‘I’m the 

whole thing on this job. Hands off!’—and they religiously 
keep hands off everybody else’s job. I like men who think, 
‘That’s the bank’s business. I must see that it is taken care of.'

“ But—would others agree? Might an enterprising lad else­
where be reprimanded for doing just what we highly approve? 
Should a person aim to know everything about one subject? 
Or a good deal about many subjects? Or should he adopt some 
middle course? Does the answer depend at all on where he is, 
who he is, what he is doing?

“Another trait is honesty. We all agree it is necessary. But 
is it a main factor in advancement? Is it more of a factor in 
some jobs than others? Is there a larger measure of scrupulous 
honesty among those who succeed in a conspicuous way than 
among those who do not?

“What, in short,” queried Mr. Leavell, “is the answer to 
this riddle of personality and character traits? Could Billy 
have done as well as Jack in Minneapolis, or better, if he had 
snapped up the chance? Would the man who stays down, 
necessarily stay down if he found himself with the same traits 
in an entirely different situation? The man who climbs, 
would he always climb, no matter how circumstanced? Can 
desirable traits be cultivated? Is it worth while trying?”

Again Mr. Leavell gave me no answers. Just questions. 
But what questions!

And then he swung into a different problem: Is success a 
matter of adhesive fingers? Of grabbing possessions and hold­
ing on for dear life? Material things: dollars, jobs, desks, 
honors?

“Two men,” he recalled, “lost a lot of money in the stock 
market crash. One was worth five million dollars. After the 
dust cleared, he came in here almost hysterical, because he had 
only two million left! He hasn’t done much since, except hold 
tight for fear he’ll lose the rest.

“The other chap had a hundred thousand, and lost it all. 
He grinned and went to work to win it back. He is headed 
toward doing so; more too. He said to me lately:

“‘Whatever I get now will be more than I’ve had!’
“One holds tight to two million; the other keeps hope and 

nerve. One is paralyzed by fear; the other snaps his fingers 
and goes his busy way. There is no great difference in ages. Is 
one of them more ‘successful’? Which one? Why? Which 
would you prefer to be?

“1 know a young man who made money, but never saved. 
He had an opportunity to buy into a fast-growing business and 
become one of the head men. He needed ten thousand dollars.

Ideas seldom flash from John. He is an orderly, 
systematic bulldog; a judge, absolutely impartial

On his record, nobody would lend it to him. He had to pass 
up the opportunity. Another like it has never come his way. 
What does that prove? About grabbing and keeping? If 
anything?

“My friend George, the hard worker I told you about, 
was promoted and promoted till he was a very influential 
banker in New York, the money center of this country, if 
not of the world. One day he said to me:

“‘Jim, what do you think of my going to the------Bank,
in------?’ A smaller bank in a smaller city.

“‘As what?’ I asked. (Continued on page 118).



A Story

By
EDMUND M.

LITTELL

H
E DIDN’T look like a steel 
man. He didn’t look like 
much of anything, in fact. 
His clothes hung on him in 
rags. His face, beneath the dirt that 

grimed it, looked soft and pudgy; so did 
his hands and all the rest of him. But 
there he stood with that hangdog look 
of his. He had walked up the ramp that 
led to the quarter-mile elevated charging- 
floor and wormed his way through the 
crowd of men that had gathered around 
big Jock Campbell as though he had a 
right to be there.

“They tell me you're needing men,” 
he said.

Big Jock Campbell was busy. As 
open-hearth superintendent of Hoosier 
Steel, he had a thousand things to do. 
Business had been rotten for the past 
year, so bad that eight of the twelve 
furnaces in the great building had been 
cold. Now, all of a sudden, orders were 
coming in again. That was always the 
way in the steel business—a feast or a 
famine, with the changes from one to the 
other taking place almost overnight. 
“Give us some tonnage, rush,” was the 
situation Jock faced now; and that 
meant many things. He needed men 
first, of course. But he didn’t need men 
like this one; the briefest of glances told 
him so.

"Sure, I’m wanting men,” he said, 
his heavy voice coming up out of his 
barrel of a chest like the rumble of dis­
tant thunder. “But I ain’t wanting any 
like you.”

That was all he had time to say. He 
turned to the others. Most of them were 
old-timers, laid off many weeks before. 
Now they were back again, and Jock 
knew exactly what he wanted them to 
do.

“You, Bill Fox,” he said. “Got your 
old crew?”

“Chick’s here—”
“All right. Take Number Six. I want 

a fire going by noon. Sam, take Number 
Five again It’s been rebuilt, and—”

With one quick, sure motion he swung Bill out and dropped him, face



down, in the V made by the junction of the tipping'Cable and the ladle

Hemmed in by a 

whiteJiot hell of 

boiling steel, a 

strong man and a 

weal{ one come to 

grips with death

“But I need work,” came from beside 
him. “ I got to have it.”

The bum again. Jock whirled about. 
He scowled down into dark eyes that 
were inches below his own—and was 
reminded of a dog which, kicked and 
mauled until its spirit is almost broken, 
still crawls to the feet of a likely-looking 
man.

“ I ain’t had work for so long that—”

JOCK was sorry for him. A shame, he 
thought, that any man should sink so 

low. But sympathy doesn’t get out 
tonnage. When it comes to the hiring 
of men—steel men—a superintendent 
has to wall off his heart and use nothing 
but his head.

“This is a steel mill,” he rumbled. 
“You wouldn’t last an hour. We ain’t 
got a job for you, so you’re wasting 
your time. Here,” and his hand went 
into his pocket and came out with a 
bill; “take this and get yourself cleaned 
up. You’ll never get a job anywhere 
looking like that.”

He didn’t wait for the man to take the 
money. Still holding it out, he turned 
back to his men.

“And you, Tom,” he began—when 
he heard a soft thump beside him. The 
bum had collapsed.

Hunger, the doctor reported when 
they had rushed him to the plant hospi­
tal. The man hadn't eaten for days. 
Tough, thought Jock. The past hard 
times had probably put many a man 
into such a shape. But he couldn’t take 
the time to worry about him. The man, 
he knew, would have plenty of care. 
That was what the plant hospital was 
for. And when he got out he would find 
a five-dollar bill in his pocket; Jock had 
put it there before one of the men carried 
him to the ambulance. With that he 
would be able to get along until he found 
a job. The important thing was, get the 
tonnage moving out.

Twenty-four hours later, Jock had 
forgotten the man. He was still infer-



nally busy. It isn’t easy, after months 
of almost complete idleness, to get a 
plant going again. At the time, the 
ladle-lining gang, which worked at the 
rear end of the building, needed a little 
jacking up and he was dashing back 
along the boulevard width of the pour­
ing floor to give it to them. But, half­
way back, he stopped. Over there on 
his right, back-dropped by the two-story 
furnace which marked the middle of the 
long row and framed by the two steep 
flights of steel stairs which led up to a 
balcony, was a man he didn’t know. A 
stranger in the cinder-pit below the 
tapping-spout of Number Six furnace.

He was working. Or, rather, he was 
making the gestures of work. The 
cinder-pit was full. The furnace had 
been tapped about an hour before, its 
hundred tons of steel-soup sizzling down 
the spout to plunge into the ladle set 
there to catch it, and the slag that 
scummed it following. The steel had 
stayed in the ladle, to be swung away to 
the other side of the floor and emptied 
into waiting ingot molds. The slag, 
overflowing the ladle and dropping 
down into the cinder-pit beneath, had 
stayed behind. This was what the man 
was supposed to be cleaning out.

He was supposed to do it quickly, for 
if he failed to break up the slag and get 
it out before it grew cold, it would freeze 
into a solid chunk as large as the floor of 
a room and become almost immovable, 
even with the help of the massive bridge 
crane that spanned the floor high over­
head and swung the ladle away. But he 
wasn’t working swiftly. He acted as 
though he had all the time in the world. 
A stranger, soldiering. In no time at all 
Jock was over there beside him.

“Who are you?” he demanded.
The man looked up. That soft, pudgy 

face, those large brown eyes—where had 
Jock seen them before? “Harley Jack- 
son,” he said—and Jock remembered.

"Oh! You’re the man that asked me 
for a job yesterday, ain’t you?”

“Yes, sii. I—”
“Why ain’t you in the hospital?” 
“They let me out last night. They 

said 1 was—”
“Who brought you here?” Jock de­

manded then. “Who told you you 
could—?”

“I did,” came from above Jock’s 
head, and he looked up.

TT WAS Bill Fox. He was standing on 
A the steel balcony that sloped inward 
toward the tapping-spout from the head 
of the stairs on either side, his ugly, bat­
tered face looking down over the guard 
rail—and Jock remembered something 
else. Bill Fox was the one who had 
carried this man to the ambulance. 
Cursing loudly, Bill had shoved the other 
men aside and hoisted the bum to his 
shoulder. He had stalked away toward 
where the ambulance would appear at 
the foot of the ramp, his heavy voice 
growling so loud that it echoed down

ILLUSTRATED 

BY 

JAMES E. ALLEN

from the roof that brooded 
overhead.

Why? It was a mystery. 
Bill Fox was the toughest man 
on the quarter-mile length of 
charging-floor. An excellent 
first helper, yes. There was 
never any need to worry about 
the furnace he had in charge. But surly, 
sullen, always ready for a fight Jock 
had warned him more than once, had 
laid him off simply because there were 
too many black marks against him, had 
taken him back only because he had 
been unable to locate anyone else half as 
good on the job. He was still acting 
surly. Having announced his responsi­
bility in this matter, he was charging 
down the stairs now like a man coming 
to a battle.

“T TOOK him on,” he repeated when he 
x had reached the ground
“Oh, you did, did you?” Jock rum­

bled. “And who told you you could 
hire men?”

“Nobody.”
“I thought you had a third helper,” 

Jock went on. “You told me yester­
day—”

“No, I didn’t tell you yesterday. I 
told you Chick was here, and when I 
started to tell you more, you whirled 
around and started talking to somebody 
else.”

Yes, that was what had happened; 
Jock remembered it. But now was no 
time to agree with Bill Fox. “So you 
sneaked this man in here this morning,” 
he began, when Bill cut in again.

“No, I didn’t sneak him in,” he said. 
“I ain’t in the habit of sneaking. I 
signed him up at the timekeeper’s gate. 
I ain’t had time to tell you about him be­
cause I’ve been busy tapping a heat and 
making bottom, but now I’ll tell you. 
I hired a man. His name is Harley Jack- 
son. He’s going to third-help for me. 
And if the cinder ain’t cleaned out in 
time, it’s going to be my fault, not 
yours.”

“Hm-m!” Jock rumbled to himself. 
Strong language, that. Not the sort of 
talk an employee generally addresses to 
his boss. Backed up by a defiant glare 
from small black eyes, too. What was 
behind it? Bill Fox wasn’t the sort of 
man who went around mothering bums. 
But he was doing it; and unless Jock was 
badly mistaken he proposed to keep it 

up. Air right, let him! Up to a certain 
point, he was willing to let his men have 
their way; it made for better production.

“You know what’ll happen if the 
cinder ain’t cleaned out, don’t you?” he 
said.

“I certainly do,” said Bill.
“All right. Harley Jackson is your 

third helper,” Jock said then. “And 
you’re his boss. As first helper, you’re 
responsible for whatever happens on 
this furnace.”

And then, without so much as a glance 
at the pudgy-faced man who had been 
standing silently by, he strode away to­
ward where a ladle-lining gang needed 
some talking to.

He took a thought along with him. 
He took two thoughts, in fact. One of 
them was that, whatever the motive be­
hind this strange attitude of Bill’s, it 
might result in his losing his evil humor, 
thereby converting him into a steel



maker second to none. The other thought 
concerned Harley Jackson. Jock didn’t 
believe in him at all. But as long as 
there was any chance that Bill Fox might 
turn into one of the steel men Jock was 
always looking for, he could stay on.

There didn’t seem to be much hope, 
however. This was the conclusion Jock 
reached during the next few days. Har­
ley Jackson stuck, yes. Each morning at 
eight he appeared in front of Number 
Six, to stay until quitting time. But 
the manner of his sticking was one that 
didn’t belong in steel; not only Jock 
but every man who worked beneath the 
ten-acre roof was saying so before a 
week had passed.

“A bum, that’s all he is!” Such was 
the outspoken comment of Chick Wil­
liams, the lean-faced, hollow-eyed man 
who, as Bill Fox’s second helper, was in 
a position to see everything that went 
on. “The rottenest bum I ever saw in

They were concerned, 
every hard-boiled man 
of them . . . their 
curiosity was almost 
completely submerged by 
their anxiety for the pair 

all my life! When a man comes 
up to you and asks you for the 
price of a cup o’ coffee, you 
generally slip him two bits, 
whether you like his looks or 
not. But when a lousy imita-' 
tion of one comes along and 
whines you into doing his 

work for him—”
Up went the hands. He had no words 

to express the way he felt about it. 
Neither did any of the others. For 
Harley Jackson was holding down his 
job in exactly that manner. Having 
slipped into the plant in a fashion as yet 
unknown and won Bill’s interest by 
fainting, he was earning his pay by 
letting Bill do his work for him.

Not that he didn’t pretend to work, 
for he did. With a pick and a shovel in 
his hands, and shoes with two-inch soles 
on his feet, he would walk across the 
floor, through one of the heat-soaked 
passageways that separated Number 
Six furnace from its neighbors, and drop 
down the stairs to where his job awaited 
him as though he actually intended to 
work. But when Bill, catching him at 
it from his observation post on the bal­
cony, charged down the stairs demand­
ing that he speed up, he always had an 
alibi.

“I can’t, Bill,” he would whine. “I’ve 
been sick; I ain’t feeling right yet. I try 
but I can’t.”

Whereupon Bill, growling something 
unintelligible, would grab a pick and 
slog away at the hot stuff like a man 
possessed. Then, the cinder being 
cleaned out, the two of them would 
come back up the stairs together, Harley 
to drop down onto the high-backed 
wooden bench that stood across the way 
from the eighty-foot front of the furnace 
as though he were all in, Bill to take up 
the other duties that awaited him.

r WAS unfair; everyone said so. Chick
Williams even went so far as to say so 

to Bill. He had never had much use for 
Bill Fox. As a boss, Bill was all right, 
but as a companion to loaf with during 
the rest periods between jobs he was no 
good at all. Too sullen, too surly. There 
was a limit, though, to what a man could 
see going on right under his nose without 
bursting into speech, and Chick reached 
it at last.

“Say, what’s the big idea?” he de­

manded of Bill. “If you want to earn 
two pay checks, it’s O.K. by me, but 
what the Sam Hill do you want to give 
one of ’em to that buzzard for?”

They were standing on the balcony, 
where Bill was arranging the ladle addi­
tions—one of the chores Harley was 
supposed to do. It was nearly noon, and 
Bill hadn’t had a chance to sit down 
since he came to work. It showed on 
him, too. His eyes were sunken and 
bloodshot. But they could still glare. 
Chick got one.

“ The big idea is this,” he said: “ What 
1 do is my business, not yours.”

“Sure. I know it. But—”
“And the sooner you get that into 

your head, the better off you’ll be,” 
Bill went on. “When I want advice 
from you, 1'11 ask for it.”

'"THAT was enough for Chick. “O.K.,” 
x he said, and lifted his bony shoulders 

in a shrug. “ But when you wake up dead 
some morning, don’t tell me I didn’t 
warn you.”

But it wasn’t O.K. with him. He 
demonstrated the fact later in the day. 
It happened to be one of those days when 
the cinder-pit was befouled twice during 
the eight-hour turn. Normally it occurs 
only once during a shift—a circumstance 
for which all third helpers are exceed­
ingly grateful. But once in a while, the 
steel-making cycle being the variable 
thing that it is, it befalls that one of the 
three shifts has to tap two heats. Such 
was the case this day; and Bill, already 
worn down by doing the work of two 
men, had to help Harley again.

Chick saw him start. Sitting on the 
wooden bench, he had watched Bill cross 
the floor and disappear through the 
passageway on the right of the furnace. 
Immediately he had jumped up and 
slipped through the one on the left. He 
arrived on the balcony just in time to 
see Bill go to work down below.

Chick was tired. He and Bill and the 
crew of Number Five had just finished 
making bottom—the toughest job in 
steel. They had been circling between 
dolomite pile and open furnace doors for 
almost an hour, repairing the damage 
done by the heat of steel which had just 
been tapped. The job itself is a simple 
one. All it calls for is a good eye and a 
shovel. With your eye you spot a hole 
in the lining of the bottom—a pockmark 
which the boiling steel has eaten there; 
with your shovel you heave a load of the 
white, chalklike pebbles into it.

But the conditions surrounding the 
job are anything but soft. The furnace 
is white hot, more than two thousand 
degrees of heat having soaked it for 
hours. In order to hit the holes, some of 
which are a good thirty feet away on the 
other side of the great oval pan, you 
have to walk directly up into that heat. 
You have to watch your step, too. 
Close in front of the furnace lie the 
narrow-gauge tracks, and just outside 
them is one of (Continued on page 94)



That's the system of “Bridf’ Owens, famous bigdeague umpire who 
has spent thirty years on the spot in baseball, dodging brickbats

By WILLIAM

E. BRANDT

AN IRATE feminine guest 
sailed up to the hotel 

! % desk with fire in her
-*■  eyes. The clerk was 

chatting with “Brick” Owens, 
veteran American League umpire. 
She addressed the clerk furiously. 
The umpire retreated a step or 
two, then watched and listened. 

Whenever the woman paused 
for breath the clerk attempted 
conciliatory words. But, each 
time, she shouted him down, fi­
nally flouncing off with the threat, “I’m 
going to report you to the manager, too.” 

“Gosh,” said “Brick” Owens to the 
clerk, “I’d hate to have your job.” 

“My job?” gasped the clerk, blink­
ing. “Why, that happens to me only 
about once a year. And it's only one 
person at a time. Your job has you on 
the spot every afternoon, with thou­
sands of squawkers in the stands and 
bleachers giving it to you in both ears. 
And you wouldn’t want my job. Wow!” 

What that clerk didn’t understand

was the attitude toward crowds that 
every umpire must have if he means to 
go far and live long in his profession.

“The crowd at a ball game can tell 
me anything it feels like,” was the way 
Owens put it when I asked him how he 
felt under fire. “It can howl its bloom­
ing head off. I don’t bother even to try 
to make out the words. It’s just a crowd 
letting off steam. But I doubt if I could 
stand having any individual member of 
that crowd pop off in my face without 
taking some action. That’s different.

The crowd at a ball game 
can howl its head off, but 
“Brick" Owens, veteran 
American League umpire, 

keeps on smiling

“The only time a crowd’s roars 
bother me is when I’m sitting in 
the grandstand. I rarely go to a 
game as a spectator, for that 
reason. It stirs me up when some­
body sitting across the aisle balls 
the umpire a ‘mug.’ When it’s 
myself that’s the target, I don’t 
seem to mind it.”

“ Brick ” Owens has been umpir­
ing in the American League for 
fifteen years and in some baseball 
league or other ever since 1900. 

Originally designated Clarence Bernard 
Owens, he won his nickname in a rough- 
and-tumble skirmish in which two half­
bricks figured. Young Owens showed 
such gallantry in action that afterward 
the other boys put the two pieces to­
gether and gave him “Brick” as a one- 
word life sentence.

He began umpiring at the age of fif­
teen on the sand lots of Chicago’s South 
Side. Then he went “on the road,” 
officiating in minor leagues along the 
Canadian border of Minnesota and
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down the Missouri Valley, where life was 
cheap, especially an umpire’s life. He 
advanced to the American Association, 
just a step below the major leagues, and 
nine years later, in 1916, was promoted 
to the American League. Since then, 
his place has been in the sun of the big 
leagues. In 1918, 1922, 1925, and 
1928 he was one of the two umpires 
chosen to represent his league in the 
World Series.

It’s a long journey from the 
turbulent South Side lots to the
World Series, with the President of the 
United States sitting in the grand­
stand’s front row. “Brick” covered the 
whole route. And if you think thirty 
years of umpiring leaves a man em­
bittered and cynical, you need only one 
glance at him to change your mind.

Off duty, Owens radiates cheerfulness. 
There’s a jauntiness about him, a way he 
has of squaring his shoulders and tossing 
back his head for a reverberating gust of 
mirth that makes it plain his spirit has 
never been mortally wounded or beaten 
by anything a crowd ever told him.

So merry a mien, of course, might be a 
scornful challenge to the world to try 
and get his goat, a comic mask hiding 
soul-pain. But when I hinted at some­
thing like that, “Brick” snorted. Then 
he proceeded to prove to me just why he 
regards the world with a kindly eye and 
why an umpire’s life can be a most 
happy one.

But let him tell it. Mr. Owens has the 
floor:

In the first place, find me a job with 
better hours! Mine are from about 
three in the afternoon until a little 

after five, unless there’s a double-header, 
in which case I go to work about one- 
thirty p. m. Sometimes the game goes 
into extra innings, but it can’t last long 
after sundown. I don’t get paid for 
overtime, but my salary goes on just 
the same when it rains, and my vacation 
lasts all winter.

CECONDLY, I’m part of a great 
organization, professional baseball, 

doing work I enjoy. As a boy I thought 
it would be wonderful if I could make 
my living in baseball. My dream was 
to become a big-league player, of course 
But on Fourth of July, 1900, in the 
course of some old-fashioned Independ­
ence Day whoopee, I accidentally shot 
myself m the hand with a revolver.

Now, that was a tragedy, for that 
afternoon the Peorias, the team I played 
ball with, were to blossom forth as a 
first-class uniformed team. We’d been 
saving up all winter for the suits. The 
Peorias took their name from Peoria 
Avenue, in the Englewood section of 
Chicago’s South Side. I was just fifteen 
years old and I had never had the thrill 

of wearing a baseball uniform. And I 
have never worn one yet.

As I sat there on the bench that after­
noon, with my hand in a sling, I was 
ready to burst into tears. In the fifth 
inning a squabble broke out with the 
umpire. He finally took a run-out, by 
unanimous consent, including his own. 
They drafted me from the bench. I 
“umped” the rest of the game and got 
away with it.

My hand refused to heal promptly, so 
I got the habit of umpiring amateur 
games around the South Side, salary 
fifty cents per. Then I held out for a 
buck, and got it. Next fall I was called 
on to umpire a big game for the champion­
ship of the “Prairie,” the western dis­
trict of the South Side. It was between 
the St. Mels and the White Rocks, a 
tough outfit. They had tried to settle 
the title on two successive Sundays, but 
each time the game broke up in a free- 
for-all fight before the finish, with the 
umpire at the head of the receiving line 
for punches.

So the third Sunday they picked me, 
the "South Side (Continued on page 152)
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“WhE FIX to ride high, and 
vv high we go’ ride. We go’ 

show ’em High Summer!”
The speaker was ’Fluvia Wheat, 

colored cook to the Brendle fam­
ily. The time was late spring; the 
place, the Brendle kitchen. ’Flu­
via’s audience was composed 
solely of Ambrose Trainband, the 
Brendles’ gardener, who was a 
native of the seaside village where 
they spent their summers.

Mr. Trainband was plainly 
puzzled, both by ’Fluvia’s lan­
guage and her enthusiasm.

“High?” he said inquiringly.
“High Summer?”

“High Summer, yes, ’deedy,” 
responded Mrs. Wheat. “You 
never hear that ice cream talk, 
Mis’ Trembam—all about high 
noon and high tea? That’s high 
talk for the high rollers, and this 
is go' be High Summer ’mongst 
the Brendles!”

And High Summer it did in­
deed prove to be!

In previous summers, the su­
premacy of the Endertons as the 
First Family of the little summer 
resort had never been questioned, 
but this season it was apparent 
from the beginning that things 
were to be different. In the first 
place, Mrs. Brendle had returned 
the proud owner of the longest and finest string of pearls. In 
the second place, her new Detroiter rivaled the Endertons’ im­
ported Clisson-Boyard as the most impressive car in the 
colony.

Of course, the Endertons still headed the list of ice cream 
families, but, as ’Fluvia Wheat had tried to make clear to Mr. 
Trainband, the Brendles were now prepared to display a 
rivalry, though by no means a presumptuous one. And for a 
very good reason. The Brendles desired with all their hearts, 
though they wouldn’t have admitted it for worlds, that young 
Norris Enderton should smile upon their Kitty.

Fortunately for the happiness of all concerned, Mrs. Ender­
ton, by divers subtle but unmistakable signs, soon made it 
plain that she was in sympathy with this laudable Brendle 
ambition. As for young Norrie Enderton, he had long ago 
demonstrated to his own satisfaction that the fair daughter of 
the house of Brendle made a pleasing audience for the endless 
anecdotes he delighted to recite to the eager young people who 
composed his "crowd.” Norrie invariably prefaced these 
stories by the simple but revealing question, “Anybody told 
you what I did last night?” or “You heard what I said to old 
So-and-So?”

There was only one flaw in Kitty’s happiness, and for that a 
young man named Joe Nutter was responsible. Joe did not 
belong to what Mrs. Wheat would call an ice cream family, 
but he had the presumption to fall in love with pretty Kitty 
Brendle. In the hurt to his fierce young pride when Kitty 
rebuffed him at her mother’s garden party, he bitterly de­
manded:

“Are you going to spend the whole summer just being one of 
the anglers for Norrie Enderton? Do you suppose any of you 
would look at him if he didn’t happen to be Norris Enderton 
and was just one of the clerks down in the village Gift Shop? ”

Booth Tarkington
weaves a rich and varied tapestry in this 
enchanting tale of young love at a seaside resort

High
Kitty was furious with Joe for reading her so well. They 

parted with Joe’s haughty promise to keep out of her way the 
rest of the summer.

All that afternoon, Kitty’s laugh was readiest and her praise 
the loudest when young Norrie Enderton was holding forth. 
But that night when her mother slipped into her room to say 
good night, she found Kitty sitting on the edge of the bed in an 
attitude of stoop-shouldered dejection.

“Nothing’s the matter, is there, Kitty?”
Kitty looked up slowly. Then, to Mrs. Brendle’s dismay, 

she suddenly began to weep. “Mother,” she said brokenly, 
“do you think I’m just an angler?”

Now go on with the story. . . .

M
RS. BRENDLE remained in her daughter’s room 
for an emotional scene, which, like most emotional 
scenes, was of unnecessary duration because it 
consisted principally of repetitions. Throughout, 

she played the consolatory and tactfully advising part, guiding 
with adroit little pressures the daughter’s perplexed soul, and 
emerging finally from the agitated chamber wearing an ex­
pression but partially satisfied of success. Immediately after 
the closing of the door, however, this dubious expression 
altered to become one in which there was nothing except 
indignation, as she glanced down the broad stairway leading



Summer
to the floor below and saw what was halfway in the progress of 
ascent. This was the slight but exquisite figure of her son.

Dressed with his customary knowingness, he wore a costume 
the visible items of which were a fine little black dinner jacket, 
small white trousers still unspotted and still admirably creased, 
even at this late hour, two little dancing shoes of patent 
leather, a stiff white shirt and collar, and a neckpiece tied to 
form the perfect semblance of a black butterfly. After a long 
evening’s recreation, Melroy had entered the house noiselessly 
and was in the act of mounting the stairs with the greatest 
possible consideration for his family, when thus undesirably 
confronted by the apparition of his mother.

“Well, well,” he said diplomatically, as in courteous sur­
prise. “Not in bed yet, Mother? Hope nobody’s sick or 
somep’n’.”

“Melroy Brendle, do you know what time it is?”
“Time, Mother?” he said incuriously, in a mild tone. 

“What’s goin’ on up here, anyhow?”
“Melroy Brendle, do you know that it’s after two o’clock?”

HE REACHED the top of the stairway and paused before 
her. “What’s goin’ on in Kitty’s room? What’s she 

cryin’ about, Mother?”
“Be quiet!” Mrs. Brendle commanded in a sharp whisper. 

“ Do you want to wake your father? I asked you if you knew 
the clock had struck—”

Kitty continued to frown as 
her gaze remained upon 
Mimi’s pajamas. Her 
pained thought was that she 
could herself no longer evade 

this ludicrous mode

“Oh, very well,” Melroy said 
meekly. “1 don’t want to wake 
Father up. I didn't ask for this 
conversation. I only—”

“Go to your room. Instantly!” 
Mrs. Brendle bade him in a fierce 
whisper. “ Instantly 1 ”

“ Why, certainly.” Melroy 
gave her an aggrieved look, and 
then, with a proud bearing, 
turned down the corridor and 
entered his own room. Mrs. 
Brendle followed, closed the door, 
and spoke with increased severity 
and volume.

“Melroy Brendle, do you think 
at your age you’re going to be 
permitted to remain out until 
after two o’clock at night when­
ever you—?”

“TISTEN, Mother,” the intel- 
J-'ligent boy interrupted.

“What was goin’ on in Kitty’s 
room? Were you and her havin’ 
a quarrel or somep’n’?”

“‘You and her’!” Mrs. Bren­
dle repeated sharply. “‘You 
and her’!”

“Yes’m.” Melroy accepted 
the suggested amendment. “She 
and you, I mean. Were she and 
you havin’ a quarrel or somep’n’, 
Mother?”

"Certainly not! I don’t ex­
actly quarrel with my children! ”

“ No’m,” he said thoughtfully. 
“ I s’pose you mean not exactly. 
Were Kitty and you havin’ 
pretty near a quar—?” 

“Certainly not!”
“Well, then—” he began, but his mother interrupted.
“Melroy! Give an account of yourself at once! Your father 

and I both presumed that you were in bed hours and hours—”
“Yes’m,” he said hurriedly. “Mother, I abs’lutely know I 

heard her cryin’ and carryin’ on, and you needn’t pretend not 
to be aware what it was about, because you were in there with 
her because I saw you come out. What was she—?”

“That’s not your affair and not what we’re talking about. I 
wish to know instantly where you’ve been until this time of 
night and with whom you—”

“ Yes’m,” he said. “ What time’d Kitty get home, Mother?” 
“That hasn’t anything to do with what time you—” 
“Hasn’.t it?” Melroy interposed, in the tone of one who asks 

another to review with judicial calm a too hastily pronounced 
opinion. “I should think that if she came home cryin’ and 
everything, so much so that she and you had to have scenes 
like that, you’d be willin’ to admit it had somep’n’ to do with 
somep’n’. Not that I mean I got a whole lot o’ sympathy for 
her cryin’, because I don’t see anything in the world she’s got 
any rightful cause to cry about, myself.

“ I consider she’s only too much spoiled, and if she has any 
complaint to make of you, or Father, either, why, for one, I 
wouldn’t listen to her, myself, because if there’s any justifica­
tion around here for complaint against you or Father, why, it’s 
me that’s got the right to make one, fifty thousand times more 
than she has. While she gets abs’lutely the treatment of a
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princess and pampered with a car that cost my father a cool 
check for the sum of four thousand, seven hundred and fifty 
dollars, and I get the treatment I do—”

“Melroy!” Mrs. Brendle undoubtedly felt the impulse to 
stamp her foot. “How many more times do you expect me to 
ask you where you’ve been until this hour of the—”

“TISTEN, Mother!” he said, with a sudden passionate ur-
■‘"'gency, and took a step nearer her. “Listen! I’ve been 

waitin’ a good while to have this out with you and Father 
frankly and openly, so it might as well be here and now. How 
much longer is this unequal treatment to go on?”

“‘Unequal treatment’? What on earth are you talking 
about?”

“ The unequal treatment of your two children! Here’s one 
of ’em makin’ scenes and cryin’ around the house away late in 
the night when everybody ought to be in bed, and yet she’s 
got a car that cost my father a cool check for four thousand, 
seven hundred and fifty dollars that she doesn’t know how 
to drive or even so much as to change a spark plug of any 
more than a helpless codfish would! Yet that’s the treatment 
one of your children receives, while if the other one could get 
hold of any car at all, even by the most underhand means, it’d 
only be some miserable old mess off a junk pile that wouldn’t 

budge a square inch even if you hired an elephant to push it!
“What I want to know is just how much longer I’ve got to 

bear it, with every other boy in this place—and even that 
half-wit of a Willie Peck, just because his legs all of a sudden 
got so long and wobbly year before last—and abs’lutely every­
body else anywheres near my age ownin’ their own car; so 
that I’ve got to have the mortification of everybody thinkin’ 
I’m practic’ly some kind of an outcast because my parents, 
that are supposed to have at least a little kindness toward their 
own children, treat me abs’lutely like one and don’t care how 
much I got to suffer from not—”

“Melroy! Stop!” Mrs. Brendle cried, though undeniably 
her maternal sympathies had begun to be aroused by the 
pathetic intensity of his pleading. “Stop!”

“How can I?” Melroy asked hoarsely. “How can I stop 
when it’s the only thing on earth I want and yet my own 
parents won’t let me have it! I don’t care for anything but a 
car, Mother! You and Father provide me with food, but I’d 
go without it—I’d go utterly without food, or clothes, either 
—I wouldn’t care what you took away from me if you’d only 
show a little heart and—”

“Melroy, please! You know very well that even if we were 
willing, your father and I are not able to let you have a car, 
because you’re under age and the law says—”



But Melroy disposed of this argument before it was further 
set forth. “The law! Yes, the law’s somep’n’ perfectly 
terrable when it applies to your son, but when it only applies 
to my own parents’ comfort, like cocktails and—”

“ That’s entirely different, Melroy, and it’s time you went to 
bed and stopped talking.”

“ I tell you I can’t! If 1 can’t stop thinkin’ about it, how can 
I stop talkin’ about it? For goodness’ sake, listen, Mother!” 

1-IERE Melroy, to produce an effect of greater eloquence, in- 
x cautiously threw wide his arms in a gesture of appeal, and 

a book that had been concealed under his tightly buttoned 
little dinner jacket dropped to the floor. Mrs. Brendle 
stooped quickly, picked it up, and uttered an exclamation.

“Good gracious! Melroy, what on earth are you doing with 
this novel? Where did you get it?”

"Why, it’s yours, isn’t it?” he asked reproachfully. “ I just

Mrs. Brendle pointed down the beach to where a bright- 
colored figure ran and splashed alone at the water’s edge. 
"I’m afraid Kitty’s being coquettish this morning,” she 

exclaimed

happened to see it on the livin'-room table when I came in and 
thought maybe I’d read a little in it if I couldn’t get to sleep 
because I couldn’t stop thinkin’ about not havin’ any car. I 
only—”

“Never mind. When you desire to read such books, you 
come to me first and—”

“ Why, is it any harm?” he asked, apparently surprised. “ I 
heard you say, yourself, practic’ly everybody was talkin’ about 
it, and I heard you tellin’ Father a (Continued on page 124)



7\[_o man could loo\ upon Toinette without dreaming forever after 

of the magic in her eyes and the gay laughter upon her lips . . .
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T WAS the day the leading lady 
fell into the bayou.
All Bon Desir 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 stone along-the Bayou Teche breathes 
of Evangeline and of the lover she came 
from Acadie to .find. „ .

Much of Bon Desir—its dark-haired 
boys and girls, its kindly old folk—was 
in the picture for “atmosphere.” The 
day the leading lady fell from her pi­
rogue into the-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 
eaten 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 director, crinkling her eyes 
at them in a wet smile.

Toinette’s eyes 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 

also. But no one in Bon Desir 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 Desir 
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 little 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.

“TYD 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 Desir. 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 
Desir would not believe till it had seen. 
Bon Desir 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 
caniarade de 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 ski’s ne au niois de Mars! 
La tete me tourne! ”

And Basile would sing out in answe? 
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.

'T'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



Cajun French of Bon Desir. “He knows 
you’ll never get that far.”

As destinations, New York, Hong' 
kong, and the planet of Saturn were as 
one to Basile. He was working among 
the rose vines, training them to climb 
a trellis over the front door. He tossed 
Tyler Keets’ card onto the step.

Toinette spoke in Cajun, too.
“ If he was joking, why didn’t he say 

it to Melisse? She was with me.”
Melisse Jonquiere was Toinette’s best 

friend. Melisse was regarded as beauti­
ful by Bon Desir, and beautiful she 
really was, like a white camellia; though 
later, when Bon Desir saw the picture, 
they said she was not beautiful in that. 
They said it did not do her justice.

'T'OINETTE picked up Tyler Keets’ 
A card and thrust it into the neck of her 

blouse. She took the watering can and 
went over to the bed of flowers by the 
fence—that red and blue fire of poppies,

Basile carried Toinette’s bags to the 
station . . . and very soon after that he 
began to look for her in all the pictures 

that came to town

larkspurs, cornflowers, phlox, and iris 
that beckoned every passing glance.

Melisse had walked part of the way 
home with Toinette. Melisse, like Toi­
nette, had believed that Tyler Keets 
meant what he said. “But there’s 
Basile,” Melisse reminded her. “He’ll 
never let you.”

Yes, there was Basile. But Basile was 
preventing her in such a funny way— 
pretending Mr. Keets didn’t mean what 
he said.

“How far is New Yawk?” she asked 
Basile that night.

Basile got the atlas they had studied 
at school and together they traced it— 
miles and miles and miles.

“You still thinking about what that 
man said?” Basile asked.

Thinking? Toinette’s thoughts were 

little flames, leaping, shining, burning. 
“Basile, we would be rich in a little 

while. We could pay for the house.” 
Basile closed the atlas.
“You would forget the house, once 

you are a grand—”
“You talk like that! I never forget 

the house. Always I am thinking of the 
house—and you.”

“ But if you are away up there— Be­
sides, it is cold in that place. Sometimes 
they have snow all over the sidewalk. 
A traveling man told me.”

'"THEY were sitting on the front porch 
now, behind the rose vines. A little 

moon was going to bed in the bayou. 
The birds were going to bed in the china­
berry trees. They could hear the frogs 
chanting on the bayou bank.

“I know,” said Toinette, snuggled 
against Basile in the circle of his arm. 
“But when it is cold they go to Cali­
fornia. Besides, when I get rich you



will come and be with me. We will both 
live there.”

Basile sat up with a suddenness that 
made Toinette sit up too. “I told you 
you would forget the house!” he said. 
“Besides, I would not live in that place. 
I would not live anywhere but on the 
Bayou Teche. I would not even go 
there.”

He settled back in his chair, drew 
Toinette back with his arm to settle too. 
His voice was lower when he said, “ I 
have my own job to think of. We both 
know that ’Sieur Clopard will make me 
head clerk when Rene Blesse moves to 
St. Martinsville. I can take care of you. 
So say no more.”

'T'OINETTE said no more. Except to
Melisse. Melisse, who lived on a plan­

tation, came to town when Evangeline 
was shown in Bon Desir. She stayed all 
night with Toinette. Toinette, Basile, 
and Melisse went to the picture to­
gether. No, the picture did not do 
justice to Melisse. But Toinette— It was 
funny about Toinette. She was all right. 
When she smiled you wanted to smile, 
too.

Toinette felt queer, seeing herself in 

the picture. She and Melisse conferred 
in whispers on the couch in the parlor 
where Melisse was to sleep. Before she 
went to bed Toinette said she wasn’t 
going to say any more to Basile about it.

Basile was not well for a few days 
after that, though he went to work as 
usual. One evening at the end of the 
week, when he and Toinette were sitting 
behind the vines, he said to her, holding 
her small, brown hand in both of his, 
“Funny how you always take an interest 
in me, yes, Toinette?”

“Funny, Basile?”
“Yes. Funny how you learn to cook 

for me and sweep and clean. Funny 
how you think I will be head clerk and 
watch for Rene Blesse to go. I take an 
interest in you, too. It is not going to be 
so selfish an interest after this. For one 
thing, I believe Tyler Keets meant what 
he said to you. I believe it since I saw 
the picture. You have a right to go to 
New Yawk, Toinette. Me, I will not 
stand in your way.”

“Basile!”
“ It may be you will be a great actress 

like the lady who played Evangeline. 
They make so much money in one year 
that you and I could not carry it. It 

may be you will forget—not only the 
house, but me. . . . Wait. Let me 
finish. Even so, it is right for you to go. 
Only, if you can—if you can remember, 
please do. Please remember how happy 
we have been together—till this came.”

“Till this came!” cried Toinette. 
“We are happy still!”

“I don’t mean this alone, Tainette. 
Rene Blesse is gone, and Jea» Fagot is 
head clerk. Jean Fagot, who was below 
me, is put over me in Rene’s place. I am 
a failure, Toinette. Why should you not 
go and make your own place?”

'T'OINETTE was leaning over him, her 
arms about him.

“You are no failure, Basile, my heart. 
There is some mistake. Why do you not 
talk to ’Sieur Clopard?”

“’Sieur Clopard is at home. He is not 
well and will see no one.”

“Do not care. Do not care.” The 
brown hands pressed his face against 
her breast. “ You say you will not come 
to me. I will come to you—often.”

“Yes, Toinette—I will come. I did 
not mean that. I will come to see you.”

“We will come to see each other,” 
said Toinette. "They ride in airplanes,



those people.” She made her eyes big in 
the dark. "Think of that, Rasile! We 
will ride back and forth in an airplane.”

HE. LAUGHED at that, patting her 
x hand. She burrowed against him.

“ Basile, come now. I have my big check 
from Mr. Keets. Come with me now.”

“No, Toinette. How can I leave? 
Jean Fagot, though he is head clerk, 
may do some crazy thing while ’Sieur 
Clopard is ill. Besides, you must have 
clothes. The clothes your mother gave 
you to be married with are most gone. 
We have put all our money into the 
house.”

"I don’t need clothes,” Toinette 
assured him. “In the pictures they 
always dress like somebody else—the 
way the leading lady dressed like Evan­
geline.”

“She did not dress like Evangeline 
when she rode away on the train,” re­
plied the astute Basile.

Toinette remembered. Remembered 
the leading lady waving from the train 
platform to all Bon Desir, gathered to 
watch her go. Remembered the dark­
blue dress with its red vest, the blue hat 
with the red feather. . . . Perhaps 

Momselle Dearie could copy that dress, 
that hat. Momselle Dearie was clever....

The night before she was to leave, 
Toinette sat on the porch behind the 
vines with Basile the way they always 
sat. The moon was bigger now, and 
slower about going to bed. Toinette’s 
small, brown hand was between Basile’s 
big ones.

“When I get to New Yawk, I will go 
straight to Mr. Keets,” said Toinette.

“But the hotel-for-just-ladies first,” 
reminded Basile. “The one the travel­
ing man told me about. And remember, 
if there should be any trouble about 
money—if Mr. Keets should fail to pay 
you, or something, you let me know, and 
I will send money to you. I can sell the 
house any time.”

“Sell the house, Basile!”
"But yes. There is something that 

frightens me, Toinette. Fred Pictou 
told me only yesterday about a girl in 
New Orl’ns who went to New Yawk to 
find work, and she could not find it. Now 
she is on the streets. A nice girl. He 
knew her himself.”

Toinette laughed. “My poor Basile! 
But she had no work when she went 
there. And there has never been any

Basile had made coffee. He 
brought it to her, eggs and pan­
cakes and the dark cane sirup 

that she loved

trouble about Mr. Keets’ checks. We 
all got our checks right away.”

“Toinette, my heart, do not go! It 
is right that you should, but I am afraid. 
From all I can hear, the world is full of 
wolves ready to eat you. From all I can 
hear, no one remembers after they go 
away. It is right—but I can’t let you. 
Do not go, Toinette!”

But Basile did not say this out loud 
He knew that if he did Toinette would 
stay. And he didn’t want her to stay 
when she wanted to go. What he said 
was: “Anyhow, promise you will let me 
know if you need money.”

Toinette promised.

T> ASILE carried Toinette’s bags to the 
■* “’ station next morning—big, funny 
Cajun bags made out of canvas.

All Bon Desir was gathered at the 
station again, waving to her. All Bon 
Desir would have told you that Toinette 
looked very grand.

“PoorBasile!” (Continued on page 148)



“Tonic for the Soul1’
Pettiness, meanness, and vanity that rob life of its joy are washed 
away in the luminous tides of the moon’s glory. Something of the 
mysterious power of moonlight to enrich the human heart is portrayed 
in this painting, “Guarding the Herd,” by Frank Tenney Johnson



Have you felt the 
mysterious spell 

of its beams?

By Archibald 
Rutledge

ILLUSTRATED BY
F. TENHET JOHNSON

I
 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. I had a sense of being in 
another world. Suddenly 1 was aware 
that my comrades had paused behind 
me and were ejaculating softly among 
themselves. Turning, I 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

in me

Moonlight
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. I never see the moon on a calm, 
silver-pageanted night without recalling 
how it once affected this childhood play­
mate of mine. It was after she had lost 
her only child and her husband, who had 
been her faithful lover.

“T DID not believe,” she told me one 
evening as we sat on her porch to­

gether watching the risen moon, “that I 
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 J im built for me over 
the salt tide.

“One dark evening I 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. I was all alone; not only phys­
ically, but in spirit. I 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 my loved ones were. . . . 
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, I 
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’ I done see 
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. I 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.

TNTO my heart came peace, and the 
x 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 12})



By PHYLLIS DUGANNE

ILLUSTRATED 

BY 

RICO 

TOMASO

giving up a career which 
promised to overshadow 
anything he had seen in 
forty years of finance.

window—the successful Captain of Industry portrayed be- There was no personal
loss to him, nor, for all

Millions 
for Tribute

What happened to the great ambition 
of a budding j\fiipoleon of finance

T
HE two men had become silent, motionless, as 
though they were posed in a tableau of American 
Business. The huge head and broad shoulders of 
Alan T. Cogswell were silhouetted against the 

fore a background of lower Manhattan, with skyscrapers 
straining upward toward the traffic of the air, firmly rooted 
amid the traffic of the land, looking outward, through 
myriad windows, upon the ever-triumphal traffic of the seas.

“ I can’t understand you, Bill,” repeated Alan T. Cogs­
well.

In the chair before the massive walnut desk, Bill Fenwick 
stirred slightly and grinned. He was the least bit em­
barrassed by what he had just done.

“ I tell you I’m lazy, sir. I just don’t want to work any 
more.”

“Lazy!” The older man’s fist crashed down upon his 
desk. “Crazy, you mean!” There were perhaps half a dozen 
men in America who would have refused the offer he had 
just made Bill Fenwick. A partnership with Alan T. 
Cogswell! “ There’s not a man in the country with the future 
you have before you! Three years out of college and—” 
He paused, incapable of going on.

“ But only a lazy man would have done it, sir,” said Bill 
mildly. “Since I didn’t inherit any income to loaf on, I had 
to earn it. If I’d been less lazy, I suppose I shouldn’t have 
earned it so quickly. Laziness is a force like anything else. 
And now, thanks to it, at twenty-seven I can look forward to 
some fifty years of life unsmirched by a moment’s honest 
labor. My tastes are simple, sir.”

“ Poppycock!” said Cogswell flatly. His eyes, beneath 
fierce brows, looked at the young man belligerently. It 
should have meant nothing to him that Bill Fenwick was 

his reputation to the con­
trary, would Alan Cogswell have cared had there been. He 
regarded money much as a big-game hunter contemplates 
his bag. “Someone must have dropped you on your head 
when you were a baby!” he growled.

Bill’s grin broadened. He was a good-looking young man, 
with a mop of curly hair and a deceptive air of docility. 
“My idea of heaven,” he said, “is to go up to Torrington, 
get a bunch of dogs and horses, and live out the rest of my 
life. There’s nothing else.”

“Travel?” interrupted the older man.
“ I have enough for that. I like knocking about on tramp 

steamers, and my legs are excellent.”

/'^'OGSWELL’S eyes narrowed. “What about women? 
Marriage?”

Bill laughed lightly. “Women are swell in their place, sir, 
but I’ve yet to be convinced that their place is in my home.” 

"Children?” snapped Cogswell. He was like a doctor, 
seeking out some sensitive spot.

“ I’m a delightful uncle,” said Bill Fenwick modestly.
The spring sky beyond the window was darkening with 

the approach of a spring rainstorm, and Bill watched it 
wistfully. The country needed rain. . . .

Cogswell sighed. “There’s not a man in a generation bom 
with your mixture of executive ability and financial genius, 
my boy! It’ll be a big relief to the Street when they hear



■DILL FENWICK whis- 
tied, as he dropped some 

twenty stories in the black-

Bill started. Good lord, the girl was 
mad as a March hare! Or delirious! 
Her cheeks were flaming, glistening 

with the rain

and-gold elevator and “Dolly Martin. I live at seven Elm Street.”

that you’re getting out.” 
The rain commenced to 

fall, swift and fierce with 
the surging exuberance of 
things in springtime. Bill 
Fenwick rose.

“ I left the top down on 
the roadster, sir—ought to 
know better in April. 
Come up for the week-end 
soon and fish.” He held 
out his hand and Cogs­
well gripped it emotion­
ally.

emerged into the darkened 
canyon of the street. He 
was through forever, free!'
The rain was drenching his 
small car and he worked 
swiftly. Vaguely he noticed a girl, standing on the opposite 
corner, in the rain. He shrugged, wiped off the wet leather 
of the seat, dried the windshield, and started the motor. Then 
he glanced over his shoulder, across the flooded street.

She was standing in the same place, a slender girl in a 
dark suit and a close-fitting hat. Bill’s eyes narrowed. The 
girl was kicking forward one small foot in the funny gesture 
of an impatient child; then, she kicked the other, and, in­
credibly, she appeared to be singing to herself, swinging first 
one leg and then the other, in time to her own music.

With a frown for his own curiosity, Bill snapped the 
engine switch and stepped out into the torrent. Could she 
be drunk?

As he drew nearer, he saw that she was an exceedingly 
pretty girl, with delicate features that made him abandon 
that unchivalrous thought.

“I beg your pardon,” he addressed her. “Could I be of 
any assistance?” He felt rather a fool. It was fantastic, like 
something out of a nightmare—himself, standing so formally 
polite in a driving rain before a pretty young woman who 

was swinging her feet back and forth over a wet 
gutter like a child of six.

Her blue eyes looked calmly into his face. “ I 
don’t know you,” she said, in the quiet voice of a 
well-bred little girl. “My Nana told me never to 
talk to people I don’t know.”

"DILL started. Good lord, the girl was mad as a
March hare! Or delirious! Her cheeks were 

flaming, glistening with the rain.
“Your Nana wouldn’t mind me,” he took charge 

confidently. “ What are you doing here?”
“Waiting for my Nana. She told me to wait 

right here.”
“But she wouldn’t want you to wait in the rain!” 

A delightful uncle, he had told Cogswell, and it was 
a delightful uncle that he was being now. “My 
goodness, you’ll get chills and fever! Let me feel!” 
He winced at the burning heat of her forehead, 
where the reddish-brown hair clung in wet ringlets 
beneath the small hat. “See that car over there?” 
he asked her. “We’ll go sit in it until your Nana 
comes.”

She shook her head stubbornly.
“What’s your name?” asked Bill.

Bill took her hand. “I’m going to take you home, 
Dolly,” he said firmly.

She was suddenly listless; when he tucked the
rug about her, she leaned back and stared vaguely 
before her, with eyes luminous with fever and scarlet

lips parted. There was something tremendously appealing 
about her helplessness and faith, and Bill Fenwick found 
himself wishingthathecould driveher straight home with him 
to Torrington. She was so very pretty! He had forgotten 
what he so recently told Alan T. Cogswell, that no woman’s 
place was in his home.

AT THE hospital to which he took her, she went quietly with 
the nurse, a puzzled but docile child, and in the doctor’s 

office Bill searched her hand bag. Powder and lipstick seemed 
oddly adult things for her to have. A letter, addressed to 
Miss Dorothy Martin, in East Seventeenth Street, and in a 
small leather case, business cards. Dorothy Martin—Wom­
en’s Investments—Curtis National Bank. That child!

He reached for the telephone. He would talk with Blake­
man, the vice president, direct.

“Bill Fenwick speaking. Listen, Blakeman, I’ve just 
brought a girl to the Park Hospital. I think she’s an 
employee of yours. Name’s Dorothy Martin. She—” He 
stared at the telephone.



“Be right over!” the vice president 
had shouted before he dropped the 
receiver.

“Hmm,” said Bill to himself.
Harvey Blakeman was agitated. “She’s 

been overworking,” he told Bill and the 
doctor. “ Darn clever girl, Miss Martin. 
In charge of our women investors. Sup­
ports a kid brother and sister. I’ve been 
trying to get her to take a vacation—”

The vice president’s interest, reflected 
Bill, seemed stronger than that of pure 
business, and while Bill’s own should 
rightly have been less even than that, he 
found that he resented Blakeman. 
Never had liked the bird, anyway. . . .

The doctor interrupted them: “She’ll 
be all right after she’s had some sleep. 
Nervous breakdown. Not uncommon, 
that return to childhood. Form of es­
cape. Overwork and worry. She’ll have 
to rest for a couple of months—”

Bill telephoned to the farm that he 
wouldn’t be out that night. He couldn’t 
very well go, now. After dinner he re­
turned to the hospital. The doctor was 
busy and the nurse assumed that he was 
an old friend.

“You can see her for a few minutes. 
She’s been awake about half an hour.”

HE WAS oddly excited as he tiptoed 
into her room.

From the white bed, Dorothy Mar­
tin’s blue eyes regarded him; deeply blue 
they were, in the small, pale oval of her 
face above the blank white of her hospi­
tal nightgown—an intelligent, sensitive 
face, with a curved mouth that was 
somehow skeptical.

“You’re the man who brought me 
here?” she asked. “You were very 
kind.” She held out a slender hand. She 
was quite composed, apparently, but 

her fingers shook against his palm.
“You’re feeling better?” he asked 

awkwardly.
“Oh, I’m all right now!” She was like 

an elder sister to the child with whom 
he had talked that afternoon.

“Of course you’ll be all right,” said 
Bill. “Two or three months of rest—”

Her swift smile interrupted him. “I 
expect to rest,” she answered lightly, “in 
heaven—though I’m not counting on it!”

Bill scowled. The nurse came in with 
his flowers, and Dorothy Martin’s eyes 
lighted, first with pleasure, then amuse­
ment, as she thanked him. Bill couldn’t 
know that she was figuring how many 
pairs of wool socks she could have 
bought young Tony with the price of 
that perishable fragrance, but he didn’t 
like her smile.

“Look here,” he said, “if there’s any­
thing 1 can do—see your family, or—”



Her face clouded. “ I think my house­
keeper can carry on for a few days. If 
you’d care to look in on them—they’re 
nice kids—”

The nurse was lifting her eyebrows 
significantly and Bill nodded.

“I’d like to,” he said. “Please call on 
me for anything.”

He didn’t know why he wanted so 
much to do something for her, but the 
thought of going up to the farm, now, 
never entered his head.

In the morning he called at Dorothy 
Martin’s apartment—graciously propor­
tioned rooms in an old house on Stuy- 
vesantSquare. Immigrantchildren 
swarmed all over the park and their 
voices drifted in shrilly. There was ex­
quisite taste, in furniture and ornament, 
but it was scarcely the place to rest from 
a nervous breakdown.

The children, Tony, thirteen, and 

Kay, fifteen, accepted him easily and 
bombarded him with questions. They 
didn’t see why the doctor wouldn’t let 
them see Dolly, but Bill, regarding their 
rather terrifying vigor, did.

“Want to go to a matinee with me?” 
he asked them. “ We’ll have lunch—oh, 
at the Casino. And then—”

He really was an excellent uncle.

The doctor wanted to see him, the 
x nurse said that evening. The doctor 

looked severe.
“She’s got to rest!” he shouted at Bill. 

“She says she can’t. I tell you she can’t 
not rest! She’s completely exhausted, 
and just because the little fool has one of 
those iron wills, she thinks she can make 
her physical condition submit to it. 
She’ll collapse, I tell you!” His bright 
eyes snapped at Bill as though that 
young man were in some way to blame.

Until Bill saw Dolly Martin 
sitting on the beach beneath an 
enormous sun umbrella the 
thought of falling in love with 
her had not occurred to him

People, reflected Bill Fenwick, seemed to 
take a great interest in Dorothy Mar­
tin very easily. “Can you do anything 
with her?”

Bill blinked. “I can try,” he mur­
mured.

In Miss Martin’s room, he tried first 
to look at her sternly. “ See here, young 
woman,” he said, “you have to obey doc­
tor’s orders. Unless you want to be back 
here in a month, a whole lot sicker than 
you are now, you’ve got to rest!”

Miss Martin smiled indulgently. “I 
might cruise the south seas on my yacht,” 
she murmured, and then suddenly the 
bright light dimmed and she sighed. 
“Oh, don’t be silly,” she pleaded. “I’m 
really frightfully (Continued on page 120)



Where It All Begins
AT LUNCH one day I sat beside a 

2 k famous criminologist. He talked of 
crime, of its causes and cures.

“Everybody knows,” he told me, 
“that the criminal of today is a child 
compared with the criminal of a genera­
tion ago. Boy bandits. Boy gangsters. 
Boy burglars. Always boys. But why? 
That’s the problem. Some say it’s the 
search for new thrills that leads them 
into it. Others blame early environment, 
faulty social conditions. But I don’t 
think any of us have yet hit the nail on 
the head. If we had, our reforms would 
show better results than they do.”

Not long afterwards the mail brought 
to my desk the surprising document pub­
lished on these pages. Joe Russell at 
twenty-four is facing fifty-five years in 
the Ohio State Penitentiary, not because 
he craved thrills nor because of improper 
home influences. He is there because of a 
pathetically misdirected desire to show 
off. His story might be that of any 
young animal. And more—changed ever 
so little, it might be the story of any 
normal boy. It seems to me to do what 
my criminologist said had never been 
done. It hits the nail on the head.

An overwhelming desire to show off, 
to be considered a good fellow, to loom 

important in the eyes of comrades, is a 
normal quality of youth. The same urge 
that made this boy a “one-man crime 
wave” has made football stars, aviators, 
and motion picture stars of others. Joe 
Russell wanted to attract attention. And 
he went at it in the wrong way.

Warden P. E. Thomas, of the Ohio 
Penitentiary, read his article and then 
used a single phrase: “Second-growth 
ash.”

“When I was a young man,” he 
elaborated, “we used second-growth ash 
for wagon wheels because it was so tough. 
Lads such as Russell and most of the 
other young criminals of today are sec­
ond-growth ash, second generation. Their 
parents are honest, hard-working people 
who came to this country from Europe, 
found jobs, built homes for their families. 
Their children become ashamed of the 
old folks for their uncertain English, 
their foreign ways. The home loses its 
hold on them, and the neighborhood 
gangster or hoodlum, with his glib 
bragging, his flashy American clothes, 
preys on the youthful desire to show 
off.”

Today, if you can accept his article at 
its face value, this boy is done with 
crime, done with it forever. After the 

receipt of his manuscript, we sent a 
member of The American Magazine 
staff to the penitentiary at Columbus, 
Ohio, to talk with Russell, with a view to 
determining whether he was sincere in 
his desire for reformation. It was the 
opinion of this investigator, supported 
by Warden Thomas and members of the 
prison staff, that the young man is 
honest. But he still wants to show off, 
to stand out, to make himself important 
in the eyes of his associates. He threw 
himself into the work of the prison band, 
eventually becoming a soloist. Why? 
That he might stand apart from his fel­
lows. He is trying to learn to write, 
probably because in the prison com­
munity which gave O. Henry to the 
world, a writer traditionally is a person­
age. Exactly the same motive that 
made Russell “the terror of Cleveland 
shopkeepers” may make him a skilled 
writer or musician. Is it not possible 
that my criminologist friend might find 
something valuable in a study of this 
youthful desire to attract attention? 
Certainly I, as the father of a young boy 
possessed of an adolescent desire to 
“show off,” found some hints about 
guidance in it.

—The Editor.



“ I always wanted to 
splurge, to make a big 
impression on the other 
kids of the neighbor­

hood’’

By JOSEPH RUSSELL

Joseph Russell

W
HEN the judge pronounced 
my sentence, adding sternly, 
“You have no one to 
blame but yourself,” he 
spoke the truth.

I liked sporty cars, liked flashy clothes, 
liked to be known as a “swell fellow” 
who would give the shirt off his back for 
the asking. And I was proud of the fact 
that I never turned down a dare.

“Bet you can’t swipe that car, Joe.” 
“Can’t I? Watch me.”
It started when I was thirteen. It 

ended—that phase of my career, at 
least—when I was twenty-one. The 
real end may not come until I’m past 
seventy. For I have fifty-five years to 
serve, fifty-five years to serve the state 
of Ohio behind these walls. A rather 
drastic penalty, isn’t it, for a few years 
of wrong thinking? But it’s not as bad 
as it sounds. I’m learning things here in 
prison that I did not have the sense to 
learn outside. I’m making something of 
myself finally, in spite of my bad start.

Often, sitting here in my cell, waiting, 

waiting for the years to pass, I’ve won­
dered why I never stopped to think 
while I had the chance. There were 
many opportunities. Why didn’t I ever 
take one of them? Why? But the an­
swer isn’t hard, after all. I just didn’t 
know how. I was too anxious to make 
an impression on the other fellows.

Don’t think my parents didn’t try to 
save me. Believe me, they tried hard 
from the very start. But it didn’t do any 
good. I ignored them until it was too 
late, until my father had died of a broken 
heart and the doors of the penitentiary 
were locked behind me. I thought I was 
too smart to listen to my parents. I 
thought I knew my stuff.

ILLUSTRATED BY 
VICTOR C. 
ALDERSON.

No one else in our family has 
ever been a criminal. So it 
wasn’t heritage that made me 
a convict. My four brothers 
and two sisters are all honest, 
conscientious citizens. My fa­
ther worked hard all his life. 
He was a mason contractor 
who came to Cleveland, Ohio, 
from Italy as a young man. 
He had far greater handicaps 
than I have ever had, and he 
overcame them. He made a 
comfortable living for his fam­
ily, gave us everything we 
could reasonably want.

The trouble was that I 
didn’t know how to be reason­
able. I always wanted to 
splurge, to make a big impres­
sion on the other kids in the 
neighborhood.

'“THAT first time I got into 
trouble was typical of all my 

scrapes. Several other fellows 
in our crowd had bicycles, so I 
had to have one, too. Father 

would have bought it 
for me, I’m sure, if I’d 
given him a chance. 
But it would have 
taken time, and the 
bicycle he would have 
picked out would not 
have had all the elabo­
rate trimmings I de­
sired. It would have 
been a good bicycle, but 
a plain one. So when I 
saw the kind I wanted 
I casually stole it.

The police caught 
me. I was only thir­
teen but I already had
an unpleasant record— 
up for truancy several
times, accused of petty

thefts at school and in the neighborhood 
—so I was sent away to industrial 
school. There I met boys older, more 
worldly-wise, than myself.

“ You stole a bicycle?” They laughed 
at me. “You’re just a piker, kid. Me, I 
lifted a car.”

When I came out, the family hoped 
I’d been taught a lesson. To make 
doubly sure, Father and Mother both 
gave me a long talking-to. But it didn’t 
do any good. Just as their previous 
attempts to keep me out of bad company 
hadn’t done me any good. I didn’t think 
they knew very jnuch. Their broken 
English, their Old-World ways compared 
unfavorably, in (Continued on page 102)



How to Annoy

hold a lot of 
us back.

By JAMES 
LAYFIELD

the BOSS
little habits

0 YOU attempt wise-cracking in the presence 
k of your boss and then wait for him to laugh? 
' Are you one of those strange creatures who 

have to be introduced to folks five or six times 
before you are able to recognize them—or willing to?
Do you affect a professional Southern accent? Are you 
a know-it-all? A giggler? Do you hold your fork back­
wards when cutting into a piece of beefsteak? Have you 
the furtive manners of a heavy stage villain? Do you 
wear vivid red neckties? Would your friends say that 
you’re a fine fellow, but just a little too happy-go- 
lucky? Does an inferiority complex keep you from 
asserting your true character? Does a superiority com­
plex brand you as being bumptious and conceited?

These are a few of the qualities in mortal man which 
the bosses of a million or so workers tabbed as little 
habitswith bigconsequences. The question I put to them 
was: “What are some of the minor characteristics which keep 
employees from moving ahead in the world?” The surprising 
phase of the answers I received was the fact that bosses are 
so sensitive toward idiosyncrasies which one might think are 
too trivial to have any bearing on success or failure. In other 
words, you would be astonished to learn exactly how much 
your boss knows about you—how violently he may be swayed 
for or against you by the repeated exhibition of some trait of 
which you may not even be aware.

“We have a man in a fairly responsible position who has an 
unfortunate way of looking at you as though he doubted 
every word you said,” one boss told me. “ It’s what we call 
that fishy expression. Every time I speak to him I get the im­
pression he thinks I’m a liar. What can I do about it? It’s 
entirely too delicate a matter for me to make any open refer­
ence to it. Yet sometimes I am almost goaded to frenzy by 
it. If my conscience permitted I suppose I’d fire him and thus 
preserve my peace of mind, but that would be unfair. My 
only recourse is to keep him out of my sight as much as pos­
sible. And that, you must admit, is not helpful to him.”

I discussed the subject with employers of many different 
kinds of labor, from white-collar workers to men in jumpers, 
from college men and women just embarking on their careers 
to under executives who had presumably reached the highest 

pegs they would ever attain. At the offices of a great railroad 
system they steered me to the chief operations superintendent, 
whose hobby it is to study the strange and mysterious influ­
ence which the trivial side of our daily grind has on our careers.

“LEI me tell you about Gleason, the chief train dispatcher at 
■* “' our terminal,” he said. “Gleason quit college to come to us 

as a raw recruit. He was ambitious. He hit the line hard from 
the moment he started with us. His college training, as far as 
it had gone, had been strictly of an academic nature. But it 
was the technical side which appealed to him—and up to that 
moment he knew as much about it as the average high-school 
girl does. Now take a peek at what happened.”

We did. Gleason became a keen student of electrical equip­
ment. His job was only clerical then, but in his spare time he 
put on overalls and crawled under the cars to see how things 
were built and operated.

“Say,” he said to his superior after four months of hard 
application, “can’t you put me in line for train dispatching? 
I’ve got a pretty good hang of how the wheels go ’round.”

Sure, they could—and did. Gleason moved on to assistant 
train dispatcher and eventually landed as chief. And in a 
much shorter time than most of his predecessors had done.

“From the standpoint of a man having a thoroughgoing



knowledge of his work I couldn’t have asked for a finer crafts­
man than Gleason,” the superintendent continued. “He 
knew everything there was to know about his job. He had a 
snappy up-and-doing manner, a lively sparkle to his eye, and 
a ready way of answering questions that would delight the 
most exacting boss. But there was just one flaw. Gleason 
didn’t have a good working appreciation of his fellow men. He 
knew so much more than they did that he just couldn’t 
understand why they ever slipped on the job. Gleason had 
become a machine—the human factor was missing

“ Now and then something would go wrong, and a conductor 
or engineman or somebody else would be called on the carpet. 
Gleason's way of handling these cases was to look his offending 
subordinate in the eye and fire questions at him with machine­
gun speed. They were good questions and always to the 
point. Men recognized that, and if it hadn’t been for a tri­
fling circumstance Gleason might have gone on with his rugged 
methods without disturbing his own ambition to move ahead.”

“You’re coming now,” I interrupted, “to the trifling ec-
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centricity which assumed important di­
mensions in Gleason’s case?”

“Yes. Gleason had an awful habit of 
screwing up the right side of his mouth 
and looking at his subordinates as though 
he would enjoy nothing more than biting 
’em on the ear. It was offensive. It said 
to the person he addressed, ‘Why don’t 
you get some brains in that noddle of 
yours? Why don’t you try to be as good 
as I am?’

‘ ‘ EC AUSE Gleason was a square shooter 
and knew his business, men would 

stand a lot from him, but they wouldn’t 
stand for that screwed-up mouth. When 
they complained to me I realized that 
Gleason’s habit might ruin an otherwise 
promising career. You simply cannot get 
the best out of men by giving them the 
impression you think they are a bunch 
of half-wits.

“I called him to my office. ‘Listen, 
boy,’ I told him, ‘when you smile your 
whole countenance lights up. That smile 
is worth a lot of money to you if you’ll 
treat it right. Give it a little exercise now 
and then. When you have something with 
a sting to it to say to folks, say it with a 
smile. You’ll be surprised how human 
beings can take punishment—and like it 
—if it’s administered with a smile.’

“Well, Gleason, sensible chap that he 
is, swapped one screwed-up, scowling face 
for one smiling countenance and got rid 
of—did you call it a pebble?—yes, of a 
pebble that was assuming Gibraltarian 
proportions. Two local chairmen of the 
unions cameto me later just to let me know 
how well he’s liked by the men under him. 
Gleason's assistant superintendent now— 
and going up.”

In the office of a large industrial organi­
zation employing thousands of workers I 
came across the enlightening experience 
of a man who molded his own behavior 

largely by precepts of great men. He is one of the lesser ex­
ecutives, a studious sort of chap, competent and likable. 
Most of his spare moments he spends in reading the biogra­
phies of men who have made history. But he is so carried 
away by the achievements of his heroes that he tries to make 
their logic and methods fit into the everyday routine of his own 
organization.

A LEXANDER THE GREAT, Napoleon, and Washington 
are his special idols of earlier history; Woodrow Wilson, 

Theodore Roosevelt, and Calvin Coolidge, of modern times.
One day at a conference of executives the keen competition 
of a rival corporation was discussed. Each of the conferees was 
given an opportunity to have his say. When it came this man’s 
turn he went majestically into quotations from his biograph­
ical pets, citing how each might have acted if confronted 
with a similar problem. The analogy provoked no enthusiasm.

After the meeting the chairman of the board called the 
senior vice president to his office.



“ I was interested,” he said, “in what 
the historically minded gentleman had 
to say. His name is—er—”

“Andrews.”
“Ah, yes, Andrews. I 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. I mean Mr. Coolidge, 

the great paragon of silence.”
Andrews, 1 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. I 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 1 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.

AN ANNOYING trait of character 
2 k 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- 
yunish, 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? 1 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’ 1 am going to rear up on my 
hind legs and fire her some day, but I’m 
afraid I will. It’s the constant repetition 
of it that gets under my skin. The fault 
is all mine. I 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 

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, I forgot to mention that,” 
Jefferson replied. “The chief actuary 
sent it to me with a memorandum that 
his department had worked it out after 
three 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. It is a pretty 
well established axiom of the business 
world, I take it, that real brains adver­
tise themselves.

C IDE by side with the ubiquitous flaw- 
picker stands the professional dis- 

agreer. I 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 the loudest 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 
comer 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 I pause sometimes to 
watch her banging the keys of her type­
writer I 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 thedraft- 
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 I had with men who 
are responsible, collectively, for the em­



ployment of more than a million persons:
“I had the foreman of one of our 

shops on the carpet for some minor 
breach or other,” one of these men told 
me. “ When he entered this office he sat 
down without removing his hat. Of 
course, any man who has brains enough 
to be a shop foreman should have real' 
ized that he was committing an act of 
discourtesy. But I happened to know 
that he had been in the United States 
only a few years, having come from 
Czechoslovakia, and I wasn’t sure that 
he knew he was overlooking an Ameri­
can amenity.”

My corporation friend paused for a 
hearty laugh. “ Say, this is rich,” he said.

“What?” 1 asked.
“Why, I got as mad as a wet hen at 

him. Look here and you’ll see the rea­
son.” He rubbed the top of his bald 
head. “No hair there, you see. Well, 
when I was a kid my father used to tell 
me that people got bald because they 
kept their hats on indoors. Now, when­
ever I see a fellow wearing his hat 
indoors it reminds me that I’m as bald 
as a billiard ball, and that makes me 
mad. So the foreman got a much 
rougher deal from me than he would 
have if he had had the sense to avoid 
conveying that reminder to me. Yes, 
yes, I’ll admit it wasn’t exactly fair and 
all that, but what are you going to do 
about it?”

w™ hasn’t met the person who 
v * gets all hot and bothered about a 

half-baked idea? Certainly the officials 
who form the contact between the ad­
ministrative and working branches of 
corporations meet plenty of that ilk. 
Smith, the new man, thinks he sees some­
thing which for years has been escaping 
the attention of everybody, and he 
rushes to his boss with it. If he had 
stopped to reason it out he might have 
seen the imperfections, but in the first 
flush of jubilance at his own cleverness 
he thinks only of getting his idea to the 
chief at the highest speed. People seem 
to think that ideas wear out unless they 
are handed to the employer red hot.

The half-baked-idea man is such a 
source of annoyance that his misguided 
enthusiasm often actually militates 
against his advancement; yet there are 
some employers who make it a point 
to discourage nobody who generates 
thoughts. Such a man is the president of 
the Southern subsidiary of one of our im­
mense national industrial corporations. 
Jackson, the Florida superintendent, 
was one of the coterie who appeared 
regularly at his office to offer suggestions 
which could be punched full of holes on 
careful analysis. But Jackson was an 
imaginative man, and the president 
never thought of letting this habit stand 
in his superintendent’s way.

One day Jackson sent off a hot wire 
to headquarters that he was on his way 
to lay a “humdinger” of an idea before 
the president. When, later, in person,
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he explained his startling discovery to 
his patient superior, the president saw 
at once that it wouldn’t hold water. 
But he did not tell the superintendent 
that.

“Very, very interesting, Mr. Jack- 
son,” was his sage comment. “I cer­
tainly want to talk to you further about 
this. Now, the next time you’re in this 
neighborhood, be sure to come in and 
we’ll thresh out the details.”

When Jackson had gone on his way 
the chief called his assistant and ex­
plained what had happened.

“Jackson will be back in a week or so, 
depend on it,” he continued. “Now, 
when he comes in, you meet him and 
explain to him diplomatically that he’s 
on the wrong scent. But be careful not 
to offend him.”

Jackson was back on schedule. After 
his enlightening talk with the assistant 
he was ushered into the president’s office. 
Toward the close of the conversation 
his chief said:

“By the way, Jackson, when you 
were here last time you had a very in­
teresting suggestion. Have you thought 
anything further about it?”

"Yes, I have,” he acknowledged 
promptly, “but since that time I’ve 
concluded that the idea wasn’t as good 
as I thought.”

“Don’t let that discourage you. It’s 
always a good sign when a man is think­
ing about the interests of the company 
he works for. Keep at it—perhaps you 
won’t encounter the same trouble with 
the next idea that comes to you.”

The technic observed by this astute 
organization head is obvious. Two years 
later the persistent Jackson, responding 
to this subtle encouragement, delivered 
an idea which did stand the acid test. 
Today he is one of the principal officers 
of the Southern subsidiary. And the 
tactics of his chief, since revealed to 
him, have become his own.

pRIMA DONNAS, lone wolves, blus- 
x terers, rattlebrains, grouches, and bad 
mixers occupy front rank among workers 
who permit traits of character to block 
their road to success. An official of a 
company which employs sixty thousand 
persons said to me:

“It is not the sinister fellow or the 
blusterer who annoys me so much as the 
rattlebrain. There is a man in our em­
ploy who has risen to a fairly responsible 
position through sheer ability, and yet 
he’s one of the deepest-dyed rattlebrains 
I have to deal with. When he comes 
into the office to tell me anything, no 
matter how simple it may be, he is al­
ways in the greatest ferment of excite­
ment. He talks so fast that he stutters 
and becomes incoherent. He won’t let 
me interrupt him to ask a question. He 
explains and explains endlessly.

“What is the effect? Why, it’s simply 
this—that I can’t help feeling he under­
rates my ability to understand the sub­
ject he is trying (Continuedon page 154)



"Buy a DOG, Lady?”
Miss Caverton did not really want a dog

—but she got one just the same

By ELLIS PARKER BUTLER

M
ISS CAVERTON was sitting 
on her porch enjoying the 
April sun when the small 
boy who was leading the dog 
hesitated at her front gate. The boy 

looked at Miss Caverton, decided she 
was not a snappish woman, and opened 
the gate.

“Come on, Tag,” he said to the dog, 
but the dog did not need the command. 
He pushed through the gateway ahead 
of the boy, pulling at the thin rope so 
that the boy had to hold back. At the 
foot of the steps the dog stood and looked 
up at Miss Caverton, wagging his tail, 
and Miss Caverton put her book in her 

lap and leaned forward and looked down 
at the dog and the boy.

“Well, boy?” she asked.
“Do you want to buy a dog?” the 

boy asked in answer.
“I? Buy a dog?” exclaimed Miss 

Caverton, raising her eyebrows. “Oh, 
no! I don’t want to buy a dog.”

"He’s a good dog,” the boy said. “He 
ain’t a old dog; he’s a young dog— 
he’ll last a long time. He’ll eat anything 
—gobbidge or anything. If you don’t 
want to feed him you don’t have to— 
he’ll go and eat gobbidge. He can push 
lids off gobbidge cans with his nose. 
Would you—do you think you would 

take him if he didn’t cost you nothin’?”
“You mean you are offering me the 

dog for nothing, boy?” Miss Caverton 
asked. “Is that what you mean?”

"I’d ruther sell him,” the boy said, 
“but if you don’t want to buy him you 
can have him for nothin’. Only you’d 
got to say you’d keep him. His name’s 
Tag and you don’t have to feed him if 
you don’t want to; he’ll eat gobbidge. 
He’ll go and get his own gobbidge.”

“Is he your dog?” Miss Caverton 
asked, ignoring the garbage suggestion.

“Yes’m,” the boy said. “He’s my 
dog; I got him when he was a pup; his 
name’s Tag. He’s got a long tail on him



like a tagger. Well, if you don’t want 
a dog—”

“One minute, boy,” Miss Caverton 
said, as the boy turned away. The dog 
had climbed the steps and was sniffing 
Miss Caverton’s shoes, that being as 
far as he could stretch the taut rope. 
He was not an extra clean dog but he 
seemed a friendly one. “Tell me—why 
do you want to sell your dog?”

“The’s dog-catchers around,” the 
boy said, “and he ain’t got no license, 
and we ain’t got no money. It costs a 
dollar for a license and we ain’t got no 
dollar. If he ain’t got a license, the dog- 
catchers will get him, and they kill them. 
They put them in a box and kill them. 
I don’t want him to be killed.”

“ Vl^HERE do you live?” Miss Caver- 
vv ton asked.
The boy looked toward the street and 

down the street as if getting his direction 
right, and then pointed toward Miss 
Caverton herself.

“Over there,” he said. “Down by the 
creek over there. It ain’t a street; it’s 
by the creek. By the dump.”

“Oh!” said Miss Caverton. “I think 
1 know. What is your name, boy?”

“Kassack,” the boy said, or what

“I’d ruther sell him,” the boy 
said, “but if you don’t want to 
buy him you can have him for 

nothin’”

seemed like “Kassack” to Miss Caver­
ton; “Eddie Kassack.”

“Have you any brothers and sisters?”
“ Yes’m; I got four,” Eddie said. The 

dog had now pulled Eddie an inch or 
two nearer the bottom step and was 
sniffing Miss Caverton’s silk stockings 
with keen interest and wagging his tail 
in a way that showed he found them 
pleasing, and Miss Caverton put down 
her hand to ward his nose away. “Come 
’ere, you!” the boy said, jerking the rope 
and pulling the dog backward. Miss 
Caverton got out of her chair.

“ I won’t buy your dog, Edward,” she 
said, “but I think we can fix it all right 
about those dog-catchers. Will you 
wait here a minute?”

She went into the house and took a 
dollar bill from her purse, and when she 
came out she had this in her hand.

“Here, Eddie,” she said; “here is a 
dollar to get a license for your dog. Do 
you know how to get a license?”

“Yes’m, I guess so,” the boy said, and 
after a moment of embarrassed silence: 
“Thank you!” Then he pulled at the 

rope and said, “Come on, Tag!” and the 
dog, after a backward glance at Miss 
Caverton, followed him. Miss Caverton 
saw that after he had closed the gate, 
which he did most carefully, the boy 
gave a couple of hippety-hops of happi­
ness. A little smile of pleasure or amuse­
ment twitched the corners of Miss 
Caverton’s mouth.

'J'HE next morning Miss Caverton was 
doing her few breakfast dishes, and 

she was now wearing a neat wash dress 
and had a dust cap on her head, when 
someone rapped on the front door. 
There was an electric bell push on the 
doorpost but her caller did not use this. 
The tapping on the door was weak, and 
at first Miss Caverton was not sure any­
one was rapping, but the sound was re­
peated, and Miss Caverton went to the 
door. When she opened the door, the 
same boy and the same dog were stand­
ing there, and as if recognizing an old 
friend, the dog wagged his tail. The 
boy held fast to the dog’s rope.

“Oh! It is you!” Miss Caverton 
exclaimed.

"Yes’m,” the boy said. “I guessed 
I’d come back and ask you if you didn’t 
want to buy a dog.”



“But. I 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, 1 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.

X/TISS 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.”

“I 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 

you really don’t want to buy a dog—” 
“No; wait a minute,” Miss Caverton 

said.

QHE 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 
comer, 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 I 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 I have some work to do and 
you can finish eating and then I will 
explain to you how to bathe the dog.”

Coing 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.

X/flSS CAVERTON, when the boy 
■LV‘L 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! I 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.



“Gee! I never knowed he was so white where he's white!’’ Eddie exclaimed, as the true color of the dog began to appear

He whined a little and he shivered, but 
when Eddie rubbed him down he knew 
that this new form of wetness was not to 
last forever but was only a temporary 
affliction, and he barked at Miss Caver­
ton twice, and wagged his tail vehe­
mently.

“He’s really not a bad-looking dog 
when he’s clean,” Miss Caverton ad­
mitted. “And now, Eddie, I think you 
can tie him to the clothes-post in the 
yard. He’ll do very well there for the 
present. You can put those wet rags in 
that can. And here is the five dollars; 
I’ll pin it here in your pocket so you will 
not lose it.”

“You got to get a license for him,” 
Eddie reminded her. “The’s a tag comes 
to put on him, like it is a silver tag, and 
it’s got his number on it.”

“1’11 not forget,” said Miss Caverton. 
“ I’ll send for it today. And now I think
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you had better run home, Eddie, and 
any time you want to come and see 
your—dog, you may.”

“ Yes'm.”
“And, Eddie—”
“Yes’m?”

“TF YOU are ever hungry, Eddie, or 
there’s nothing to eat in your house, 

you must come and tell me. You’ll do 
that, won’t you? You’ll be sure to do 
that?”

“Yes’m, I will,” Eddie promised. He 
had tied the dog to the post now, and 
the dog looked up at him, the long, 
curved tail beating from side to side. It 
was new business to the dog but no 
doubt all right—it was probably the way 

things happened in dogs’ lives, being led 
to new places, sopped with water, wiped 
off, and tied to posts on green lawns. For 
part of a minute Eddie stood with his 
body against the dog, his hand on the 
clean hide.

“Well, I guess I’ll go now,” he said, 
and Miss Caverton said, “Wait; I’ll give 
you an apple,” and hurried into the 
house, coming out with two bright red 
ones; but giving the apples had not been 
her object—she wanted to leave the boy 
alone with the dog for that length of 
time, not knowing what a dog and a boy 
about to be parted might have to say to 
each other. But when she came out 
Eddie was quite a distance from the dog, 
standing by the corner of the house, and 
when Miss Caverton gave him the apples 
he jammed them into the pockets of his 
much too large trousers and turned and 
ran. • (Continued on page 86)



Two words that never lose their thrill 
for Bob Butterfield, the engineer who’s 
never late, but who believes in sav­
ing steam for the things that count

By JAMES R. CROWELL

A LITTLE gray man with pierc- 
ing blue eyes, whose calm- J % ness and power make you 
think of a sturdy old oak, 

holds the throttle of the massive steel 
thoroughbred in whose saddle three of us 
are riding. He is the pilot, the supreme 
autocrat of this living, breathing do­
main of forged metal; to his clearness of 
vision and steadiness of hand has been 
entrusted the safekeeping of more than 
a hundred souls. I am there by grace 
of good fortune, plus a valued scrap of 
paper from headquarters—an outsider, 
an interloper, an onlooker. The third 
of our group is Barney Ward, his fire­
man, who pulls with him in a perfect 
synchrony of unflinching nerves and un­
faltering judgment.

Bob Butterfield, a mighty mite of 
humanity, a master of the art of taming 
speed, is the man holding the reins. It 
has taken him years of hard training to 
win his important command as engine­
man in charge of two of the best-known 
trains in the world.

They call him the premier pilot of the 
New York Central, but his fame reaches 

out to every nook and corner of the rail­
road world.

I am jubilant that this, my first ex­
perience in riding the cab of a locomo­
tive, should be with one who has achieved 
such distinction. The daylight trip 
from Harmon (thirty-three miles out of 
New York) to Albany is behind Bob and 
me; now, after an hour’s stop off in 
the capital of the state, we are about 
to retrace the one hundred and ten miles 
back to the starting point, this time in 
the cab of the Empire State Express, 
one of the fastest trains on earth. It is 
easy for me to foresee that the return 
dash will bring even a bigger thrill than 
has the northward flight. For one thing, 
we shall be thundering along through 
the night. For another, in the five or 
six hours I have spent in Bob’s company 
he has become something of a definite 
person to me; I have learned that he 
mixes philosophy with mechanical genius.

F'WRnose is pointed toward New York.
Behind us trail the thirteen cars of 

the Empire. The conductor, a com­
fortably rotund man, another veteran

All aboard. The author seated 
behind Engineer Bob Butter­
field in the cab oj the Twentieth

Century Limited

in the service, threads his way through 
the helter-skelter to where we are wait­
ing in the locomotive cab for the start­
ing signal. He is checking with the 
little gray man to see that all is well— 
incidentally, he relieves me of the scrap 
of paper and my railroad ticket.

The conductor peers up at us through 
the shadows of an early spring evening. 
“Hey, Bob,” he calls, “what you gonna 
do to us this time? Nineteen minutes 
late, you know.”

“Make it up, if I can. What you 
think?” answers Bob, with all the 
dignity of his five feet six, with all the 
majesty of his one hundred and seventy 
pounds of energy and sinew.

rT'HE conductor winks at me. “Cocky 
runt, ain’t he?” he asks. “This your 

first ride, brother?”
I tell him of the trip from Harmon 

to Albany that I completed less than an 
hour ago in Locomotive No. 5313 of the 
Twentieth Century Limited.

“ Well, if Bob makes up these nineteen 
minutes down to Harmon, all I can say is 
that you’re going to have a ride,” he 
assures me. He pauses for a final word. 
“Know who your little friend is, don’t 
you? That’s On-Time Bob, the man 
who’s never late.” The conductor 
moves down the platform, chuckling 
over his razzing of the man who divides 
responsibility with him for the safe con­
duct of the (Continued on page 140)
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“On-Time” Bob grins his satisfaction at the end of the run. A mite of a 
man he is, compared with the steaming monster of which he is the master
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“More than one man’s hands can do”

*‘TT IS when the President first seats 
himself at his desk that the full im- 

pact of the position begins to make itself 
felt,” says Mary Roberts Rinehart. 
“President Harding once said that 
there should be an Assistant President 
to divide the burden. President Wilson 
complained of the unimportant dis­

tractions to a distracting position. And 
recently President Hoover pointed out 
that there is barely time in the day for 
the demands of his office."

Above are the hands of President 
Hoover, and at the right is the sched­
ule of one of his crowded days—an 
impressive line-up of appointments.

Photo with classes of '24 to 2" 
Bliss Electrical School - WO

2:30 p.B Hon John Hays Haaaond

2:43 pa. Senator Jones

3:00 p a Senator Nye and Senator Frasier

3:30 pa Senator Robinson. Indiana

3:30 p a Rep. Johnson. Oklahoaa. and 
Mr. Roberta, President Shoa' 
Grovers' Association

3:45 p.a Secretary Good

4:00 p.a Hr. George E. Dole Grand Porks. M

4:18 p.a Rep Hoore, Virginia

4:30 p.a Senator Ransdell. Louisiana

3:00 p a Col R 3 Creager. Texas



our Presidents have told
(Rinehart

When he enters the 
White House the 
President no longer 
belongs to himself, 
but to the nation. His 
safety is watched day 

and night

“The W/6rst Job in the World
ACME PHOTO

T
HE house is large and imposing, 
and it is white. For some days 
now it has shown signs of un­
usual activity. Trunks and per­
sonal possessions have been carried out 

and a rigorous reorganizing has been go­
ing on.

Now a small group waits in the hall, 
and stares outside to where a troop of 
cavalry is riding slowly past, followed 
by several automobiles. Outside the 
gate is a huge milling and cheering 
crowd. But the small crowd in the hall 
is quiet.

The cars drive up, a group of distin­
guished citizens in one, secret servicemen 
in another; and in still another a man 
who has just taken over an office which 
is the most responsible and arduous of 
any in the world today. The group in­
side stiffens, the doors are thrown open, 
and a new President has entered the 
White House.

What does he think, this man who 
steps over that threshold? There must 
be pride, a sense of achievement; but 
there must also be a certain humility be­
fore the office. And already he is the 
office, rather than the man. He has been 
obliged to precede his wife into the auto­
mobile which has brought him from the 
Capitol; now he still precedes her over 

that threshold and into their new home. 
It is a revolutionary change, symbolic of 
many that are to follow.

And even the White House itself 
marks that change. All indication of 
any previous occupancy has been re­
moved. What remains is government 
property, his only during his tenure of 
office. So far as the building is con­
cerned, he might be the first President.

He may have known the great house 
well; or he may never have been in it 
before. In either event he must look at 
it that day with a new interest. But 
there is little time, at first. He shakes 
hands with a few people, moves on. The 
chief usher, waiting for him, has been 
there for thirty years. He has seen 
many Presidents come and go again. 
Sometimes he has seen them lying in 
state in the great East Room, too. Now 
he moves quietly to the new Chief Exec­
utive and asks him if he cares to go up 
to the private apartments.

BT? with that speech, again some- 
■L' thing has happened, for it is the 
President he addresses, not the Presi­
dent’s wife. Now and hereafter the man 
has been merged in the President; he out­
ranks his wife, who has no office. When 
they move together along the hall, he 

must precede her into the elevator, out 
of it again. The President, not the man.

Perhaps it is not until he has reached 
the private apartments upstairs that he 
begins to comprehend what has hap­
pened to him. Not until he is alone. 
Then there must be a long breath, a 
moment when the full solemnity of his 
position dazes him; its isolation; its ter­
rifying remoteness from all that he has 
been in his life before. And its responsi­
bility.

It is the most responsible position in 
the world.

T> UT he has little time to think. Down- 
stairs are his guests, people from all 

over the country, men who have helped 
to elect him, distinguished citizens to do 
him honor. There is a luncheon for 
them, provided by custom by the out­
going President. He goes down, and 
they do something to cheer him. They 
are his friends. They will stand behind 
him. Later he is to find that some of 
them will not, but that day he does not 
doubt them. He feels less alone, with 
them about him.

In the afternoon, however, sitting in 
the grandstand at the foot of the lawn, 
watching the pomp of the inaugural 
parade, the cheering crowds, there must
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again be the sense of the new burden 
of responsibility, to the people, for the 
people. The crowds cheering, the bands 
playing, and the flags flying, and, no 
matter who the man of the moment, 
the small inarticulate prayer to do his 
best, to be a good President.

Th ROM that time on he cannot look 
back, but only ahead. Therehasbeen 

nothing to prepare him for this sever­
ance with the past. To every President 
this comes, fresh and startling, the 
elimination of almost everything that 
has gone before, the cutting off of the 
old, the beginning anew of a life unlike 
any other life. But all of them have 
recognized it and admitted it, the 
revolutionary change in attitude even of 
their intimates, their families.

The President’s attitude toward his 
friends has not changed, but theirs to­
ward him. They are not even certain 
how to address him. They make quiet 
inquiries as to this man they once called 
by his first name.

“How do I speak to him?”
“The usual thing is to say ‘Mr. Presi­

dent.’”
He has to grow accustomed to this 

new aloofness, to realize that he has paid 
a price for this exalted office which he 
has attained, to discover that his friends 
have lost their old frankness, and that 
even his family has difficulty in dis­
severing him from his position. Not at 
once, but in time, the awe and reverence 
for the office begin to affect them. 
There is an unconscious shifting of the 
old values.

Even the First Lady may be at a loss, 
at the beginning. Sometimes one has 
been known to ask:

“When I refer to my husband, what 
shall 1 call him?”

“It is customary to say ‘the Presi­
dent.’”

So her husband becomes “the Presi­
dent,” and in time she, too, identifies 
this man she has married with the office. 
Again and again men close to our Presi­
dents have noticed the gradual ascend­
ancy of the office over the man in the 
eyes of his family, the growing defer­
ence, and with it the unconscious shift-

At left: Greeting a 
delegation of sorority 
girls in convention at 
Washington. Plainly, 
the President has had 
worse jobs than this

At right: No World 
Series can get oft to a 
successful start unless 
the President throws 
out the ball for the first 

game

WIDE WORLD PHOTO

ing of relationships, 
so that the woman, 
once the vital factor 
in the family life, now 
voluntarily resigns 
her preeminence.

It is, however, on 
the day when he first 
walks along the cor­
ridor to the Executive 
Offices and seats him­
self at his desk that 
the full impact of the 
position begins to 
make itself felt. I 
have known six Presidents, and with 
five of them I have been able to discuss 
the office. All of them have stated that 
no conception of this impact can be 
gained outside the office, although each 
man has met it in his own way. Presi­
dent Harding once said that there should 
be an Assistant President of some sort, 
to divide the burden. President Wilson 
complained of the unimportant distrac­
tions to a distracting position. And re­
cently President Hoover pointed out the 
enormous growth of the agency the 
President is now called upon to admin­
ister—so large and so responsible that 
there is barely time in the day for its 
demands.

Only a night or two ago a Justice of 
the Supreme Court said to me:

“ It is a man-killing job, and growing 
worse.”

But the man who walks along the 
corridor to his office for the first time is 
facing other things, along with his new 
duties. He is facing, for example, the
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Of course, the farmers 
have their turn in the 
busy White House day. 
At the left is a delegation 
of potato growers all the 

way from Maine

The largest air-mail 
letter ever sent becomes 
twice as big when pre­
sented to the President 
by citizens of Cleveland 

(below)
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fact that he no longer belongs to him-
self, but to the nation. To that end, 
from that day on, his safety is watched, 
day and night; his health is under con­
stant supervision, and even his habits 
and his food are watched.

HAS only one privilege. That is 
to leave any gathering, in the White 

House or without, before the others may 
depart.

It is told of a new Cabinet officer, 
dining en famille at the White House, 
that he rose finally and said that he had 
a hard day before him, and thought he’d 
better be getting on! And I myself once 
did almost exactly that.

We were in the upstairs sitting-room, 
Doctor Rinehart and myself, and it was 
growing late. Finally 1 asked:

“How are we supposed to know when 
to go home?”

The President smiled.
“That is my one and only privilege,” 

he said. “ 1 go first.”
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Presidents must have 
music, too. At left: The 
United States Marine 
Band, conducted 
by John Philip Sousa, 
plays the latest Sousa 

march

And there has to be 
time out for a bit of 
mouth-organ harmony 
supplied by the Phila- 
delphia Harmonica 
Band and mascot 

(.right)
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At right: When cham­
pion spellers of the coun­
try go to Washington for 
their annual spellingbee, 
the President must con­

gratulate them

Below: The President 
takes keen interest in the 
national champions in 
model airplane building, 
as they show him their 

creations

And soon he took what had certainly 
looked like a hint, rose, shook hands, 
gave the First Lady his arm, and went 
out. I still blush when I remember that.

To keep the President fit, the doctors 
prescribe exercise. That exercise, how­
ever, is now merely a national duty. 
It ceases to be play, or even relaxation. 
The President exercises his body be­
cause his body belongs to the country, 
and during the last three administra­
tions the burdens of the office have so 
grown that the only available time for 
exercise is in the early morning.

Whether he has slept well, or has been 
called from his bed at midnight to issue 
some statement for the morning papers, 
if a President is to exercise at all he 
must rise early. President Hoover, for 
example, rises at six-thirty, to meet his 
“medicine ball cabinet” at seven. By 
doing so he achieves thirty minutes of 
physical work-out. At seven-thirty that 
is over, and he has an hour and a quarter 
to bathe, shave, dress, breakfast, read 
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the morning papers, 
and prepare for the 
day; a day which 
lasts from eight-forty- 
five to six o’clock or 
later.

In other words, the 
mere physical prob­
lem of a position 
which has grown be­
yond recognition since 
the days of Roosevelt 
and Taft is a difficult 
one. President Cool-

WIDE WORLD PHOTO .idge was apparently 
able to keep fit without exercise or re­
laxation, but he had special qualities 
which enabled him to do so. And the 
time has long gone when the office al­
lowed time for relaxation of any sort— 
when Roosevelt tramped and rode, and 
by some miracle of energy wrote his 
many books; when even Lincoln had 
time to play with his children.

'T'O a nervously constituted man this 
constant espionage over his safety 

and his health can become a persistent 
irritation. Indeed, one or two of our re­
cent Presidents have frankly defied it, 
and one of them died in office as a re­
sult. Most of them, however, yield to it 
as a part of their duty to the position.

Naturally, the new President does not 
face the full impact of the position at 
the beginning. His day is more or less 
arbitrarily arranged for him, by long 
custom; the mail first, sifted and elimi­
nated, but still containing an astonishing 
number of letters from people who ex­

pect and demand a letter from the 
President himself. Following the mail, 
at ten o’clock, the beginning of ten- 
minute appointments and possibly a 
Cabinet meeting. In the afternoon, 
officers of the government, congress­
men and senators.

A/fE AN WHILE, the new President is 
attempting to form his organiza­

tion, those men who are to assist him in 
fulfilling his party pledges, made be­
fore his election. And here at once, and 
throughout his administration, he 
faces a difficulty which is increasing 

with the years.
He needs help. He is only one man, 

with a colossal job to administer. For 
the Presidency has changed in the last 
sixteen years, as the country has grown 
in size and importance. Thus, in Roose­
velt’s time, less than a third of a million 
officers and clerks sufficed to carry on 
the work of the Federal Government. 
Today the new President finds himself 
at the head of an agency employing a 
million persons. The annual cost of 
government has risen in the same time 
from one billion to four billion and a 
half dollars annually.

Yet, to carry on this vast business, the 
President has no greater number of 
personal assistants and advisers than 
before. The Cabinet has not been en­
larged.

The choice of these advisers, then, be­
comes of primary importance. From the 
moment of his election, steadily increas­
ing pressure has been brought to bear 
on him for these appointments. Every 
part of the country desires representa­
tion; every individual who has worked 
to elect him wants recognition, gener­
ally in the shape of public office. Groups 
and delegations file in, present their case, 
file out again.

And while this is going on, the Presi­
dent is besieged for minor offices which 
are not in his gift; even for jobs on the 
police force in remote cities!

To make these selections and at the 
same time arouse the minimum of 
antagonism is a severe strain. A Presi­
dent is directly responsible for the ac­
tions of the (.Continued on page 110)



If I Were You
Syd has to choose between a hair tonic and an earldom

By P. G. WODEHOUSE

S
YD regarded her incuriously. His 

mind was still occupied with his 
) wrongs.

“ ’Ullo,” he said. “ You back?” 
Ma Price endorsed the conjecture 

lugubriously.
Polly, who had been merely a listener, 

reentered the conversation.
“Sir Herbert and Lady Lydia went to 

look for you, Mrs. Price.”

Ma Price nodded. Her demeanor was 
that of a woman with much on her mind, 
and heavy stuff, at that.

“I seen ’em. I just bin talking to 
’em.”

Syd exploded shrilly. The blood of a 
long line of fighting ancestors seemed to 
be coming out in him.

“Oh, you ’ave, ’ave you?” he said 
truculently. “Well, I’d like to talk to 

’em myself.” His voice rose, and Ma 
Price, wincing, pressed a protesting hand 
to her forehead. “I’ll give ’em a bit of 
my mind.”

“Don’t shout, dearie,” pleaded Ma 
Price plaintively. “I’ve got such a 
neadache. Polly, my dear, I’m dyin’ for 
a cup of tea.”

“ I’ll go upstairs and make you some.” 
“In short,” said Tony, “Polly, put



the kettle on.” He went with her to the 
Ladies’ Department door. “I’ll come 
and help. We’ll toast muffins together— 
Tony and Polly!”

“Tony and Polly!”
She slid her hand into his, and they 

went out. Syd turned sourly to resume 
his investigations.

“ What,” he inquired in an acid tone, 
“did bloomin’ Lydia and blasted ’Er- 
bert want to see you about?”

Thus shockingly did he allude to an 
honored baronet and the daughter of a 
hundred earls. But he was deeply 
moved.

A RATHER hunted look had come 
into Ma Price’s eyes. She seemed 

uncomfortable and embarrassed.
“Just arguin’ with me, dearie. Tell- 

in’ me not to give me evidence.”
Syd had suspected as much, but this 

did not prevent his rising to new and 

yet more impressive heights of righteous 
wrath.

“That was all, was it? Merely tam­
perin’ with me star witness on the eve of 
the trial? Coo! They’re a nice lot. As 
’igh-principled a brace of snakes in the 
grass as you’d want to meet in a month 
of Sundays! I’m not sure I couldn’t 
’ave them sent to the jug for that.”

“Sir Rerbert seems to feel the ’ole 
thing very deep, dear.”

“’E’ll feel it deeper by the time I’ve 
got through with ’im.”

“’E don’t seem to think you’re quite 
suited for your exalted position.”

“Ho! And why not?” Syd pierced 
her with a cross-examining counsel’s 
gimlet eye. “Look ’ere,” he demanded, 
“ what’s your mental picture of an earl?”

Ma Price was bewildered.
“I dunno,” she said helplessly.
“You imagine ’e’s an ’ell of a josser, 

don’t you?—goin’ to concerts with one

Sir Herbert leaped like a young lamb 
in springtime and, descending, found 
himself with one leg between the 
rungs. “Stop it!’’ he bellowed. 
“Can’t you see you’re pulling me 

apart?”

hand and ridin’ mustangs with the 
other. Well, you’re wrong; see? Seventy 
per cent of ’em never attended a con­
cert in their lives. And eighty-five . . .
I mean, one or two . . . can’t ride.”

“WELk you know, I suppose,” 
vv said Ma Price doubtfully.
“Certainly I know. I’ve been study­

in’ the question. And all this joss 
they’ve been puttin’ over on me is so 
much applesauce.”

Ma Price was groping on the shelf be­
low the shaving mirror.
. “Oh, dear!” she moaned. “Me ’ead’s 
fairly splittin’. Where’s that spray of 
eau de Cologne you used to keep ’ere?”
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Syd, totally oblivious of his noble blood, put his tongue 
out, and Slingsby, his equal in spirit, put his tongue out, 
too; and in this revolting attitude Sir Herbert found them

“I tell you, I’ll make as good an earl 
as any of ’em.”

Ma Price suspended her quest to gaze 
at him mournfully.

“But will you be ’appy, dearie?”
“Of course I’ll be ’appy.”
Ma Price sighed.
“You used to be ’appy once. In this 

very shop. ’Ow long ago it seems now, 
and it’s only two weeks ... I can’t 
find that spray.”

“Look on the top shelf.”
“Remember the teas we used to ’ave? 

What a boy you were for the sausage 
and mashed!” She sighed again. “If 
you’re goin’ to be an earl, I won’t be 
able to cook you no more sausage and 
mashed.”

'T'HIS plainly shook Syd. For an in- 
stant, he definitely weakened. Then 

he was firm again.
“Life,” he said Napoleonically, “ain’t 

all sausage and mashed. There’s me 
destiny to be considered.”

“Oh dear, oh dear, oh dear!”
“It’s no use cryin’ over spilt milk. 

What is to be will be.”
“ You used to be so ’appy once, work- 

in’ in this shop.”
She sniveled wretchedly, and Syd, who 

had seen the street door open, uttered 
a warning “Oy!” Violet Waddington 
had returned from her shopping, and had 
come, cold and haughty, to interview 
Tony on the subject of his recent de­
cision. Outwardly cool and unmoved, 
she was boiling inwardly with an indig­
nation almost as righteous as Syd’s. 
"•“Oh!” she said, looking from one to 

the other. “ I wanted to see . . . well, 
‘Mr. Price,’ I suppose I ought to say.”

Syd thought her choice of names very 
proper. He jerked his thumb over his 
shoulder.

“Price upstairs,” he said crisply. 
“Getting tea with Polly Brown.”

Violet’s lips tightened.
“How very domestic!” She uttered a 

sound which was half an exclamation 
and half a titter. “Well, it would be 
cruel to interrupt him at such a moment, 
wouldn’t it? Perhaps you will tell him 
I came back and suggest that he write 
to me. He will understand.”

“Oh, ’ere it is, at last,” said Ma Price 
suddenly. She had found the missing 
spray.

“It’s just about a little matter we 
were discussing when I left,” explained 
Violet. “I want to know what he has 
decided.”

“ I’ll go and tell ’im you’re ’ere.”
“Thank you so much.”
“Pleasure mine,” said Syd courte­

ously. “Toodle-oo . . . I mean, see you 
later.”

He withdrew. And Ma Price, who 
was busy with the spray, felt that some­
thing in the nature of an apology was in 
order.

“You’ll excuse me doin’ this, miss, 
won’t you?” she said, ceasing for a mo­
ment to press the trigger. “I’ve got a 
neadache.”

“I should think everybody has, this 
afternoon,” said Violet. “I hope I 
didn’t interrupt a private conversation?”

“Oh, no, miss. We was just talkin’. 
Syd’s set on bein’ an earl, and I was 

tryin’ to make him see it wouldn’t do.” 
Violet stared. These, she felt, were 

deep waters.
“ But that’s very odd, isn’t it?”
“Odd, miss?”
“Well, considering you’re the princi­

pal witness to prove that he is an 
earl . . .”

The hunted look had come into Ma 
Price’s face again. She quivered miser­
ably.

“Oh, miss!” she moaned. “I wonder 
whether I done right.”

“If you ask me,” said Violet, "No!
He’ll be miserable.”

“That’s exactly what I thought, miss. 
Seein’ him in ’ere, all upset and un’appy, 
with his bruises and all. ... So when 
Sir Rerbert come to me outside the 
chapel, I done what I done.”

Violet could make nothing of this.
“I don’t think I quite understand.

What did you do?”
Ma Price looked apprehensively at the 

door. She sank her voice to a whisper.
“Oh, miss,” she quavered, “I ’adn’t 

the ’eart to tell Syd just now, but I 
signed a paper Sir Rerbert wrote out 
for me, absolutely denyin’ that there was 
any truth in my story!”

CUDDEN elation stuns as effectively 
as sudden disaster. For an appreci­

able number of seconds after hearing 
these words, Violet Waddington stood 
silent, incapable of speech. Then she 
gulped, and found utterance.

“What!”
“Yes, miss.” Ma Price looked hope­

fully at her. What she was needing at 



the moment was a little moral support.
“I hope I did right?”

“ I think you did quite right,” Violet 
said slowly.

She clicked her teeth on the words 
which she had intended to add. Tony 
had come in.

“ Your tea’s ready, Nannie.” He saw 
Violet and nodded curtly.

‘‘Go and get your tea, Mrs. Price,” 
said Violet. “I’m sure you need it.”

Ma Price agreed.
“You never spoke a truer word, 

dearie. I could drink a jugful.”

'"TONY followed her to the door and 
x closed it after her. Then he came 

back to Violet. He was a little puz­
zled. Violet’s eye, encountered upon his 
entry, had surprised him. It was not 
the eye of the furious and thwarted 
woman he supposed her to be. It had 
had a light, a warmth.

Presuming that the solution of this 
mystery was that she had returned with 
the intention of arguing with him and 
endeavoring to change his purpose with 
blandishments and soft words, he 
stiffened defensively.

He wasted no time. He came to the 
point at once.

"Well, Vi . . . I’ve told him,” he 
said, and braced himself for the storm.

It did not come. She was looking at 
him with an odd smile.

“The whole truth?”
“The whole truth.”
The smile became a tender benedic­

tion. So might a lady of old have smiled 
on her knight who had proved himself 
“parfait” and “gentil.”

“That was fine of you, Tony.” 
“What!”
Violet drew closer and pressed her 

two hands against his arms. She looked 
up at him. Behind him, she had seen 
Polly come through the door, and she 
spoke rapidly:

“Poor stupid Tony! Did you really 
think I meant it when I said I’d throw 
you over if you told him? I only did it 
to test you, dear. I wanted to see if you 
were square and decent enough to do 
the right thing in spite of everything.”

He stared at her dumbly.
“I think you deserve a kiss, Tony,” 

said Violet.
She drew his face down 

and kissed him.
"Now I must go,” she 

said briskly. “I’ve a mil­
lion things to do. Come and 
see me tonight when you 
shut up shop!”

She turned and went out, 
and Tony stared after her. 
A little gray tinge had 
come into his face.

Polly spoke.
“Tony.”
He whipped round. She 

was standing in the door­
way. There was a cup in 
her hand.

“I brought your tea, Tony,” said 
Polly in a small voice. “It was getting 
cold.”

Tony choked.
“I’m not a cad, Polly,” he said slowly.
“ I know you’re not, Tony.”
“Do you mind if I sit down? I’m 

feeling rather giddy.”
He sank into a chair, and put his 

hands over his face. Then he looked up.
“You saw that?”
“Yes.”
“You heard what she said?”
“Yes.”
His frozen calm gave way to a sudden 

wild frenzy. He beat on the arm of the 
chair with his fist.

“What the devil am I to do?”
“You’ll have to marry her.”
“She said if I gave the game away to 

Syd . . . told him what the family were 
up to . . . making a fool of him to try 
to freeze him out . . . she was through 
with me. Now she says she never meant 
it. It was just some damned test . . . 
I can’t back out now.”

"No.”
“If she’s as fine and straight as 

that . . .”
“Yes.”
The frenzy seized him again.
“But, Polly! . . . Oh, my lord!. . . ”
“It’s bad luck.”
"Bad luck!” He laughed hysterically. 

“Losing you! Bad luck!”
“It’s the only way . . . We’d better 

say good-by.”
“But, Polly . . .”
“I forgot me spray,” said Ma Price 

behind them.

CHE tottered into the shop and made 
for the shelf. Like Polly, she was 

carrying a cup of tea—a fact which 
brought an outraged Syd charging in 
in her wake.

“’Ere, what’s the idea?” he demanded.

“ I came back after me spray, dearie.”
“ You silly old geezer, you walked off 

with my cup of tea!”
This was news to Ma Price. She 

looked at the cup, puzzled.
“Did 1?”
Syd was agitated.
“I 'ope to Gawd,” he said devoutly, 

“you aren’t goin’ to go off your onion 
and suffer loss of memory, with the 
trial coming up in a month’s time! That 
would fairly put the kibosh on it.”

Ma Price made an odd, bleating 
sound.

“Syd . . . there’s something I’ll ’ave 
to tell you.”

“And there’s somethin’ you’ll ’ave to 
tell the Committee of the ’Ouse of 
Lords—remember that.”

'"THROUGH the shop door, breaking 
x in on this tense moment, came a 

group of three: Lady Lydia, followed 
by Sir Herbert Bassinger and Violet. 
Syd glared formidably.

“Ho!” he cried. “The Artful Dodgers 
—male and female! Sir 'Erbert and 
Lady Lydia Serpent-Bassinger!”

If Sir Herbert had been of the other 
sex, one would have said that he bridled. 
He puffed his chest out, and turned a 
light purple.

“None of that, please!”
Syd laughed hideously.
“None of that, eh? When I know 

all about your nice little plot? Don’t 
make me laugh, I’ve got a split lip. You 
think you’re going to freeze me out of 
me lawful in’eritance, do you? A fat 
chance! I’ll see it through in spite of 
you all.”

"You won’t,” said Lady Lydia.
Syd turned to meet this new attack.
“Ho! And why not?”
“Because,” said Sir Herbert, “I have 

here a paper, signed by Mrs. Price and 
duly witnessed, in which she absolutely 
denies that there was any truth in her 
story.”

A high-explosive shell falling in the 
shop might have disconcerted Syd more, 
but not much more. His jaw fell 
slowly. He stared at Sir Herbert. He 
stared at Lady Lydia. Then, turning, 
he stared at Ma Price, and his eyes were 
the eyes of Caesar gazing upon Brutus.

“What!”
Ma Price sniffed uneasily.
“That was what I wanted 

to tell you,dearie!”she said.
Tony had come forward. 
“May I see that?” 
“Yes,” said Sir Herbert.

“And.keep it safe.”
He handed him the paper, 

and Tony, walking to the 
shaving chair, sat on its 
arm, reading with a frown.

Ma Price was speaking 
again.

“I’m sure I ’ope I done 
right. The lady ’ere said I 
did.”
(Continued on page 142)



Friends
Around the House

LEONARD
FALKNER

DECORATION BY 
DAVID 

HENDRICKSON

E WERE standing on 
the terrace of an old 
English home at Sea Cliff, 
Long Island—a clinker brick 

cottage surrounded by wide lawns, elm 
trees and firs, deep patches of shrubbery. 
The little, broad-shouldered man in 
tweed knickers at my side was J. J. 
Levison, a nationally known landscape 
forester.

He looked into the foliage of the trees 
around us, seemed to smile a greeting.

“The best friends a man can have. 
Everybody ought to plant something— 
a tree, a bush, or a flower. It adds to the 
richness of life. Watching it grow brings 
an interest in nature, in the sun and the 
rain. I have seen a poor man tending a 
shrub he had planted in his dooryard, 
and getting more pleasure out of it than 
if he had owned a show place; and I have 
seen a rich man more concerned over a 
little, diseased two-dollar bush he had 
set out with his own hands than he was 
over all the rest of his estate.

“These trees”—with a wave of his 
hand—“have been my friends for five 
years. They will be my friends for the 
rest of my life; and after that my chil­
dren’s and my grandchildren’s.”

Five years to create this home which 
looked as if it had been there for fifty! 
It seemed an impossible achievement, 
even though it had been done by an ex­
pert. But I knew it was true. For I 
knew that this site, with its thick shrub­
bery and flowers, its big trees, had been 
merely a ragged patch of ground five 
years before, a dried-up pond filled with 
swamp grass and weeds. And I knew 
the story of J. J. Levison, the immigrant 
boy who had wanted a beautiful home 
more than anything else in the world, 

and in the process had become a 
forester.

“To have done all this,” I said, “you 
must know many secrets of home plant' 
ing. Tell me some of them.”

“The best way to tell you,” he an­
swered, “is to show you. My home is 
my working model. Let’s take a walk 
around.”

VYT’E CAME to the front of the house, 
’ ’ where a big elm spread its shade 

over the lawn, where hemlock and sweet 
gum, masses of birch and dogwood, stood.

“What is your impression?” he asked. 
I stared for a moment.
“That it has all been here for years. 

That it has grown up, developed natu­
rally.”

He nodded, smiled.
“That is just the impression which the 

well-arranged home should give. The 
secret of art, someone once said, is to 
hide the artist. It is even more impor­
tant in ornamental planting. Many of 
those trees came out of a forest, and so 
did the dogwood and many of the wild 
flowers you see. Yet they look as if they 
have been here all their lives. The more 
natural a home looks, the more charm­
ing it is.

“Trees arranged too symmetrically 
give a studied effect that is hard on the 
eyes. They make a place look like a 
blueprint instead of a water color. Each 
tree should have its purpose, but that 
purpose should not be a rigid balance 
That dogwood beside the house, for ex­
ample. Notice how it is bent to follow 
the line of the roof, and how it softens 
that line I found it in the woods and 
planted it there, because that was where 
it belonged. The same is true of that big



An expert landscape forester offers useful 
suggestions for planting and caring for 
trees and shrubs to beautify your home
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Cementing a rotted trunk. J. J. Levison, at the right, 
superintends a major surgical operation on an ailing tree

elm. It provided shade just where a 
patch of shade was needed. And that 
vine climbing up the wall in the comer. 
How bare and hard the wall would look 
without it!”

“But how,” I asked, “did you man­
age to transplant these big trees? Isn’t 
it difficult to move them safely?”

“Not, ” he answered, “if you know the 
trees. Trees are like persons, and you 
have to make friends of them before you 
can understand them. All have their 
peculiarities, their little personal traits. 
They grow best where the climate and 
the soil suit them best. Know what 
they like to eat, and feed it to them; 
know how they like to live. That is the 
secret.

“ In planting trees around your house, ” 
he went on, "select those that grow 
naturally in the vicinity. Don’t go in 
for a lot of exotic varieties. They are too 

hard to keep, and they often look out of 
place. The elm grows naturally in most 
sections of the country. It is one of the 
best of the lawn trees, having a wide- 
spreading, umbrella-like crown. That 
one on the lawn came from another part 
of the estate, where it had stood for fifty 
years. We merely dug a deep trench, 
about twelve feet in diameter, around 
its base, lifted it out, and moved it ; and 
it has been as happy in its new home as 
it was in its old.”

“ TAO YOU often move trees as large 
as this?” I asked.

“ For some of my clients I have moved 
many bigger ones,” he answered. “The 
purpose of the wide trench is to have a 
large ball of earth around the roots. 
The small roots that extend beyond the 
ball are not cut, but are ‘combed out,’ 
as we say. That is, they are freed from 

the ground and laid back on the ball of 
earth with great care, so as not to dam­
age them.

“Then, if the tree is not too big, it is 
laid over on a specially constructed 
truck and moved by horse power or trac­
tor to its new position. Once in place, 
the transplanted tree must be sustained 
against wind pressure with stout stays 
for at least two growing seasons.

“COMETIMES trees of this kind are 
° transplanted because their grace 

and picturesqueness are needed in a 
particular place for a landscape effect; 
also, I have known trees of great size 
to be moved long distances mainly for 
reasons of sentiment. I have in mind a 
banker here on Long Island who owns 
an estate of several hundred acres. His 
wife grew up in a town in southern New 
England. On the lawn of her girlhood 
home stood a large, spreading green 
beech. As a child she played under it, 
and she loved it.

“Ten years ago, this tree, which had 
attained a height of forty-five feet and a 
diameter of forty-two inches, was taken 
up, placed aboard a scow, and brought 
to Long Island. It was then hauled three 
miles overland; and now, to the delight 
of this banker and his wife, it stands 
magnificently on the lawn of their Long 
Island home. The cost of moving it was 
more than five thousand dollars, but I 
have heard the owner and his wife say 
that they would not part with the big 
tree for any consideration.

“Several years ago, another man I 
know heard that a tall weeping beech, 
thirty-six inches in diameter, was to be 
cut down to make way for an apartment 
house in Flushing, Long Island. For a 
comparatively small sum he bought the 
tree and moved it on a truck to his place 
at Great Neck, six miles away. It was 
transported through the streets of 
several towns. The moving was done 
at night so as (Continued on page 90)



War Paint
and Rouge
Captain Cardress calls upon 
a lovely lady and meets Death 
face to face

By Robert W. Chambers

ILLUSTRATED BY \ORMAX PRICE

“A DIRTY business, my lords and 
z k gentlemen!”

So thought Captain John Cardress 
when he contemplated his mission as 
spy in Louisbourg, the greatest French 
citadel in Canada. Hither he had come, 
accepted by the French as a Scot who 
hated the King of England and so would 
join other distinguished Scots in helping 
to fight against English domination in 
America.

The captain, American-born and 
master of many languages, had set out 
from New York, weeks before, accom­
panied by a French prisoner-servant, 
Sandi, whom he had taken to be a boy. 
But at Fort Edward he discovered that 
Sandi had deceived him; she was no boy, 
but a beautiful French girl, and quite 
evidently cultured. The captain forth­
with fell in love with her. Then, one day, 
as the French were executing a surprise 
attack against Fort Edward, Sandi 
escaped, leaving a letter for Captain 
Cardress. “Now I go to fulfill my 
mission,” she wrote; “and I pray that 
God, and this news, may reconcile you to 
think less angrily of one who never yet 
has had husband or lover, but who, in 
happier times, might have seen both of 
these in you, John Cardress.”

In a rage at her the captain lived for 
days, but calmed himself, perforce, when 
the time came for him to begin his peril­
ous journey into French territory, there 
to act as a spy and so help England and 
her American colonies to win the great 
French and Indian War. In his secret 
work he was aided by Santu, an Indian 
girl, daughter of one of his former war­
rior guides. En route to Louisbourg, he 
saw Sandi as she traveled northward 
with Montcalm’s army. Now she was 
disguised as a peasant girl.

"Do you suppose that only men can 

hear the call of honor?” This 
question was her only explana­
tion to Cardress of her strange 
and dangerous conduct.

In Louisbourg, he encoun­
tered her again—this time at 
a fashionable ball, where the 
astonished captain was pre­
sented to his own beloved 
Sandi, now in her true identity 
as the Duchesse de Boiens.

Hiding the fact that they 
had met before, they later left 
the other dancers and walked 
far out on the lonely battle­
ments of the city. There she 
explained that she had come 
to America to escape La Pom­
padour, mistress of the King 
of France, who was seeking to 
lock her in the Bastille; and 
also to warn her kinsman, 
Charles Follis, of his peril from 
the British king and so, per­
chance, save him from the 
gallows in the event of his 
capture. (This same Charles 
Follis, together with the Chevalier 
Johnstone, was the quarry for whom 
Cardress had been sent into the French 
fortress-city!) Sandi, knowing why Car­
dress was in Louisbourg, demanded that 
he leave at once, but he refused. “I 
love you better than life,” he explained, 
“but not better than honor. I will not 
betray my country nor my orders.” Her 
love for him was too deep to permit her 
to expose him, so they agreed, for the 
time, to remain simply lovers.

“I advise you,” she said, “to lay 
siege to my heart and carry it by storm 
before the English lay siege to this city 
and so end forever all tenderness that 
ever was between you and me.”

Now go on with the story. ...

I
N NOVEMBER the snow flew and, 
all around, the northern world was 
shrouded in crystal-beaded cere­
ments of white. Shoreward, gray 
waters raced, dashing and clashing over 

brittle skins of ice, and burst into a mil­
lion cutting crystals amidst the shadowy, 
sagging foliage of black pines.

Seaward, icy vapors writhed, brooded, 
or drenched the pale and sickly sun till 
he languished and died in a smothering 
deluge of flowing fog. And, through it, 
spectral shapes of icebergs sailed out of 
gray and empty space into pallid depths, 
to vanish in a hushed and silvery dusk.

The winter in the fortress-city of 
Louisbourg was a gay one; and that it 
was gay, cheerful, and confident was
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due to the Governor, the Chevalier de 
Drucour, and his high-minded wife. 
Brave, honest, devoted—Drucour saw 
himself tricked and cheated by Bigot in 
Canada, abandoned and betrayed at 
home by a courtesan into whose scented 
hands had slipped the fate of France. 
Jane Fish, called the Marquise de 
Pompadour, was far more worried by 
the sardonic laughter of Frederick the 
Great than by the plight of New France, 
now trembling upon its foundations 
from Montreal to Louisbourg before 
the mighty menace of England.

Weil, none of this did the gay folk of 
Louisbourg know, but I knew that the 
British Lion would never let go his claw­
grip on North America; and I knew that 

the Gallic Cock would go down to death 
fighting till the end of all.

I had several pretty notes from the 
Governor’s wife, signed Courserac de 
Drucour, asking me to various enter­
tainments at the Palace—dances, din­
ners, and, above all, cards—for everybody 
was forever playing cards in Louisbourg 
that winter, and that was one of the evils 
which ruined many—that and the great 
number of duels fought between officers 
of different regiments. It bored me who 
did not play cards, for I found gaming 
tables in every parlor and drawing­
room.

Meanwhile, my sinister activities re­
mained perfectly unsuspected, and I 
sent out a weekly report in cipher,

When I became conscious again, I 
could see two nuns measuring and 
pouring liquids from flasks into 

cup and tumblers

which a Souriquois runner, procured for 
me by Santu, carried to the British at 
Halifax.

I paid a few Spanish dollars for 
services that all the millions of the 
British Crown could not hire me to per­
form; and how those Souriquois ever 
succeeded, I cannot understand, when 
even a sea gull could scarce live in those 
freezing hurricanes out of Labrador or 
face the polar ice grinding and groaning 
from the Gut of Canso to the Grand 
Banks.



But, somehow, my reports got 
through to Halifax and to New York, 
and thence to London and to Pitt— 
information as to the number of men 
and guns, physical condition of the 
fortifications, best landing places for at­
tacking forces, and so on. The garrison 
consisted of about four thousand men, 
and there were two hundred and twenty- 
one cannon and eighteen mortars ac­
counted for in my reports. Also I sent 
such facts and suggestions as these:

It is suggested that our ships shall fire at 
the barracks near the Queen’s Bastion, 
which are very combustible.

A raging surf, thick fog, and a gale are 
to be expected on this coast at any mo­
ment, summer or winter.

There is no possible doubt that Louis- 
bourg is the strongest fortress in North 
America. Frost is the great destroyer. 
Walls and gates near the King’s and 
Dauphin’s Bastions have cracked and 
scaled off. Great blocks of stone have 
fallen into the moat. Fire at such places. 
The city walls are a mile and a half in 
length. The strongest buildings in it, and 
those which may be armed and defended, 
are the Chapel, Government House, Con­
vent, Hospital, and the King’s Storehouses.

Few warships are here, but many are ex­
pected to .defend Gabarus Bay and the 
waters of lie Royale.
T HEAR you say: “Sir, it was a dirty 
A business you did in Louisbourg in 
1758.” You are right, madam, it was 
dirty. But always in all wars there is 
dirty business to do, which somebody 
must perform. I am sorry I was chosen 
to do it. Most of all 1 hated to com­
promise and betray those Camerons and 
M'Donalds and those other Scots, who 
had supported Bonnie Prince Charlie 
and were nearly annihilated at Cullo­
den.

Hither these had come to escape hang­
ing in Scotland and England—Cameron

A little servant maid gently thrust into my 
gloved hand a small, three-cornered bit of paper

men, M'Donalds—the terrible claymore men who had rushed 
upon the English with frightful and Gaelic yells and whose 
comrades had fallen in countless numbers under British 
musketry.

Charles Follis, now major in the Foreign Legion, and the 
Chevalier Johnstone I had to cheat and deceive. My military 
oath made it my duty to watch these two fine gentlemen so 
closely that, if the city were besieged and taken, they could 
not escape British vengeance and a nasty death at Tyburn.

But Sandi had put a stop to anything of that sort. There 
was no slightest chance she would suffer a Follis to hang, even 
if it meant the death of the man she loved. And I shuddered 
slightly as I recollected what once she had said about self­
destruction in the event of being obliged to denounce me. I 
did not for one instant doubt this young woman capable of 
doing both.

AND all this time I was wildly enamored of the little 
z k Duchesse de Boi'ens, and was becoming more desperately 
in love with her every day.

Not that I saw her every day. Oh, lord, no! I saw her at 
dances, at dinners, at various frolics where ladies and gentle­
men of quality and consequence gathered. I even sat through 
enervating evenings with a polite smirk on my features, 
watching her play cards, merely for the sake of being in the 
same room with her.

But, except for these occasions and when driving or walking,



I never saw the little duchess any more—never alone except 
for a few moments at some ball; once at a masquerade, where 
I had her to myself for nearly an hour. But there was no more 
opportunity for the liberty which we had enjoyed, no chance 
for conversation unobserved, and none at all for endearments 
or disputes, or embraces or quarrels—no, all that was ended 
very definitely.

"pOR Madame la Duchesse—with a couple of healthy young 
peasant girls as retainers and a few assorted and loutish 

habitants to cook, wait on table, and attend her Grace as foot­
man or coachman—was in residence where the Governor and 
his lady also dwelt in official pomp and circumstance. That 
is to say, in a new stone wing of Government House extending 
along the rue de la Flotte, or Fleet Street.

Well, being violently in love, the conditions and restrictions 
were repugnant to me; for, as the young duchess so sensibly 
observed, if I showed the least pretensions of paying serious 
court to this young lady, the Scots in Louisbourg would carve 
me with their dirks, claymores, and skean dhus; and the 
French nobility and colonial gentry, as she remarked, jfere 
very likely to cut me into slithereens with their nasty little 
court swords

A perfectly maddening prospect to a man extravagantly in 
love.

Now, I don’t know how the rumor reached lie Royale that 
Jane Fish, the Pompadour, learning of the Duchesse de Boiens’

I expected to slip and break my neck on the icy balcony 
—and would rather have done so than miss the chance 

of seeing this charming girl

flight from Paris, had not only attempted to have her inter­
cepted and fetched back for discipline, but was now dispatch­
ing an officer of the Crown to hunt her up wherever she might 
be in New France and, by virtue of a lettre de cachet, fetch her 
back summarily to reflect upon her enormities in the Bastille. 
One never can trace the origin of such rumors.

T WAS walking along the Street of the Little Birds—in fact, 
x was thinking of Sandi with the raging and amorous impa­
tience of any lover—when, passing me, a little servant maid 
in starched white bonnet-d'cornet and fluted collarette, gently 
thrust into my gloved hand a small, three-cornered bit of paper.

Back in my lodgings and burning with curiosity, I read the 
billet from Sandi:

My poor Lover—
Here is a pretty pickle in which I am like to swim, and out of 

which brine 1 hope you’ll fish me before, in fact, I fall into it all! 
Which sounds Irish but is Scottish-French!

Alas, darling, troubles come thick and fast upon me. Traveling 
in disguise and very sure that my friend, Jane Fish, meant to stop 
me and send me as her guest to that fat, four-towered castle of 
hers in Paris if she could catch me, nevertheless I reached New 
York—you know how!—and, ultimately, Louisbourg, dressed like 
a camp wench.



God alone knows how Pompadour has 
learned of my presence here, but she has, 
and she means to display all her cruelty 
and power in seizing me here and sending 
me aboard a king’s ship to France.

I can neither deny the symmetry of Jane 
Fish’s arm, nor its length nor its terrible 
power, for she can, if she chooses, thrust 
this same arm across an ocean and make 
me prisoner here in this freezing fortress of 
the northern sea.

This news was fetched into Louisbourg 
by some partisans and officers of the 
Indian Department, who came in with the 
Micmac and Abenaqui scouts and Aca- 
dians last week. They heard it from the 
captain of one of Monsieur de Drucour’s 
scout sloops off Halifax, who got it from 
our spies down from Quebec—that Pom*  
padour has a lettre de cachet of the King to 
take me wherever encountered, and fetch 
me to France aboard one of our ships.

Now, my poor adored one, I have just 
learned that this lettre de cachet is on its 
way here now! Some wretched officer of 
the King is coming with Le Loutre's 
Indians—Boishebert’s Abenaquisand Mis­
sion Savages, and the Souriquois.

Darling, I know you have bought some 
of our Souriquois. Be generous, then, and 
use them to stop this terrible gendarme 
sent by Pompadour. For if he comes into 
Louisbourg nobody can help me any 
longer, and I must go aboard the first 
king's ship that sails.

My friend John, you have me at your 
mercy. I can be of no aid to Charles Follis 
if this gendarme comes tramping into the 
presence of our Governor with a sackful 
of warrants!

Will you interpret your orders gener­
ously and stop this marplot out of Paris, 
and give me a chance to fight you fairly 
for the honor and safety of my kinsman? 
Or, will you choose to take a pedant’s 
view—the narrow interpretation of a mar­
tinet—and leave me to look after myself, 
my honor, and my cousin? —Sandi

This reply I sent back to her by her 
little maid who loitered at my thresh­
old:

Anything that has to do with police or 

I fixed my eyes on the widening aperture, which 
presently disclosed Santu in her pointed capuchin

gendarmes or with hangmen is utterly dis­
gusting to me. And as for Jane Fish’s 
gendarme, I have taken a dislike to him 
and shall see to it that neither he nor his 
documents annoy anybody in Louisbourg.

For heaven’s sake, is there no way I can 
see you alone even for a moment?

To which I had this reply:

My iron balcony sags dangerously. 
Masons have a ladder there to repair the 
stones forced out by frost.

Does that convey any idea to you, my 
friend?

TEARNING first of all that a scout was 
■* “' going out, I, in order to avert all sus­
picion, went straight to Gautier, the 
coureur-de-bois, and volunteered to ac­
company him to Halifax if he and his 
Indians really could get that far. He 
laughed and said he was going only to 
scout out toward that port and Canso 
and Lunenburg, with some Souriquois 
trackers who were looking for English 
Indians to scalp for the bounty.

So, on snowshoes, I and three Souri­
quois went out with Gautier and his own 
Indians. And on the second day left 
them; and, being joined by Santu, pro­
ceeded until we ran across the northern 
party we had heard about, and its escort, 
moving slowly overland from Quebec to 
lie Royale. I had with me three young 
rapscallions—all full-blooded Souriquois 
—whom Santu had bought for me, soul 
and body, and who were wholly in my 
service. With me, in her caribou cape, 
came Santu herself.

When we caught a glimpse of the men 
composing the escort, who were nothing 
more than a dozen honest farmers picked 
up in Acadia by this emissary of Pompa­
dour, we all laughed very heartily as we 
unslung our rifles.

They exchanged a long-range shot or 
two with me and my Souriquois, then 
ran for their lives, leaving the nearly 
exhausted gentleman from Versailles all 
alone on the snowy plain, and so petrified 
with terror that he had no power to run 
after them. Besides, he was very fat, and 
never before had been on snowshoes or 
seen an Indian.

1 kept nry pointed fur hood well down 
over my face as I came up to him; and 1 
demanded his name and business in a 
disguised growl that seemed to frighten 
him terribly. All he could babble and re­
peat, while that little imp, Santu, and 
her Souriquois beaux were turning his 
clothing inside out to search him, was to 
stammer incessantly like a parrot, "De 
par le Roi! Pour l’amour de Dieu, 
Messieurs les Peaux Rouges, ne m’enleve 
pas mes pauvres cheveux—”

“Stop your silly noise,” said I, taking 
the papers, warrants, documents with 
seals, and the royal harlot’s lettre de 
cachet from the poor, trembling creature. 
"Nobody is going to scalp you if you con­
duct yourself like a gentleman. What is 
your name, if you please?”

In his terror he forgot his own name 
and quality for a while, but finally re­
membered them in a flood of tears.

I read the documents he carried, gave 
back all except the lettre de cachet and a 
few other papers bearing upon Sandi’s 
case.

I said in the Souriquois dialect to 
Santu, “Get this cowardly fellow to the 
coast; signal the first English fisherman 
out of Canso, and send this gentleman 
and his papers a prisoner to the English 
commander at Halifax.”

“Will they cut his throat there?” in­
quired the girl smilingly.

"No, they’ll treat him well.”
“Won’t they take his scalp at all?” 

she demanded in dismay.
“No, you little devil of a savage. 

Come, then; take him to the coast under 
guard of your young friends here, and 
when you return 1 shall have your 
Spanish milled dollars all ready for 
you.”

"Tok!” said the girl with a shrug. “I 
do it for you and not for your Spanish 
dollars, my pretty witch-captain!”

CHE came up to me like a young bear 
M in her furs, pulled our hoods to­
gether, kissed me under their covers, 
then, laughing, stooped and made a 
snowball and hurled it at me, crying:

"Vian! Attrape, done!”
In another instant the three Souri­

quois, Santu, and I were indulging in a 
lively snowball battle, while the gen­
darme, his eyes fairly starting out of his 
apoplectic face, gazed wildly, incredu­
lously, upon what, no doubt, he con­
sidered to be the behavior of five 
lunatics

"Allans, done!” cried Santu to him. 
“We, also, are good fellows, Monsieur 
le Gendarme Rouge! All the agreeable 
people don’t (.Continued on page 132)



Are YOU Afraid of the
Unexpected ?

A famous American designer sees a big future for daring ideas

A model of the revolving aerial 
restaurant designed by Norman 
Bel Geddes for the Chicago 
World’s Fair. It will be 278 

feet high

21N ARTIST of uncanny power, Mr. 
x Geddes has been acclaimed as one of

© NORMAN BEL GEDDES

By M. K. 
WISEHART

I
N a large, oblong room on the second 
floor of a dignified old brownstone 
dwelling in the Murray Hill section 
of New York, I was talking with 
Norman Bel Geddes. A stocky figure, 

with restless blue eyes and a large head, 
he rose from time to time and brought to 
the fireside from the far end of the room 
numerous objects of extraordinary in­
terest.

I saw plans, models, and drawings of 
industrial products designed for manu­
facturers who are looking ahead to the 
needs and tastes of tomorrow! Motor­
cars, beds, weighing scales, and stoves, 
radios, factories, and office interiors! In­
numerable things of a practical nature, 
all beautifully imagined; and others 
conceived in that spirit of far-flung 
recklessness and prophetic genius which 
characterized the fantastic work of 
Jules Verne.

A magician in everything that has to 

do with lighting and architectural ef­
fects, Mr. Geddes has been retained by 
the Architectural Commission of the 
1933 Chicago World’s Fair to “drama­
tize the grounds’’ and to supervise the 
exterior lighting of all the buildings of 
that immense project.

He showed me models of eight archi­

tectural novelties he has created for the 
Fair, including a temple of music, an 
island cabaret, a water-pageant theater, 
and an aerial three-tiered restaurant to 
be built of steel, glass, and aluminum. 
Perched on a steel shaft, two hundred 
and seventy-eight feet high, this restau­
rant will slowly revolve, so that diners 
may enjoy a complete panoramic view 
of Chicago, the fair grounds, and Lake 
Michigan!

the most original minds that have ever 
worked in the American theater. He has 
designed ninety-eight theatrical and 
operatic productions, several hundred 
settings, countless forms of decorations, 
furniture, costumes, and lighting- 
dramas such as The Truth About Blayds, 
Julius Caesar, Jeanne d’Arc, Lysistrata, 
and some of the most magnificent spec­



taeles 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!

T INTERRUPTED. “From the theater 
x to industrial designing strikes me as 
an extraordinary change of vocation,” I 
said. “How do you explain it?”

“ It came about in a peculiar way,” he 
answered. “One summer evening four 
years ago, I 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?’ I 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 I 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 Agnes 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 

crowd swelled to such proportions that 
police reserves had to be called out to 
clear the way!

“For two years I 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. I sensed the fact that in 
America a tremendous change is now 
under way. I 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, I felt, as an artist, that I 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!”

XJORMAN BEL GEDDES is a tre- 
x ' 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 bam. 
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.

‘^FTER a couple of months,” he went 
x x on, “ I tired of being Zedsky and 

decided I would be ‘Bob Blake, Eccentric 
Comedian!’ I 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 I 
might want to eat regularly. In Chicago, 
with one of the largest advertising illus­
tration firms, I 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 I was worth 
more. When I couldn’t get a raise, I 
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 field for my future



© NORMA* B(l GEDDES

A master of uncer­
tainties. At thirty' 
eight, Norman Bel 
Geddes is one of 
America's most dar- 

ing originators 

efforts,” said Mr. 
Geddes. "I went 
there from Chicago 
because I had a defi­
nite feeling that it 
was the place to go. 
The result surprised 
me, and confirmed my 
faith in hunches!"

His love for the 
theater asserted it­
self. “Jessie Bon- 
stelle’s stock com­
pany was playing in 
Detroit,” he said.
“She gave me a chance to study the 
theater from the inside. I used to go up 
on the gridiron, the iron framework a 
hundred feet above the stage from which 
the scenery is hung. There, lying on my 
stomach, on the dusty, greasy iron 
girders, I would watch the show from 
directly above it. In this way, night 
after night, 1 learned how things were 
expected to work, and why they didn’t.”

He began writing a play. He called it 
Thunderbird. Months went by, and his 
employer learned how he was spending 
his spare time. “My chief gave me an 
ultimatum,” he said. “For the sake of 

my future, as he pul it, he felt obliged to 
ask that I give up my play or the job!

“Things stared me in the face. I had 
recently been married. It was a choice 
between certainties and uncertainties. I 
felt that my real future was with the 
play—with the uncertainties! In all 
fairness, I had to give up my job. It was 
hazardous, foolhardy. But I quit and 
finished my play!”

With the manuscript and his own de­
signs for the staging, he went to New 
York to interview theatrical managers.

“ I had high hopes,” he went on. “The 
reception I got was chilly. Two of the

Left: A remarkable 
theater designed by 
Mr. Geddes for 
Dante's "Divine 
Comedy." Scenes 
are painted with 

changing lights

leading theatrical 
managers, David Be- 
lasco and Stuart 
Walker, read my play 
and looked at my de­
signs. Both told me I 
had no talent for the 
theater. ‘Go back to 
Detroit,’ they said, 
‘and get a job!’

“Then, in my dis­
appointment, some­
thing happened. I 
don’t try to account 
for it. I began saying 

to myself, ‘Don’t go back to Detroit! 
Stick! See it through! They must be 
wrong!’”

Three months later, a producer paid 
him a thousand dollars for a year’s option 
on Thunderbird, and engaged him to go 
to Los Angeles to work on the produc­
tion! Thunderbird was never produced. 
But the Los Angeles producer, recog­
nizing the novelty and power of the 
stage settings for this play, employed 
him to design six productions, including 
Zoe Aiken’s first play, Papa, and 
Schnitzler’s Anatol.

A month later, (Continued on page 85
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By the time Junior is twelve years old, Kenneth Collins expects to walk out of his office with 
a cool million or two. This former preacher and school-teacher is just thirty-three years old, 
and Kenneth, Jr., has cut his second birthday cake—and from the looks of things has done a 

good job of eating it



How to become 
a Millionaire

One way is not to take yourself,

your worl^, or your boss too

seriously, says Kenneth Collins.
V/ho wilts and pale. perceptibly 

Li soul!

>f the aimospl

Better Get Pink because

But you’ve got to have some-

thing on the ball besides 

a laugh

By

JEROME BEATTY

K
ENNETH COLLINS is going to own at 
least a million dollars at the end of the next 
ten years, positively.

■ Two million, maybe.
Not so long ago he was a preacher in the Episcopal 

Church in Colfax, Washington. After that he was an 
instructor in English in the University of Idaho.

Collins is thirty-three years old. At the age of forty- 
three he will be a millionaire. There’s no “maybe” about 
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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 
man a millionaire because he created a new form of depart­
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.

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

He kidded, good-humoredly, the wares he had to sell and 
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 
departments in the store dropped their jaws in horror at the 
sacrilege and predicted instant bankruptcy, folks came bound­
ing to buy goods from a department store that spoke the cus­
tomer’s language.

Ads that have made smiles and customers. Top: 
Telling the world about the store’s cooling system. 
Center: An offering of modish yellow apparel. 
Below: Mr. Collins starts an argument on color

'He Auk — a northern bird is lie.

in Ins trouhied

that s not.

M. F.

*Blut for a Girl

Pink for a Boy

the chances are a little better that

It
will

a
boy!

In New York City baby boys have a little 
the edge on baby girls. Not much the edge 
—just a little the edge. The Bureau of Vita! 
Statistics says that more boys than girls 
are born in New York City. Boys—51.15% 
and girls—48 85%. So better get the new



The dear, 
dead days

But they’re hardly lieyond recall. You must remem­
ber them —those days when a dress had to be dear

dear to be smart. 
Center: Anargu- 
ment for shorts 
with buttons that 
stay on. Below: 
The advantage of 
carrying a re- 
spectable hand­

kerchief

and you call this 
a handkerchief?”

Little Timothy Thre»p on th'e 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, he’s made himself the object 
of everyone's mirth and scorn. 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.

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 I 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 are no better, he will find himself with 
$150,000 in dividends, plus compound interest, and 8,143 
shares of stock.

If, at that time, the United States is enjoying 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 Jefferson.

As a youth he was fired with an ambition to save sinners. 
This was followed by a deep 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
ent you can't do much good nor have much fun.

“A man of moderate 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,” I asked, “that when you retire you’re going 

to run for office?”
"Absolutely.”
“What office?” I inquired.
“Any office,” he said. “As a starter, any office that’s 

vacant.”

TN THE meantime Kenneth Collins sits in an unimpressive- 
looking little room on the seventeenth floor of Macy’s and

O. K.’s such advertisements as this:
Nights are shorter—
Nighties longer.
Not that the changing lengths of nights and nighties have any 

connection I
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 decollete, 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 street 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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Daughter 
of the Skies

An intimate and revealing 
picture of Ruth T'fichols, 
the college girl who became 

a flymg ace

By BRUCE 
GOULD

VIVACIOUS, brown-haired 
society girl quits college 

i % and secretly spends all 
her spare money to learn 

to fly. She dons overalls and joins 
the mechanics overhauling greasy 
machines. Mastering the air, she 
goes out after records. In a spec­
tacular one-stop dash from Los 
Angeles to New York, she surpasses 
Colonel Lindbergh’s transcontinental 
flying record by more than an hour. 
In her scarlet and cream monoplane

“By the time you 
read this—”

SOON after Lindbergh, 
Chamberlin, and Byrd 

flew the Atlantic I felt cer­
tain that a woman would 
some day pilot her own plane 
on a solo flight across the 
ocean, and I said as much in
a published statement. As I 
write, my plans for a trans­
atlantic flight have just been 
made public. By the time 
this is printed, if all goes 
well, I shall have taken off 
on that flight, and if careful 
preparation, decent weather,
and flying experience pan 
out, I shall have landed in
Europe. If the flight is suc­
cessful, it will not only prove 
my original statement but 
also, I trust, inspire further 
confidence in the safety of 
aviation. Should I fail, the 
proof has only been delayed.

—Ruth Nichols

KEYSTONE VIEW CO.,

Ruth Nichols with Colonel Clar^ 
ence D. Chamberlin, transatlantic 
pilot, who calls her “the finest 
woman flyer” Above: The start 
of her climb for an altitude record

she soars five miles up into the blue 
for a new women’s altitude record, 
then roars over a measured course at 
two hundred and ten miles an hour to 
establish a new speed mark.

■RINALLY she dares a solo flight to
Europe over the storm-whipped 

north Atlantic, which only a Lind­
bergh has conquered single-handed.

A foolhardy tomboy showing off? 
A feminine dare-devil in trousers, 
trying to outsmart men at their own 
game?

Not when you come to know Ruth 
Nichols intimately. This dauntless 
American girl who flies her own plane, 
drives her own car, rides to hounds, 
carves out her own career, is es­
sentially a womanly woman—a true 
daughter of Eve who took up flying, 
not because she thought it was a 
man’s job, but because she thought 
it was just as much a woman’s job as 
well.

She dresses in the latest fashion, 
whether that is wearing the hat off 
the hair line, skiing in trousers, or 
enveloping herself in filmy, fluffy 
skirts which skim the floor as she 
dances. As any woman will, she 
scours obscure shops in Paris and 

Bombay for bargains in feminine 
trinkets when she travels. She 
loves to be helped through Fifth 
Avenue traffic by a strong mascu- 
line arm. No doubt she expects to 
meet the right man some of these 
days—she is only thirty—and when 
she does, she probably hopes that he 
will, on the proper occasions, talk 
baby-talk to her by the yard.

For this girl who has plowed 
through ice-laden air at triple ex­
press-train speed, who has landed 
in deserts in a heat of one hundred 
and fifteen degrees, who has crawled 
unscathed from wrecks which left 
her plane worthless even for junk, 
is as thoroughly feminine and will­
ing to allow man his lord-of-crea- 
tion role as her mother, a demure 
Quakeress who married a Rough 
Rider.

Indeed, Ruth Nichols’ parental back­
ground may explain in part the some­
what contradictory personality of this 
girl who picked out aviation’s hardest- 
boiled pilot, Harry Rogers, to teach her 
flying, and who paid for her lessons out 
of her own pocket rather than run the 
risk of having parental hands raised in 
horror. For she is as much a part of her 
inheritance as were Gallant Fox and
Man-o’-War, those thoroughbreds of 
the race course whose forbears live 
again in them every time the barrier is 
sprung.

TT IS to be feared that Erickson Nor- 
x man Nichols, Ruth’s father, won the 
hand of her gentle mother, Edith Haines, 
by a trick. Founder of the Richmond
County Hunt Club on Staten Island, 
and for long master of the hounds, he 
used to ride one horse and drive two 
ahead of him in tandem. All three were 
black, and they were named Kate, 
Duplicate, and Complicate. Complicate 
he rode, and it lived up to its name.

One afternoon, in the midst of a whirl­
wind courtship, the Quaker girl was 
sitting in front of the clubhouse wonder­
ing, perhaps hopefully, what new and 
astounding thing her sweetheart would 
think of doing. Wondering, too, it may 



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 th£ 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, had a mind of her own.

C'^BEDIENTLY 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. Herfather, 
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.

' I 'WO years of Wellesley intervened, 
x 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. I still call him ‘Cowboy’ when I 
want to make him squirm.”

"D EFORE 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)



INTERESTING PEOPLE

WIDE WORLD PHOTO
Hiram P. Maxim and his latest invention—a window silencer which admits fresh air but bars street noises

Automobiles honked their 
ZA horns in the busy street 
1% below. Trucks rumbled by.

Trolley cars rattled, sounded 
their gongs. Newsboys shouted. A 
policeman blew sharply on his whistle. 
But in the office five stories above, 
though the window was open, we heard 
only our own voices. The traffic was as 
silent as an old-fashioned motion picture. 

In this noiseless room in Hartford, 
Connecticut, I was talking about noise 
with Hiram P. Maxim, inventor of the 
Maxim Silencer for firearms, for giant 
Diesel engines and motorboats and fac­
tory exhausts, the man who has thought 
more and who knows more about noise 
than anyone else, who has spent his life 
conquering it—this problem which trou­
bles most of our cities.

The device in the window was his 
latest silencing invention. A long, nar­
row, brown metal box fitted snugly 
between the pane and the sill, it did for 
the room what the first Maxim Silencer 
had done for the rifle. A constant 
current of fresh air circulated about us, 
but the roar of traffic remained outside.

“It is one answer to the noise prob­
lem,” Mr. Maxim told me. “But it 
should not be the final answer. That din 

out there, which is costing us more every 
year than fire, is of our own making. If 
we all tried, we could reduce it tre­
mendously.”

“How did you happen to devise this 
silencer?” I asked.

“ I didn’t devise it,” he answered. “ It 
developed. The story starts far back 
even before the Maxim Silencer for 
rifles was invented. It is really the story 
of the Maxim family, since without the 
work of my father and uncle I would not 
have thought of it.

“One afternoon years before I was 
bom my grandfather came upon his two 
sons, Hirarp and Hudson, playing with a 
shotgun in the back yard. They were 
loading it with double and triple charges, 
seeing which could stand the hardest 
kick.

“Grandfather watched them for a 
while, then made a suggestion.

“ ‘Instead of you boys seeing how hard 
that gun can kick you, why don’t you try 
to figure out a way to use that recoil?’

“ ‘Use it?’ Hiram, my father, asked.
“‘Sure. There ought to be a way to 

make it discharge the shell and slip an­
other into the chamber. Think about 
it, son.’

“My father thought about it for many 

years, and then one day he announced 
the invention of a machine that would 
fire six hundred bullets a minute, an 
automatic gun in which the recoil was 
used, just as his father had suggested, to 
throw out the dead shell and drop an­
other into the chamber. It was the first 
machine gun.

“At the time, black powder was the 
only kind known. Its drawback was 
that it made a great amount of smoke 
and contained so much solid matter that 
it clogged a gun barrel after a few hun­
dred rounds were fired. So Hudson 
invented smokeless powder.

“It seemed when I came of age that 
the machines of war were about perfect. 
Father had invented a gun that could 
mow down an entire army. Uncle’s 
powder made these guns quite invisible 
to the enemy. But I soon discovered 
that one grave fault still remained. That 
was the noise of the explosions. So I 
decided I would invent an instrument to 
eliminate that.

“I thought about it for many years 
but seemed to get nowhere. The trouble 
was that I had to have a contrivance 
that would prevent the noisy gases from 
coming out of a gun barrel but not 
impede the bullet. As one of my friends 



explained the problem at the time:
“‘You’re trying to cut a hole in the 

sidewalk into which coal will go but not 
pedestrians’ feet.’

“Then, quite unexpectedly one morn­
ing, the solution came to me. I had just 
finished my bath, was standing on the 
cold floor thinking of my problem, when 
I happened to glance down into the tub. 
In stepping out I had stirred up the 
water, given it a rotating motion. Now 
it was whirling around the drain, whirling 
fast. And in the center was an air hole, 
extending from the surface into the pipe.

“The whirling motion, I saw, pre­

vented the water from entering the drain 
until it had slowed down. Watching it, I 
did a bit of transposition. I saw the air 
hole as the barrel of a rifle and the water 
as the hot, noisy gases created by the 
discharge of the cartridge. The rest was 
easy. I made a tube that would fit the 
muzzle of a gun and inside it placed a 
series of spirals in such a way that they 
would catch the gases and whirl them 
around the opening left for the bullet. 
Thus they were slowed down, silenced 
before they reached the air.

“Later I applied my invention to 
peacetime uses. The rifle barrel was in a 

sense a pipe. So, I reasoned, why not 
make the silencer quiet other noises that 
come out of pipes?

“One of the first noises of this kind 
which caught my interest was the ex­
haust of a motorboat. I fitted one of 
them with a silencer, and immediately a 
great part of the sputter of the engine 
was gone. Then the Diesel engine came 
along, a violent noise-maker. And I 
made a silencer to fit it. Likewise the 
air compressor.

“The biggest silencer I ever made 
weighs twenty-six thousand pounds and 
is seven feet in (Continued on page 138)

She Makes Actors of Locomotives

“ f '(REAT corporations have 
It no liking for the show 

business, but sooner or 
later they all find themselves in 
it. That is when they need you!” 
So said the president of one of 
our major American railroads to 
Adele Gutman Nathan. To the 
fact that great business interests 
often find it worth while to put 
on a show and invite the public, 
Mrs. Nathan owes her excep­
tional career.

She operates under the title of 
“dramatic counsel,” and so far 
seems to have the field pretty 
much to herself. When a busi­
ness or industrial concern wishes, 
for some particular purpose, to 
dramatize its history or functions, 
Mrs. Nathan is called in.

A railroad has an anniversary 
and asks her to arrange a pag­
eant. A department store de­
mands a fashion show in the 
form of a play, with real actors 
from Broadway, and she is en­
gaged as the director. Large 
telephone and radio corporations 
plan a museum exhibit to illus­
trate the progress of communica­
tions, and Mrs. Nathan is called 
upon to set the stage and arrange 
the figures. Whatever the problem, she 
first selects the facts of greatest human 
appeal and weaves them into a story or 
scenario. After that, she engages the 
required scenic artists or actors, checks 
up on the historical accuracy of costumes 
and properties, and supervises every last 
detail down to blacking in the wrinkles 
on a player’s face.

Dramatizing the story of railroading—Adele Gutman 
Nathan, stage manager for industry, rides with Indians 

on an ancient locomotive

Only four years were necessary for dred
Mrs. Nathan to make her place behind 
the scenes of modern industry; but the 
training which enabled her to succeed 
was a longer process. When she majored 
in American history at Goucher College, 
she did not know that the research 
methods learned there would one day be 
applied to restoring the old McCormick 

homestead, in Virginia, for the 
one hundredth anniversary of 
the invention of the harvesting 
machine. When she founded the 
Vagabond Theater in Baltimore, 
and later directed players in 
Washington and New York, it 
never occurred to her that she 
would some day employ the tech­
nique gained in the theater to 
making actors out of three-hun- 
dred-ton locomotives.

Only a happy accident, says 
Mrs Nathan, brought her into 
her present line of work. It was 
the fact that she was born in 
Baltimore, Maryland. When the 
Baltimore and Ohio Railroad 
decided to put on a great cen­
tennial pageant, they preferred 
to give the job of directing it to a 
native son—or daughter. Mrs. 
Nathan, having already won the 
good will of the directors by an 
entertainment which she staged 
at one of their dinners, was asked 
to take charge of the pageant.

In six weeks she was expected 
to plan and organize one of the 
largest industrial festivals ever 
held in America. The cast in­
cluded thirty-one locomotives, 
sixty-five animals, seven hun- 

railroad employees. The story 
covered every epoch of American history
—“particularly” said Mrs. Nathan, 
“the great whisker era. We had to 
verify the cut of four hundred pairs of 
whiskers of various periods, not to men­
tion finally gluing them into place.”

Of the million and a half persons who 
traveled to Halethorpe, Maryland, in



1927 to witness that living epic of the 
coming of steam, not more than a dozen 
knew about the tense, dark-eyed woman 
in sweater-blouse sports dress and 
sneakers who sat in a railroad switch 
tower and signaled, “On with the play!” 
For three weeks the visiting crowds 
poured in, to sit under the striped 
awning of the grandstands, while real 
Indians on really flea-bitten ponies, 
colonial coaches, horse cars, antique 
and modern locomotives, filed across the 
half-mile pageant field.

So successful was this event that 
other jobs of commercial showmanship 
were offered to Mrs. Nathan. She ac­
cepted a post as dramatic counsel to a 
large department store in Newark, New 
Jersey. For several years she has as­
sisted the advertising director of that 

store in staging fashion shows which are 
quite different from the usual monoto­
nous parade of dressed-up figures in that 
they tell a story. One was a business 
women’s show, illustrating the correct 
costumes to be worn when applying for a 
job, when taking dictation, when acting 
in an executive capacity, and so on. 
Another depicted a day in the life of a 
debutante, from her morning breakfast 
in bed to her evening at the theater or in 
the ballroom. For Mrs. Nathan’s idea 
of showmanship is that clothes should 
be displayed in the situations and set­
tings in which they are intended to be 
worn.

“ I am lucky to have stumbled into a 
field of such endless possibilities,” Mrs. 
Nathan told me.

One day she goes to Chicago to dis­

cuss plans for the proposed industrial 
exhibits for the World’s Fair in 1933. 
Another day she goes to West Virginia, 
to consult with the members of an 
apple growers’ association about a 
festival they are planning. Again, she 
spends three months traveling over 
the country for a great harvester com­
pany, helping to prepare a moving 
picture on the growth of agriculture. 
Her permanent headquarters are in 
New York.

“My experiences have shown me 
what a wealth of dramatic material is 
hidden beneath the cold facts of modern 
industry,” she said. “ The Great Ameri­
can Drama lies in the sweep of material 
forces, vast and inescapable as the sweep 
of destiny in the old Greek dramas.”

ROSE LEE

He Cut a Job for Himself with a Pair of Shears

H
ELLO! . . .
Roth?” 
“Yes?”

“ I want a picture of 
a dormouse. I’ve been 
trying to get you for 
hours. Where’ve you 
been?”

“At the ball game— 
and some game it was! 
Let me tell you about 
it. In the seventh, 
Pittsburgh—”

“ I don’t want to 
hear about Pittsburgh. 
I’ve got to get that 
picture; the sketch is 
due tomorrow. I 
thought I knew what a 
dormouse looked like, 
but when I sat down to 
draw the thing I couldn’t remember 
whether it had whiskers or a plumed 
tail. Have you got one?”

“A dormouse? Let me think. I guess 
so.—If I haven’t, there’s no such thing.”

Rob Roth has been answering tele­
phone calls like that from artists for 
eighteen years. Sometimes they want 
the rear of an elephant, or a South Sea 
Island scene, or the interior of the gam­
ing room at Monte Carlo, or a can of to­
matoes—there’s no telling what they 
might want, or at what time of day or 
night, either. But, whatever it is, they 
know that Roth has a picture of it and 
that they can buy it.

If his business has an official title, it 
must be the one he has given it, for as

PHOTO BY D. JAY CULVER

Collecting pictures was Rob Roth's hobby. Now it’s his busp 
ness. “And I wouldn’t give it up far anything,’’ he says

far as I know there is no other just like —he pulls
it. His letterhead says, “Artists’ Clip­
ping Service.” Actually, he supplies 
artists and writers with pictures on any 
subject, enabling illustrators who have 
never been farther west than Buffalo to 
draw inspiring scenes of Pacific Coast 
sunsets, and stimulating commercial art­
ists who have never seen cotton in bolls 
to sketch advertisements showing wide­
spread “fields of snowy white.”

The oversized cubbyhole that is his 
workshop and home on the top floor of 
an old brownstone house on Lexington 
Avenue in New York is known to hun­
dreds of artists. The names of the men 
and women who have rooted through 
the orderly rows of files that line the tinue.

walls from top to bot­
tom would make up an 
impressive “Who’s 
Who” in the artistic 
world. Everybody 
knows the genial little 
man whose eyes blink 
with excitement as he 
shows you about the 
“gallery.”

“You see,” he says, 
with a sweep of his 
arm around the walls, 
“this is my library. 
Here I have more than 
a quarter of a million 
pictures that I have 
cut from magazines, 
newspapers, adver­
tisements, old books,
everything. In here” 

down a file marked “Ani­
mals”—“we have lions, tigers, giraffes, 
gnus, guinea pigs, crocodiles, all kinds of 
animals. When an artist, we’ll say, 
wants to draw a newt for a cross-word 
puzzle book, he comes to my shop to 
buy a picture of one. Now, here are pic­
tures of more than three hundred cows. 
Where could you find a better collection 
of cows? ”

Out of his little shop he leads the 
way into the living-room. Row upon 
row of files, all neatly arranged in alpha­
betical order: Hands, Hardware, Head­
ings, Heraldry, Historical, Horses, Hu-, 
morous, and so on, and so on, and so on. 
Even out into the hall the rows con-

(Continued on page 139)



Brighten the cold meals 
with bracing hot soup!

Your digestion needs the tonic invigoration of hot soup among 
all the cold foods you eat at this time of year. And cold foods 
taste so much better after hot soup has given new zest to the 
appetite. Campbell’s Tomato Soup has just the racy, sparkling 
flavor that coaxes the drooping appetite, revives and refreshes you.

All through the summer you welcome this vivid, gay soup, its 
enticing goodness and its splendid convenience. Luscious, full-ripe

tomatoes made into a rich 
puree and blended with 
golden creamery butter. 
How you enjoy it!

Your choice
ever want, at its

Every soup you 
delicious best!

Asparagus 
Bean 
Beef 
Bouillon 
Celery 
Chicken 
Chicken-Gumbo 
Clam Chowder 
Consomme 
Julienne

Mock Turtle 
Mulligatawny 
Mutton 
Ox Tail 
Pea
Pepper Pot 
Printanier 
Tomato
Vegetable 
Vegetable-Beef

Vermicelli -Tomato

11c a can
{reduced from 12c)

Look for thb 
Rbd-and-Whitb 

Label



THE Beauty of the Bord is an

Enduring Beauty
Good appearance of the Ford 

over a lon^ period increases 

your pride of ownership and 

is a factor in re-sale value

When you buy the Ford you buy en­
during beauty.

As you drive it from the showrooms 
for the first time you will have a feel­
ing of pride in the glistening sheen of 
its body finish and the bright silvery 
luster of its exposed metal parts. With 
reasonable care you can maintain that 
good appearance for a long period.

Months of constant service will put 
many thousands of miles on the speed­
ometer, yet you will not think of it as 
an old car, nor will your friends. And 
when the time comes to trade it in, 
you will find that the lasting beauty 
of its finish is a factor in re-sale value.

There are definite reasons why time 
and weather are kind to the Ford car. 
First is the body finish, with its primer 
coat, two surfacer coats, two double 
coats of pyroxylin lacquer, finish sol­
vent coat, polishing and buffing. 
Through long experience, the Ford 
Motor Company has found the way to 
make a body finish that will stand up 
under varying weather conditions in 
every part of the world—through the 
heat of summer and the cold of winter.

Another important reason for the 
enduring beauty of the Ford is the use 
of Rustless Steel for the radiator shell, 
head lamps, hub caps, cowl finish 
strip, gasoline tank cap, radiator cap, 
door handles and rear lamp.

This remarkable metal will not rust, 
corrode or tarnish under the severest 
weather conditions. It never needs pol­
ishing. All it requires is wiping with a 
damp cloth as you wipe the windshield. 
Its gleaming luster is never lost. There 
is no plate to scale or chip off because 
it is the same bright metal all 
the way through. And it is ex­
ceptionally difficult to dent.

A beautiful New Ford Body/
From all over the country come enthusiastic 
comments about the new Ford Town Sedan in­
troduced but a few weeks ago. Motorists every­
where have been quick to note and appreciate 
the richness of its appointments and new fea­
tures of comfort and convenience.

The body of the new Ford Town Sedan is 
longer and wider. Seats are newly designed, 
more luxurious and restful. Front or rear — 
wherever you ride — you travel in real comfort 
in this beautiful, roomy car.

See it — ride in it — and you will know that 
it is an outstanding example of high quality at 
low cost. Choice of upholstery and colors.

Before Rustless Steel was adopted 
by the Ford Motor Company it was put 
through many severe tests. In one test, 
samples were subjected to a salt spray 
equivalent to forty years’ service. 
There was not the slightest suggestion 

of tarnish, rust or corrosion. 
Seventy-six acids, alkalis, etc., 
also failed to dim its brilliance.

In a further effort to prevent rust, 
the Ford Motor Company is now treat­
ing the wheels, fenders, running 
boards, running board shields and 
front splash pans with Bonderite. If 
the enamel is scratched sufficiently to 
expose the raw steel, this new treat­
ment helps to stop rust from spread­
ing and causing the enamel to peel.

The careful finish of the Ford, the 
Rustless Steel, and the Bonderizing 
process add a considerable amount to 
the cost of manufacturing, yet the cost 
of the car remains low. These out­
standing features, like so many others, 
are made possible by the Ford low- 
profit policy. Every purchaser shares 
the benefits of large production and 
the efficiency of Ford methods. The 
first cost of the Ford is low and you 
can purchase on economical terms 
through the Authorized Ford Finance 
Plans of the Universal Credit Company.



Are You Afraid of the Unexpected?
(Continuedfrom page 73)

■i 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 I quit,” said Mr. Geddes, “it 
was because I had a hunch that it was not 
my calling. 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!

ON 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: 
‘Millionaires 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. I 
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 I hunted for a job in the theater. 
After I 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, I presented myself at the office of 
the banker. It had never occurred to me 
to try to make an appointment!

“ I 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.

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

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?” I 
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 
Caesar; 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 
a stage.

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 effects, 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 different. The changes are ac­
complished solely by the lighting.

MR. 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 Mr. 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
4* 4* 4* 4* 4*  

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 cellar 
of the brownstone house is an electrical 
horse-racing game. There his friends 
gather to amuse themselves with 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 a relief 
map complete to scale, with mountains, 
valleys, oceans, rivers, cities, railroads, 
motor roads, coal mines, every practical 
resource and facility of modern nations, 
reproduced in minute proportions. Here 
miniature armies are maneuvered in com­
bat, and Lilliputian navies dash. War 
college experts, diplomats, retired army 
generals, and admirals join Mr. Geddes in 
the game.

“VZ'OU spoke of coming changes,” I said 
to Mr. Geddes. “ Looking ahead, what 

do you see?”
“ I foresee a time when we shall not be 

afraid of the unexpected. We think too 
much in grooves, not enough along original 
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 flat roofs 
and every roof will have a garden. Even 
small houses, he said, will have set-backs to 
provide more light and air for 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 why not1 
Leonardo da Vinci designed an airship 
centuries before one was ever built. I, too. 
am enjoying the privilege of indulging my 
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?’1
(Continued from page 53)

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.”

“ 1 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. 1 bought this one 
from a boy.”

“1 saw him giving it a bath,” said Mrs. 
Spencer. “ I said then that you were 
probably buying a dog; 1 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, 

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: I 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.”

“1 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.

SHORTLY 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,” thus describing 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
+ * * + + + + +

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.

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

X/f ISS CAVERTON threw open the sack 
ancj plunged her hand in and drew out 

her great-grandmother Lydia’s coffeepot.
“I knowed it was yours,” Eddie said; 

“ I 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, I guess,” 
Eddie said. “ I don’t care. Let him lam.”

“He’ll not lam anything out of you!” 
declared Miss Caverton. “Eddie, you 
brought these back because I 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. “He didn’t 

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, “1’11 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! 1 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.
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Daughter of the Skies
(Continuedfrom page 79)

Paris, she was the first woman to fly a 
French bombing plane. In Honolulu she 
took 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 
figured in a near riot among the natives in 
Cairo. One half of the shopping quarter 
fined up against the other, with knives 
drawn on both sides and much screaming 
about rhe beard of the prophet. It all 
centered about a fake amber necklace 
which had been palmed off on her as real, 
rhe 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. I 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 bluff 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

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.

CHE 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 
she 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.

TN 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 you think I’m go­
ing to land it in the desert for any fool 
woman—”

Again her 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.

A FTER 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 

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.”

A/TISS NICHOLS doesn’t make a fetish 
-‘■*.1  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, himself 
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 teas 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?” 1 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

{Continued from page 65)

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.”

VX THEN asked about pruning, he said: 
V V “ 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?”
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miliar Mobiloil sign todav, and 
ask for Mobiloil by name.

Mobiloil is always easy to get 
—no matter where you live.

More filling stations now carry 
Mobiloil than carry any other oil.

We invite you to listen to 
the Mobiloil Concert, broad­
cast each Wednesday eve­
ning at 8:30, Eastern Day­
light Saving Time, from 
WEAF and 31 associated 
N. B. C. stations.

Mobiloil stands up
because it is Made • • not Found

VACUUM OIL COMPANY



Millions get 
longer-lasting shaves 
with small-bubble lather

Colgate’s softens hair at base, making shaves closer, cleaner

Millions of men swear by it—because 
small-bubble lather softens tough whisk­
ers right down to the very base . . . 
enables the razor to get right down to 
the skin-line... and gives closer, cleaner, 
longer-lasting shaves!

The minute you lather up with 
Colgate’s two things happen: First, the 
soap in the lather breaks up the oil 
film that covets each hair. Second, bil­
lions of tiny, moisture-laden bubbles 
seep down through your beard... crowd 
around each whisker... soak it soft with 
water. Instantly, your beard gets moist 
and pliable . . . scientifically softened 
right down at the base.

ORDINARY LATHER
This lather-picture (greatly 
magnified) of ordinary shaving 
cream shows how large, air­
filled bubbles fail to get down 
to the base of the beard: and 
how they hold air. instead of 
water, against the whiskers.

COLGATE LATHER
This picture of Colgate Lather 
(same magnification) shows 
howmyriadsoftinybubbleshold 
water, not air. in direct con­
tact with the baseo/ the beard. 
This softens every whisker 
right where the razor works.

State.

Name__.
Address.
City___

COLGATE, Dept. M-1096, P. O. Box 375 F P F F
Grand Central Post Office, New York City A -L' •u'

Please send me, FREE, the seven-day trial tube of Colgate’s
Rapid Shave Cream; also a sample bottle of “After-Shave."

FREE!
Colgate’s After-Shave
A new lotion. Refreshing . . . in­
vigorating ... delightful... the per­
fect shave finale. Trial bottle free, 
with your sample of Rapid Shave 
Cream, if you mail coupon NOW.

“ Six or seven, ” I said.
He shook his head, smiled.
“ It takes one man a half day each week 

to cut the lawn, and that’s all there is to 
do. The reason is that everything is 
planted so that nature will take care of it. 
That is the reason for those masses of 
shrubbery. Nature works in masses for a 
purpose. It grows its dogwood, laurel, and 
huckleberry in deep patches so that the 
plants will take care of each other, keep the 

! ground moist, and prevent weeds from 
! taking away their nourishment.
j “Then, too, trees and shrubs, like peo­

ple, need each other to live happily. Not 
! long ago a woman called upon me to ex- 
j amine the trees on her Long Island estate.

They were infested with insects, were 
rapidly becoming diseased.

“ I soon found out the reason. She had 
built an English house on a heavily wooded 
plot of ground and had had it cleared off, 
leaving only a few stately old trees where 
before there had been many. The ground 
underneath, once deep with humus and 
dark with shade, had been made into a 
lawn. The trees, deprived of their rich 
nourishment, of the moisture that before 
had been conserved by the shadows, had 
commenced immediately to lose their 
strength and had become a prey to disease.

“ I promptly cut down the hopelessly 
infected trees, clipped the others to make 
their foliage more dense, worked fresh 
humus into the ground around them, and 
supplied them plentifully with water. 
Thus, by restoring some of the forest con­
ditions which they had lost, I managed to 
save most of the trees.

“You cannot thin out a forest suddenly 
and expect the remaining trees to stay 
healthy. The trees and shrubbery must re­
main close enough together to keep the 
moisture in the ground.

“To this extent the present tendency of 
small home owners to plant a group of 
evergreens in front of the house and let it 
go at that is commendable. The trouble is 
that it is not very decorative. A better 
plan is to use a few of them as background, 
about the house, along the sides of the lot, 
and then build around them masses of 
shrubbery—dogwood, laurel, and hardy 
wild flowers that are native to your terri­
tory. Now and then a fruit tree lends a 
pleasant effect to the scheme—an apple, a 
crabapple, cherry, or peach. For an addi­
tional touch of color, a fig tree or magnolia. 
And break the monotony of a wall with a 
bit of vine.”

“W THAT shrubs and trees,” I asked,
* V “go best around a colonial house, 

or an old English, or a Spanish?”
“That is rather difficult to answer,” he 

replied, “because it depends largely on the 
locality. But, generally speaking, for a 
colonial setting the old-fashioned shrubs 
and trees are best—apple trees, quince, 
dogwood, native lilacs, forsythia, white 
fringe, and such. For an English house, 
which is more formal, the evergreens and 
stately old trees. For a Spanish—well, 
cedars and the tropical trees that grow 
where Spanish houses are usually found.

“ But, best of all, when you buy a lot. in­
sist that the real estate firm and the builder 
leave the trees standing. Transplanting is 
usually expensive, and few trees, if they 
are beautiful, ever look out of place on the 
lawn.”

4. 4. 4. 4» 4.



Caution or Accident?
I

DRIVE SLOWLY!

IS SO PERMANENT!

Here are listed the twelve most frequent 
means of accidental injuries in the order of

The grim warning “Drive 
Slowly, Death is so Per­
manent!" has been heeded 
by thousands of drivers over 
dangerous roads.

1. Automobiles
2. Falls
3. Drownings
4. Burns
5. Railroads
6. Poisonous Gases

their fatality:
7. Firearms
8. Machines
9. Mines and Quarries

10. Fires
11. Poisons
12. Suffocations

wmHhhbHhKBRhHHRHRIHHBH
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In this country accidents 
are now the largest single 
cause of the Crippling, De­
pendency and Destitution 
which call for relief.

/OCCIDENTS took 100,000 lives, caused approxi- 
mately 10,000,000 more or less serious injuries 

and cost more than $1,000,000,000 last year in the 
United States.

Among those killed by accident were 18,000 chil­
dren under fifteen years of age.

No one knows how many accidental injuries and 
deaths are due to uncontrollable circumstances. 
Nevertheless, how many of the accidents which 
happened to members of your family or your 
friends — accidents which you know all about — 
could have been avoided?

Last year there were about 46,000'fatal accidents 
in homes and in industry. Elsewhere there were 
about 54,000 accidental deaths. Among the latter 
group 32,500 — motorists and pedestrians—were 
killed by automobiles.

But while the tide of accidents is steadily rising, 
there are some bright spots in the dark record.

Better traffic regulations in a large number of 
cities are reducing the percentage of street acci­
dents and the toll of killed and maimed children.

Police officers and school teachers are training 
children to be careful.

Safety appliances and methods installed by the 
foremost industries are saving many lives.

But systematic accident prevention in homes has 
hardly begun.

Falls in homes caused 8,000 deaths last year; 
burns, scalds and explosions 5,400; asphyxiations 
3,600; and fatal poisonings 2,000. Much remains 
to be done to check home accidents caused by 
recklessness and thoughtlessness.

The Metropolitan Life Insurance Company urges 
you to send for its free booklets on accident pre­
vention. Ask for Booklets 73I-A.

Metropolita n
Frederick H. Ecker, President

Life Insurance Company
-x. -x. One Madison Ave., New York, N. Y.



Two Against the World
(Continued from page 27)

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.”

FOLLOWEDa 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. It was a sickness of the back­
bone rather than anything else, and Bill, 
after years 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. I saw him coming up 
the ramp, but I didn’t let on I knew him. 
I’d told him I 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 I do?” he said. “He was 
my brother. ... I picked him up and 
carried him to the ambulance; then I took 
him home. He got what he came after all

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, I 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.

“ VX TELL, you never can tell, can you? ”
** Jock said, and looked away down the 

long, littered floor that was sacred to work­
ers only. “ 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 I 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.

' I 'HIS 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 before eight o’clock; you 
mark my words.”

“Hounds for punishment, them two 
boys,” was another. “ I never saw any­
thing like it in all my life. If 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?”



COLGATE’S toothpaste has healthfully and
completely cleansed more people’s teeth
than any other toothpaste the world has
ever known.

COLGATE’S has been more universally recom­
mended by dentists through the years than 
any other dentifrice ever made.

COLGATE’S now—climaxing 30 years of leadership 
— has been accepted by the American Dental 
Association, Council on Dental Therapeutics. 
The seal signifies that the composition of the 
product has been submitted to the Council 
and that the claims have been found accept­
able to the Council.

COLGATE’S sells for 25 cents because more people 

25«
use it than any other make. The price is im­
portant— but the quality, not the price, has 
held Colgate leadership for 30 years.



AISING JUNIOR
and

EQUITABLE 
EDUCATIONAL 
INSURANCE

Kenneth, Joan and Junior Lee in private life 
are Mr. and Mrs. Peter Dixon and David. Their 
sketch, “Raising Junior,” is sponsored by the 
Wheatena Corporation over the National Broad­
casting network. Mr. and Mrs. Dixon own an 
Equitable Educational Policy to assure funds for 
Junior’s College Education.

“We have many problems in raising Junior,” 
Mr. Dixon writes to The Equitable, “and you 
have offered the solution to a most important one. 
No longer do we worry about financing a college 
course for David. Your Educational Endowment 
Policy has guaranteed this whether or not I am 
still living when the time comes.”

THE

EQUITABLE
LIFE ASSURANCE SOCIETY

OF THE

UNITED STATES
THOMAS I. PARKINSON. PRESIDENT

To The Equitable Society, 393 Seventh Ave., N. Y.

I have a child who will be ready for college in_______ years.
Please send booklet showing how I may provide Insurance 
to guarantee funds for this Education. My age is_______ .

Name—________________________________________________
Address___________________________ ____________________________________

“Oh, Bill! Look here a minute. I got a 
bunch o’ recarburizer all made up and I 
ain’t got any use for it. I ’ll dump it around 
on the balcony for you, hey? ”

“Say, you guys, we’ve been sittin’ 
around till we’re stiff as boards. Let us 
take a crack at bottom-makin’, will 
you?”

“Get out o’ the way, Bill. I’ll set that 
trough up for you. Get over on the bench 
and flop a while. You got one cornin’.”

They were being helpful. The men who 
had never had anything but harsh words 
from Bill were maneuvering to ease his 
load. And Bill, whose face had never worn 
anything but a scowl, looked at each of 
them with wonder in his eyes—and turned 
them down as they came.

“ Why, much obliged,” he said. “ Much 
obliged, old man.” There was no harsh­
ness in his voice. He spoke as though he 
were a little confused.

He saw something else, too: he saw 
Harley “Jackson” doing a lot of thinking. 
Harley was standing close by when the 
various offers were made; Bill was re- 
sponsible for that. “Tired out, eh?” he 
had snarled earlier in the evening; and in 
his worn-down condition he hadn’t tried 
to keep his voice low as he usually did; his 
words were heard two furnaces away. 
“Well, that’s too bad! But you don’t get 
any flops, not any more. You’re staying 
on your feet along with Chick and me. 
Come on, grab that shovel. If you’re still 
too weak to work, you can stand around 
and act like a worker, anyhow.”

And Harley had complied. Now he was 
thinking. It showed in the way he looked 
after each man as he departed.

He was impressed; Jock could see it. 
Harley Jackson knew that these men were 
offering assistance out of the kindness of 
their hearts—and that he was the reason 
help was needed. That grin was not a 
silly one; it was an expression of embar­
rassment. He was looking at his brother, 
now. He was sizing him up in a way that he 
had never done before—and in the next 
moment was dropping his shovel and 
showing the stuff that had been hidden 
far inside him.

AN ACCIDENT was responsible,an acci- 
■LA dent of the sort that Jock had been 
fearing and that even his watchfulness had 
failed to forestall. As Jock thought it over 
afterward, it was easily explained. Bill, set­
ting up the trough that conducted the hot 
metal into the furnace, had either been 
distracted by the offer of help or was so 
numbed by fatigue that he grew careless.

The trough was being swung into posi­
tion by the crane. Its nose had been thrust 
into the furnace through the middle one of 
the three doors, the other end was swing­
ing free. When the offer of help came. 
Bill was dragging into position the heavy 
steel rack which was the support for the 
back end, and after his slow-voiced “ Much 
obliged” he turned back to finish the job. 
He set the rack in position. He signaled 
the craneman, who sat in his little pilot 
house above the outer edge of the floor. 
The trough was lowered. It settled down 
onto the rack and rested there securely— 
or seemed to. Then that crane rolled away 
and the hot-metal crane came along.

Slowly, ponderously, the great steel 
bucket of a ladle floated into the sun­
strong light that streamed out of the open 
furnace door. It held fifty tons of molten
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LONG DISTANCE
telephone bill is one of the best investments we make

The telephone brings marked economy in the 
transaction of inter-city business. Saves valu­
able time for executives. Speeds production and 
deliveries. Straightens out misunderstandings. 
Simplifies operations.

A leading flour mill company uses Long 
Distance in all phases of its business. Execu­
tives at the home office direct branches and 
mills in various parts of the country chiefly by 
daily telephone calls. They maintain personal 
contact regularly with out-of-town customers 
by telephone. Speaking of the firm’s Long Dis­
tance bill, an official says: “We think it 
is one of the best investments we make." 
A textile company was in the market for 

goods of a certain kind. Prices quoted were not 
satisfactory. The purchasing agent telephoned 
three different cities. With the information 
gained, he saved his firm $6000 on one order.

A large Ohio specialty company, through 
its sales manager, closed a $45,000 deal during 
a three-minute telephone call to Kansas City. 
Cost of the call, $3.

Inter-city calls cost little, yield big. Typi­
cal station-to-station day rates: New York 
to Boston, $1. Pittsburgh to Indianapolis, 
$1.50. Seattle to Omaha, $5. Evening 

and night rates, still lower. Get 
things done by telephone . . . Quick . . . 
Inexpensive . . . Hesultjul.



Silks and woolens 
love this new
Ivory Snow

Suds instantly in 
lukewarm water

Ivory Snow is the new star among fine fabric soaps! It’s so 
quick. So attractive. And ... very, very kind!

Ivory Snow is pure Ivory Soap in a new instant form. No 
“beating” to give suds. J ust add lukewarm water—and swish, 
these white snow pearls go completely into velvety suds. No 
undissolved soap particles left to spot your fabrics.

Don’t hesitate to use enough Ivory Snow 
to make a thick suds. Ivory Snow can’t 
possibly hurt colors that are safe in clear 
water. And the 15»f box is so very big 
that even when you use its contents 
generously, it lasts through many silk-and- 
wool washdays.

0 1931. P.&G.Co.

Silk and woolen 
manufacturers agree 
“A perfect soap for silks,” 
say Mallinson, Cheney 
Brothers and Truhu. “The 
ideal soap for woolens,” say 
the weavers of the fine Bilt­
more Handwoven Home­
spuns, the makers of downy 
Mariposa Blankets and the 
Botany Worsted Mills, lead­
ing woolen manufacturers, 
to mention only a few. 

pig iron, and the massive girders that 
swung the load were rosy in the light that 
lifted up from it. It stopped behind the 
trough. It sank down into position. From 
above, between the girders, a cable dropped 
down like a snake from a tree. There was 
a hook on the end of it, and Bill stepped 
forward to engage the hook in a ring at 
the base of the ladle.

That done, he stepped to one side and 
waved his hand. The cable tightened. 
The ladle tipped forward slowly. A trickle 
of metal rose up over the lip of the spout, 
dropped, and struck the back end of the 
trough with a sputtering shower of sparks— 
a test to see if the ladle was correctly 
spotted. It was. Even though the hot- 
metal craneman was unable to see the 
trough because the ladle was in the way, 
he seldom missed. Bill raised his hand in 
a signal: "O.K.”—and the ladle tipped 
more. The trickle became a solid, spitting 
stream of molten fire.

It was then that the carelessness showed 
up. The heavy steel rack had been im­
properly set. The weight of the faUing 
metal struck the trough. It trembled. 
The rack slipped, there was a hollow 
thump—and in the space of a heartbeat a 
river of fire was pouring backward, down, 
and sweeping across the floor directly to­
ward Bill’s feet.

INSTANTLY all was confusion. A dozen 
A voices yelled “Look-KOUT!” A dozen 
men started toward the spot. Jock, the 
crews of Five and Seven, some from Four 
and Eight—all went racing toward where 
Bill looked death in the face. The ladle 
had stopped tipping. The craneman, see­
ing the backward rush of metal, had halted 
the lift of the cable. But plenty of the 
molten death had swept out on the floor; 
Bill was trapped as definitely as though 
the entire fifty tons had escaped.

He had leaped away from the tide in the 
automatic reaction of any man in peril, and 
yelled as he did so. He had leaped to the 
top of a crumbling pile of dolomite. But 
that was as far as he got. Hands before 
his face, his clothes beginning to smoke, 
he stood there—and slowly, like a melting 
candle, sank down into a heap.

It was death.
No man could long survive the awful 

heat that bathed him. Even though he 
didn't roll down into the pool that reached 
up for him with flickering tongues of 
flame, he couldn’t inhale its hellish breath 
very long and live. Had he been fully 
rested and strong, he might have stayed on 
his feet long enough to save himself. The 
craneman, quick to see his peril, had 
swung the ladle over close to him; he 
could have grabbed the tipping-cable and 
been lifted away to safety. But he wasn’t 
strong enough. His long siege of extra 
labor had worn him down. And now he 

I couldn’t be reached. The surrounding 
pool of liquid fire was much too wide to 
jump across.

It was then that Harley acted. While 
other men, yelling loudly, milled around 
fruitlessly, Harley did the only thing pos­
sible under the circumstances.

He had seen it all. Standing perhaps 
I ten feet back of Bill with that thoughtful, 

sizing-up look in his eyes, he had seen the 
tide of fire sweep backward. He had yelled 
as Bill jumped back, had leaped toward 
him, only to be stopped by the flood. He 
had watched Bill melt down into a sense
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Welcome

Young Mrs. Jenkins enjoyed the weekly 
bridge parties in her small suburban 
town. She looked forward to them. Such 
a nice lot of girls. So merry. So bright. 
She was fortunate to be “in” with them. 
Naturally, when they began meeting 
without her, she felt deeply hurt. She 
was .certain she hadn’t said anything 
that turned them against her. Over and 
over again, she sought some explanation. 
Poor Mrs. Jenkins ... She didn’t realize 
that she had halitosis (unpleasant breath). 
And, of course, even her best friends 
would not tell her.

Listerine promptly overcomes odors other mouth washes
It is curious how some women, ex­
tremely fastidious about other things, 
blithely assume their breath to be be­
yond reproach. What a mistake! Almost 
anyone is likely to have halitosis (un­
pleasant breath) at one time or another. 
Because every day, even in normal 
mouths, conditions capable of causing it 
may arise or are already present.

Ninety-five percent of halitosis is 
caused by fermentation of tiny food par­
ticles, which the tooth brush has failed to 
remove from the mouth. By minor infec­
tions. By excesses of eating and drinking.

The one way to be sure that your 
breath is sweet, wholesome, and therefore 
inoffensive, is to rinse the mouth with full 
strength Listerine. Every morning. Every

fail to mask in 4 days
night. And between times before meet­
ing others.

Listerine immediately halts fermenta­
tion. (Milk to which Listerine has been 
added keeps fresh 12 days.) Listerine 
checks infection—kills germs in the fast­
est time science has been able to measure 
accurately. Listerine, having thus struck 
at the cause of odors, overcomes the odors 
themselves.

After one of the most exhaustive series 
of tests to determine the deodorizing 
power of Listerine and certain other anti­
septic mouth washes, a noted chemical 
engineer said: 

“Listerine’s deodorizing power is sim­
ply amazing. In experiment after ex­
periment, it has shown ability to 

instantly overcome odors that ordinary 
mouth washes fail to mask in 4 days, and 
in some cases 9 days. Clearly, Listerine’s 
power in this direction is more immediate 
and lasting than that of other antiseptics.” 

Keep Listerine on your dressing table, 
or in the bathroom cabinet. Always carry 
it with you when you travel. It is your 
precaution against infection. Remember 
that the medical profession looks upon it 
as the ideal antiseptic because it is non- 
poisonous, soothing and healing to tissue, 
and it is really delightful to taste. 
Lambert Pharmacal Company, St. Louis, 
Mo., U. S. A.



The 2 INGRAM barbers 
[JERRY JAR OR TERRY TUBE] 

give you a shave as Cool 
as a General’s Salute!

C
OOL and snappy I That’s the Army 
manner — and that’s the Ingram 

shave! For the two Ingram barbers 
(Terry Tube or Jerry Jar) give you a 

shave that is absolutely unequalled.
Even the sun-baked chin of a mule­

skinner feels as smooth as a debutante’s 
cheek. The toughest beard that ever 
sprouted lies down and rolls over when 
the greatest shaving cream ever made 
attacks it. Ingram’s is

cool! Cool!! COOL!!!
You’ll never know what shaving com­
fort really is until you try one of the 
Ingram barbers—for both boys carry 
the same fine cream. You’ll recognize 
its difference as soon as the first dab 
of cool lather nestles on your cheek.

Ingram’s is cool because it has got 
things in it that make it cool... three

INGRAM’S
Shaving 
Cream

special ingredients that soothe and tone 
the skin while you shave. You don’tneed 
a lotion after you use Ingram’s . . . 
simply because it’s more than a shaving 
cream. It’s a shaving cream and a lotion 
and a face tonic combined!

And all this goes for Ingram’s in either 
package. Tube or jar, it’s the same cool­
ing, soothing, chin-charming stuff! No 
smarts, no nasty nicks.

Hard to believe? Not after you’ve 
tried it! That’s why we’re offering you 
10 cool shaves FREE. We’re betting 
those 10 shaves that you’ll like Ingram’s, 
and we know we’re backing a winner. 
Just send the cool coupon below.

10 COOL SHAVES —FREE

Bristol-Myers Co., Dept. G-71
110 Washington St.
New York, N.Y.
I'd like to try 10 cool Ingram shaves

Name------------------------------------------—

Street----------------------------------------------

City— -----------------State-------------------- - 

less heap, then had disappeared, running. 
He didn’t stay away long. Almost in- 
stantly he was back. He carried a rabbling- 
bar—one of the ten-foot lengths of steel 
with which Bill stirred up the cooking 
bath from time-to time, its point, lumpy 
with a clot of frozen steel and slag, he was 
aiming at the pool, the loop of its handle 
was back behind his shoulder. And from 
the way he gripped it, Jock knew what he 
intended to do.

He was going to vault the pool. Re­
gardless of risk, indifferent to the fact that 
the metal floor was smooth and the lump 
on the end of the rabbling bar was smoother, 
he was going to pole-vault across to where 
iris brother lay. And even as he charged, 
even as Jock let out a bellow of warning 
and encouragement combined, Jock knew 
that from then on Harley was going to be 
a steel man. Up to this moment he had 
been the helped; from now on he was going 
to be a helper. It showed in his face.

On he came, his eyes ablaze, his lips a 
grim, straight line. He charged up onto a 
slippery, sparkling pile of ferromanganese. 
He seemed to fly across the insecure foot­
ing of the crystalline, fist-sized rocks. 
Down went the lumpy point, sending up a 
shower of sparks as it struck the pool, up 
went Harley. He seemed to hang sus­
pended over the flaming lake for minutes, 
then he went down.

He struck the pile of dolomite almost on 
top of Bill. He dropped the bar, stooped 
down to his brother, and hoisted him into 
the air. There was nothing of weakness in 
him now. Harley was a giant. Though 
his brother weighed pounds more than he 
did, he rose up like a feather. With one 
quick, sure motion, indifferent to the 
smoke that began to puff out from his own 
clothes, he swung Bill out and dropped 
him, face down, in the V made by the 
junction of the tipping-cable and the ladle. 
That done, he jumped and grabbed the 
cable.

TT WAS only a matter of moments before 
the two were sailed across the flaming 

lake to where many hands awaited them. 
And then, with a ring of open-mouthed faces 
gathered close around them and the smell 
of ammonia strong in the motionless air, 
one brother opened his bloodshot eyes, 
looked around slowly, saw the smoking 
clothes of the other—and scowled.

“ Did you do that? ” he said.
“Sure, I did,” said Harley.
"All by yourself?” said Bill.
“No. I couldn’t,” said Harley. “You 

can’t ever do anything by yourself, not 
around here. Everybody’s a helper, you 
and everyone else. That made me out a 
piker. I figured that out tonight. So, 
when you flopped, I figured I had a chance 
to do a little myself.”

That was when Bill grinned. It spread 
across his face like the glow from a ladle of 
hot metal. He flung a glance at Chick. He 
flashed his eyes at Jock. Then he looked 
at his brother again.

“Well, I’m a son of a gun!” he said.
“Are you?” Harley said quickly.
“Sure, I am,” said Bill.
“ Then I must be one, too,” Harley said, 

with a grin.
“Yeah?" Bill sat upright. “Yeah?” 

He got to his feet. “ Why, so you are,” he 
added. “If I’m a son of a gun, you are, 
too. You’ve got to be. We’re brothers”’

♦ + + + +



In this delicate oil, when fresh, are the matchless flavor, the marvelous aroma, that make coffee the delightful, reviving drink we love.

Fresh- it Aids digestion
THIS STARTLING FACT has 
now been established: Fresh cof­
fee acts as a beneficial tonic to 
the digestive organs and nerves 
of all normal persons. Fresh, it 
aids digestion!

The reputation of coffee has 
suffered because it is so often stale 
when purchased. Stale coffee is 
bad, for this reason . . .

In each pound of

After it is roasted, the develop­
ment of rancidity in coffee is a 
matter not of months, but days. 
And this rancidity develops re­
gardless of the type of container 
used. For this reason Chase & 
Sanborn’s Coffee is dated.

From the roasters it is rushed 
to grocers by the nation-wide 
Fleischmann delivery system that 
brings you fresh yeast.

You will never find a can of 
dated Chase & Sanborn’s Coffee 
that has been in your grocer’s 
store more than ten days.

Buy Chase & Sanborn’s Coffee 
today and enjoy its matchless 
flavor — flavor famous among 
lovers of good coffee for 65 years 1

Fresh Coffee is coffee in which the deli­
cate oil is still sweet and wholesome. In stale 
coffee the oil has turned rancid.

coffee there is approximately half a 
cup of oil. This oil, like cream or 
butter, is perishable. Fresh, it is a 
health-promoting food. Fresh, it 
carries the marvelous flavor and 
aroma which you crave in coffee. 
Stale, it is rancid and toxic. Stale, it 
frequently causes indigestion, ner­
vousness, headache, sleeplessness.

Copyright, 1931, by Standard Brands Inc.



Facing Fifty "five Years
(Continued from page 45)

my eyes, with the swagger and glamour of 
the older fellows who hung out at the 
neighborhood pool rooms. I 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.

■pATHER 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. I 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.

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.

TONALLY 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 
cn. It never occurred to me that I 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. I 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. I 
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.

TT WAS at this skating rink that my 
J- 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, 1 came upon a revolver. It gave me 
new ideas. The next afternoon 1 staged 
my first stick-up. I did it late in the after­
noon, because I was still going to high 
school. For a disguise I 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.”



Italy’s great beauty experts 
teach olive and palm oil method 

to keep that schoolgirl complexion
And the world over—more than 20,000 
leaders in beauty culture advise their 
lovely patrons to use no soap but Palmolive

Pezza, of Naples 
He prescribes 
Palmolive Soap 
to N eapolit an 
beauties who
wish to "keep 
that schoolgirl 

complexion.” .

Pezza, of Naples,says: 
"No woman deserves 
a lovely skin if she 
fails to observe the 
most important daily 
beauty rule: wash the 
face with Palmolive 
Soap every morning 
and every night.”

From busy, 
metropolitan 
Milan to sleepy, 

sun-drenched 
Naples, Italian 
women are discov­
ering how to keep 
that schoolgirl 
complexion, just as 
are their sisters in 
15 other countries.

The glamourous olive-tinted 
Italian beauty keeps her skin 
fresh and exquisitely fine by 
regular use of Palmolive 

Soap.

World travelers are 
frequently directed to 
the salon of Pezza in 

Naples.

They act on the advice of experts.

and above everything else, deep, 
thorough cleansing.”

That cleansing, so vital to 
beauty, is best accomplished with 
Palmolive Soap and warm water. 
A rich lather should be made, 

which is massaged into the skin, then rinsed

Retail Price

lOc

Cecile Andre, of 
Palermo: "Palm­
olive is the one 
soap I can rely on 
to cleanse the skin 
and at the same time 

keep it supple.”

Eugenio, of Milan; Pezza, of Naples; 
Andre, of Palermo; Salvino, of Venice! 
These are some of the well-known leaders 
of Italian beauty culture.

Specialists to royal houses, with stars of 
the famous La Scala Opera and other no­
tables among their patrons.

All receive same advice

And wherever complexion problems 
arise, all the lovely clients of Italy’s great 
beauty experts are told, first of all, this one 
fundamental rule: "The skin needs, before

away with warm water, followed by cold.
Italy’s experts are part of a vast inter­

national group (including more than 20,- 
000, think of that!) every one of whom 
advises Palmolive. They think it ideal for 
the bath, too. Which is a very practical 
suggestion, since Palmolive never costs 
more than 10 cents the cake.

PALMOLIVE RADIO HOUR - Broadcast every Wednes­
day night—from 8:30 to 9:30p. m., Eastern Standard time: 
7:30 to8:30 p. m., Central Standard time; 6:30 to 7:30p. m., 
Mountain Standard time; 5:30 to 6:30p. m.. Pacific Coast 
Standard time —over WEAF and 39 stations associated 
with The National Broadcasting Co.



ROOM No longer is there need to deny yourself 
the joys of an Outdoor Living Room 

. . . that colorful beauty spot which marks the modern home . . . 
where family and friends spend happy, healthful hours out of doors.

For today, everything that is necessary to create an Outdoor 
Living Room is available under more favorable conditions than for
many years past. Trees, shrubs and flowers, of the most desirable 
varieties can be secured in good sizes, at decidedly moderate cost. 
Skilled workmen are plentiful, and at fair wages.

A booklet, "How to Make An Outdoor Living Room,” has been 
prepared to help you plan. It shows by picture, plan and text, every 
step in the delightful task of creating a modern
Outdoor Living Room.

Send for your copy today. Study it. Then 
write or consult a nurseryman or his representa-
tive. He will help you achieve an Outdoor 
Living Room that will yield you a rich return 
in happiness . . . and increase in beauty and 
value with each passing year.

P/c/o now to P/ff/tt/

This Book Tells How

Living Room—10c. Also available, 
another booklet, "How to Plant 

the Home Grounds'*—FREE.

ONLY 
10 CTS.

"How to Make An Outdoor Living 
Room ” tells by pictures, plans and 
text how to create an Outdoor

NATIONAL HOME PLANTING BUREAU 
803 Union Bank Building, Davenport, Iowa
Gentlemen: Please send booklets checked below.

W I I "How to Make an 
dena WC LJ Outdoor Living Room' 

r R p p Fl "How to Plant the 
r iv r, r, |_j Home Grounds”

Name....
Address.

NATIONAL HOME PLANTING BUREAU
Sponsored by the American Association of Nurserymen

But Black Jack never finished looking 
around. A few days later somebody took 
my gang hero for a ride—a ride from which 
he never came back.

Again I might have paused and saved 
myself. Here was a graphic example, set 
plumb in my path, of the tragedy that al­
ways crouches like a great, black shadow 
over every life of crime. But I wouldn’t 
be warned.

For a long time I had wanted a car. I 
dreamed about it at night, in the daytime 
at school, evenings at the skating rink or 
the pool room. It would bring, I thought, 
all the popularity and friends I could de­
sire. It was to be a roadster, low-hung, 
sporty, with headlights that you could see 
a mile away.

A school party was to be given. If I 
could only get the car in time, so I could 
show the girls what a really important 
fellow I was!

ON THE day before the party Father 
sent me on an errand to the other end 

of the city. Perhaps it was chance that 
led me into an alley on which a double 
garage fronted. But it wasn’t chance that 
made me look into that garage, where I saw 
a roadster that fairly took my breath away. 
When I left, the roadster left with me.

Everybody’s eyes, including those of 
the police, were opened when I “strutted” 
my new treasure. How that automobile 
could step! It could even run away from a 
police car, as I discovered a few days later 
when one tried to catch me. It was a close 
and exciting race while it lasted, and when 
I finally got away I was so unnerved that 
I deserted the car in a side street and 
walked away half dizzy. It was some time 
before I could pull myself together suf­
ficiently to start for home.

I caught a trolley car at the comer and 
left it two blocks from the house to walk 
the rest of the way. I was still a bit shaky, 
but it was nothing compared to how I 
felt a few minutes later, when I turned a 
corner and our porch came into view.

A policeman sat there, waiting for me!
I ran away,
A favorite hangout for criminals in 

Cleveland was the Haymarket District, an 
old neighborhood near the center of town. 
There I went, and there I stayed for the 
three wildest weeks of my life. All re­
straint was gone now. I looked upon my­
self proudly as a fugitive from justice, a 
real “hard guy.” And I played the part.

The newspapers needed news, and like a 
fool I gave it to them. When, in search of 
a front-page story, they had labeled me the 
“smoked-glasses kid,” I’d been happy. 
When, now, they began to call me the 
“one-man crime wave,” I felt as important 
as a man who’s just won a golf tournament.

To “step” with this gang I needed auto­
mobiles and plenty of money. There were 
girls to be taken for joy rides. There was 
liquor to be bought, and a good time.

“Wanna go for a little ride, girls? O. K. 
See you here in an hour.”

Then away across town to pick out a 
parked car, slide into the seat, and give it 
the works. Occasionally, after a few hours’ 
riding, I’d desert the car in some side 
street and take a trolley back to the hang­
out. Other times I saved it to be used for 
a get-away after the evening’s holdup.

It was a mad and furious three weeks, 
but it had to end. A pal, caught by the 
police, told on us. Three of us had an ap-
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THE PRICELESS INGREDIENT AND

THE DRESSING TABLE

The modern woman employs many sensible aids to youthfulness. She deftly pats a 
cleansing cream into her skin at night. She regularly shampoos her hair. She finishes 
her bath with a swish of soft powder. She enhances each day's smile by careful mouth 
hygiene. . . . Wise ways to charm. And how important, indeed, that cream and 
powder, dentifrice and lotion—products you use so often—be of the highest purity!

Perhaps you have never thought of 
E. R. Squibb & Sons as making cos­
metic preparations. For only naturally, 
you look on the House of Squibb as an institution pri­
marily devoted to the preparation of medicinal products 
and the service of the medical profession.

That is, of course, true. Yet today, E. R. Squibb & 
Sons also prepare many products that are required for 
the dressing table—products that are indispensable to 
personal hygiene and the well-groomed appearanfce.

These Squibb Cosmetic Products are prepared under 
exactly the same strict standards of purity as Squibb 
Pharmaceutical and Biological Products.

Only the finest ingredients, tested and re-tested many 
times for purity, are compounded into Squibb Toiletries. 

No possibly harmful substance is ever present. Every 
formula is the result of the highest technical skill.

Ask your druggist for these pure products under 
the Squibb label. They contain, in truth, The Priceless 
Ingredient, the honor and integrity of the maker.

The several Squibb Toilet Powders, 
such as Squibb Talcum Powder, 
Squibb Bath Powder and Squibb 

Nursery Powder, are worthy of special mention. To 
prepare a superior powder, the finest quality talc must 
be obtained.

Pure Italian talc is used exclusively for these Squibb 
powders because no other section of the world produces 

so excellent a talc. Squibb Toilet Powders are as soft as 
down, soothing, acid-absorbing and strictly non-irri­
tating. They never contain chalk, metallic substances 
or any other impurities. The odors used in preparing 
the various scented Squibb powders are of the highest 
purity and most delicate fragrance.

Among other Squibb Products widely purchased for the 
dressing table and bathroom are the following:

Squibb Dental Lotion Squibb Shaving Cream

Squibb Olive Oil Squibb Dusting Powder

Squibb Dental Cream Squibb Toilet Lanolin

Squibb Cold Cream

Copyright 1931 by E. R. Squibb & Sons

* ER-Squibb SlSONS *
MANUFACTURING CHEMISTS TO THE MEDICAL PROFESSION SINCE 1858
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IN YOUR UNDERWEAR

WHAT DO YOU SUPPOSE

YOU LOOK LIKE TO YOUR WIFE?

SOME morning on your way from 
your tub to your tweeds—take a 

look at yourself in your underwear! Is 
that the brilliant picture that, morning 
after morning, ought to greet the eyes 
of your wife?

You don’t have to look like that! Your 
underwear can be as flattering to your 
frame as the tailored smartness of your 
evening clothes.

Get out of your swaddling garments 
and into a suit of B. V. D.’s. Union suits 
or shorts and drawers—they’re designed 
with an eye to the masculine frame— 
cut with a thought for its comfort and 
ease—they’re expertly tailored to serve 
you smartly and well.

You’ll find the label of B. V. D. in 
styled underwear—in Union Suits of 
B. V. D. nainsook—the coolest fabric 
that ever balked a thermometer. You’ll 
find it in shirts, drawers and shorts—in 
whites, in solid colors and in neat pat­

terns like the famous “Foulards,” though 
the advance style tip is that the swing 
is all to white.

B. V. D. shorts fit you without pres­
sure or pull—they’re cut so well that they 
never bind or cramp. B. V. D. knit shirts 
mould to your body—respond to every 
move as easily and as comfortably as 
your own skin.

Do your good deed today! Be a more 
comfortable man and a smarter boudoir 
decoration! Look manly and smart, even 
in your underwear!

STYLED SHORTS AND

KNIT SHIRTS—$.50 to $1.50 

pointment to meet the next afternoon. 1 
got there first and found myself surrounded 
by a dozen detectives. They searched me, 
found the two guns which I had been 
carrying for the other members of the 
gang, and slipped a handcuff over my 
wrist. Then they pushed me into the back 
seat of their car and drove to a boarding­
house where they hoped to round up my 
companions.

The car stopped in front of the house. 
All the detectives but one got out. While 
the others, revolvers in hand, rushed into 
the house, he remained beside me, holding 
the chain of the handcuff.

Unfortunately for the detective who sat 
beside me, they hadn’t searched me very 
thoroughly. They had found the two guns 
belonging to my companions. But they 
hadn’t found the little flat automatic that 
was my own pet weapon. It still reposed, 
empty, against my hip, inside my shirt. 
(We always carried our guns empty, with 
the bullets in another pocket, because we 
thought that way we were within the law. 
Dumb, wasn’t it?)

Cautiously I slipped my free hand under 
my belt. My fingers closed around the 
gun. I waited a moment, to make sure that 
the man beside me wasn’t suspicious, and 
jerked it out.

I jammed it against his stomach.
“Let go that chain!”
Wide-eyed, he stared at me. Then his 

gaze fastened on the gun. I got away.
That night, with a chisel and hammer, I 

broke the handcuff off my wrist. I per­
suaded a friend to drive me out of the city, 
and for a while I hid in the hills of Penn­
sylvania, thinking that the police would 
soon forget about me. But they trailed 
me, and I just managed to escape before 
they surrounded the house where I had 
been staying. Knowing of no other place 
to go, I doubled back to Cleveland and hid 
in a rooming-house. By now I was fright­
ened. Terribly frightened. I didn’t dare 
leave the room, and the days and nights 
seemed endless.

Believe me, it was a relief finally when 
the police, tipped off in a telephone call, 
came and arrested me.

TN JAIL, with my skin still intact, I re- 
member, my spirits slowly revived. The 

newspapers were full of my story. They 
pictured me as one of the most dangerous 
characters that had ever roamed the 
streets, a two-gun man, a super-bandit. 
I began to swagger among the other 
prisoners.

Again my father came to my aid. He 
hired three lawyers to defend me.

“The best thing you can do, kid,” they 
told me, “is plead guilty.”

That was what I did. I admitted two 
robberies and a burglary, and the lawyers 
asked the court to be lenient.

But the judge was not to be swayed by 
sentiment. He looked up my record and 
sentenced me to a maximum of twenty- 
five years and a minimum of twenty-four 
years, eleven months, and twenty-nine 
days on each of the robbery charges, and 
from four years, eleven months, and twenty- 
nine days to five years for the burglary. 
The sentences, he said, were to run con­
secutively. So, any way you figure it, it’s 
very close to fifty-five years.

Father, his eyes red from weeping, said 
good-by to me, and I was led off to prison. 
I was never to see him alive again.
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HERE are three things to make 

you positive in your preference 

for the new and improved Champion 

spark plugs : 0 The engineering brains 

of the world choose Champions. 

C The motorists of the world give 

Champions overwhelming preference. 

CHAMPION SPARK PLUG COMPANY, 

Q The new and improved Champions 

meet all needs of every engine. >) The 

superiority of Champions is traditional 

and one without a penalty—not even 

the penalty of price. Q Install a set in 

your car now; with them every engine 

becomes a better performing engine.

TOLEDO, OHIO; WINDSOR, ONTARIO

Change spark plugs every 10,000 
miles for better engine performance

NEIT AND IMPROVED

HAMPION
SPARK PLUGS



Russell Owen, the New 
York Times reporter who 
accompanied the Byrd Ex­
pedition to the South Pole, 
has covered many of the 
most outstanding events 
in the world in the last 
few years. He is also the 
winner of the coveted 
Pulitzer Prize for the best 
reporting job of the year.

“It’s Not the Heat
It’s the Humidity”

says Russell Owen
Those of you who fear hot weather 
will be interested to learn that ex­
perienced travelers in the tropics 
protect themselves and their 
equipment against heat and mois­
ture with a familiar product which 
you too can get for a few cents at 
the corner drug store.

♦ ♦ ♦
“Through the green defiles of tropical 
forests or over pampas scorched by sun, 
explorers have penetrated toward the 
heart of South America. But despite all 
the centuries which have elapsed since 
the Spaniards first sought there the 
golden cities of El Dorado, or men have 
searched for the headwaters of the Amazon 
and Orinoco, there are great areas which 
have never been reached by white men.

The barrier of tangled undergrowth has 
successfully hidden many of the mysteries 
of a land where ancient civilizations flour­
ished before the days of Columbus.

“These forests are filled with rivers and 
streams, the ground is sodden with mois­
ture. Not only does the body suffer in the 
miasmic air, but the equipment which 
explorers carry with them also suffers. 
Instruments rust, leather cracks and rots, 
guns become useless unless cared for 
properly. That is why so many men who 
go into the interior of South America 
carry with them “Vaseline” Jelly with 
which to protect their materials as well as 
their skins. One of these men is Herbert 
Spencer Dickey, who has traveled through 
South America for more than twenty 
years, and who has penetrated deeply into 
unknown country.

“He always carries with him quantities 
of ‘Vaseline’ Petroleum Jelly, and with 
it he coats his instruments, the metal 
parts of his camera, his guns, whatever 
might be spoiled by the all-pervading 
dampness—he even uses it on his boots. 
In open country under the hot tropical sun 
he uses it to protect his skin. He would not 
be without ‘Vaseline’ Jelly; and finds it 
one of the most valuable articles in his 
equipment. ’ ©Cheaebrough Mfg. Co., Cona’d.. 1931

The first six months of my long sentence 
I was still the boy bandit, the drug-store 
cowboy. Then a letter came that gave me 
the one hard, devastating blow of my life.

Father was dead—and I had killed him. 
His heart had broken under the strain, the 
worry that I had caused him. I suddenly 
realized what he had meant to me, what I 
had meant to him. He was the best father 
any boy could have had. He had done 
everything he could for me. And I had 
worried him into his grave.

T?OR the first time in my life, reading 
T that letter and rereading it, I saw the 
heartbreak, the sordidness that my life of 
crime had brought. I stopped to think, as 
I should have stopped to think years be­
fore. If I only had! But it was too late 
now. Too late!

I asked if I could go to the funeral. 
They refused. I was a dangerous criminal, 
they said. They couldn’t take a chance.

That phrase: dangerous criminal. A 
week ago it still would have had a thrill for 
me. Now, suddenly, it made me ashamed, 
humble. I wasn’t a dangerous criminal. 
I wasn’t even a criminal. “ Specs” Russell, 
the smoked-glasses kid, had been a crim­
inal. But “Specs” Russell was dead. He 
had been killed by a letter. This Joe 
Russell, crying in his cell, was another per­
son. He was a heartbroken, lonesome kid.

For days I mourned. I was done with 
crime, I knew; done with it forever. Here­
after— But what was I to do hereafter? 
The long years stretching ahead.

But out of my brooding a new purpose 
was growing, a purpose higher than I had 
ever known before, a purpose that has 
grown stronger every day since. I had 
wasted twenty-one years of my life, but I’d 
make up for it from now on. I had played 
a bit in the prison band. I had tried my 
hand occasionally at writing. But always 
in a half-hearted way. Now I threw my­
self into these efforts with all my heart. 
While the other prisoners played cards in 
their cells, tapped out gossip to each other 
on the bars, I practiced and studied.

Forty months have passed since then. 
And what have been my accomplishments? 
I have become secretary to the prison 
bandmaster. From the worst trombonist 
in the prison band I have risen to soloist. 
I have learned to play the violin, the valve 
trombone (besides the slide trombone), 
the cornet, the saxophone, the cymbals, 
and the bass drum. I have had articles in 
six magazines and two newspapers, humor 
in twenty-six publications, poetry in seven. 
And I will soon have finished a book on 
how to play the trombone.

The blusterer and the braggart, I now 
realize, fools nobody but himself. The 
desire for gang popularity, for sporty cars 
and questionable pleasures leads only to 
disaster. There is a far better kind of 
popularity, a popularity based on excel­
lence in the job you’re doing, and that’s 
the kind 1 want now.

Pleasure, enjoyment, abiding peace are 
in the mind. Playing the very best I know 
how, doing my best in everything I attempt, 
helping to make others cheerful—these are 
the things that have finally brought me 
real gladness. Here behind these bars I 
am going to make a name for myself—an 
honest name.

As I dug my own hell, I am building my 
own heaven.

4. 4. 4. 4. 4.



Girls always had 'another date’
—until he ended fB.O.’

(Body Odor)

HE KNEW he wasn’t popular with girls.
But he never suspected why until one 

day a clerk in a store suggested Lifebuoy 
to him.

That simple change in toilet soaps changed 
his whole life 1 For it ended the fault that had 
made girls unwilling to go out with him. 
“B.O.”, the polite name for a condition people 
dislike even to mention—body odor . . . No 
more turn-downs now. Girls accept his in­
vitations gladly. He knows the easy way to 
keep perspiration odorless.

Hot weather no excuse
Even if the thermometer is up in the nineties 
—even if we are perspiring more freely— 
there’s no need to let “B.O.” offend. Just take 
the simple precaution adopted by so many 
particular men and women. Wash and bathe 

with Lifebuoy. Then you’re safe.
Like millions of other Lifebuoy fans, you’ll 

enjoy this delightful toilet soap more and 
more every day. Everything about it. Its 
bountiful, creamy lather—even in hardest 
water. Its pleasant, hygienic scent that van­
ishes as you rinse. The wonderfully fresh, 
clean feeling it leaves. No more “B. O.” wor­
ries now! Lifebuoy’s gentle antiseptic lather 
•purifies pores—removes every trace of odor.

What a complexion soap!
Women add a special word of praise for 
Lifebuoy as a complexion soap. Its bland, 
deep-cleansing lather gently frees clogged 
pores of beauty-stifling impurities—freshens 
dull skins till they glow with healthy radiant 
loveliness. Adopt Lifebuoy today.
A product of LEVER, BROTHERS CO., Cambridge, Mass.

..=77 Lifebuoy
New double-dense lather A LJ CAI T“ C /“X A D t®/
soothes, lubricates and I H L FV L I Fl U r\ ■ W
protects . . . ends tender 1 lit---- stops body odor-



THINK OF “The Worst Job in the World”
(Continued from page 59)

OWNING
75 pipes

. . . and knowing how to 
keep them all 

"sweet and good natured"
“T WAS a confirmed smoker of Edgeworth 

I up until about a year and a half ago,” 
says R. E. Reese, of Seaside, Calif. “A 
new tobacco came on the market which I 
took to at once.

‘‘Then I began to notice a sore tongue 
. . . it burned terribly. I tried a dozen 
brands, but with each it was the same. 
I nearly gave up smoking altogether.

“Finally I camfi back to Edgeworth. No 
more sore tongue! No bite or sting. Glory 
be! I am back to Edgeworth to stay. I own 
seventy-five pipes and I take turns with 
them. Edgeworth is the only tobacco 
which will keep them all sweet and good 
natured.”

Edgeworth is at your dealer’s—now! 
Or send coupon below for special trial 
packet of Edgeworth—Free.

EDGEWORTH
SMOKING TOBACCO

Edgeworth is a blend of 
fine old hurleys, with its 
natural savor insured by 
Edgeworth’s distinctive 
eleventh process. Buy 
Edgeworth anywhere in 
two forms—’’ Ready-Rub­
bed” and ’’Plug Slice.’* 
All sizes. i5«! pocket pack­
age to pound humidor tin. 
Larus & Bro. Co, Rich­

mond, Va.

—CLIP COUPON—

LARUS & BRO. CO., 100 S. 22d Si.
Richmond, Va.

Send me the Edgeworth sample. I’ll try it in a good pipe.

Name------------------------------------------------------------- —-------------------

Address------------

City and State. 

men under him, for their honesty and good 
faith. In a talk I had with President 
Hoover some time ago, he said:

“One thing haunts me day and night: 
the necessity of probity in Federal Gov­
ernment. Wherever else it has been lost, 
the national government must retain it at 
all costs.”

He went on to elaborate that. In busi­
ness the lack of probity may mean only 
the destruction of one man’s integrity, or 
the loss of money to others involved. But 
in the government something more vital 
is involved: the faith of the people, the 
integrity of the nation. A scandal in the 
government does a direct moral damage to 
the country.

In selecting his men, the President first 
makes an ideal list. Usually it represents 
a crosscut section of the country.

With this ideal list he then goes to work 
—but what happens? Fully a third of 
these men refuse to serve, and the per­
centage is constantly growing higher. 
Some refuse to leave professions or busi­
nesses for the often thankless and always 
ill-paid public service. The majority, 
however, while appreciating the honor, 
refuse the humiliation of the now usual 
senatorial inquisition.

That the resultant group is as superior 
as it is speaks better for the American 
people than for this method of weakening 
the quality of the men who support a 
Chief Executive. But with his group of 
assistants, now purged by fire, he is at 
least ready to face his colossal task.

HE IS still alone, however, at his big 
desk. He may ring a bell, and a number 
of people are at his call. But in the last 

analysis he is still alone. When he can 
spare a moment for his friends they come 
in awkwardly or stiffly. He cannot bridge 
this gulf which is the President’s desk.

And the others, who come in at ten- 
minute intervals all the morning, see him 
as a giver of gifts, a granter of favors, a 
court of last appeal.

One President after another has spoken 
of the nervous strain of this constant 
hammering all day of one personality after 
another; the door opening, the individual 
or group coming in, each with its demand 
or its question. For weeks they have been 
getting ready for that ten minutes, thought 
over what they have to say. Now they ex­
pect an answer, and at once.

And whatever the demand may be, 
while the “Yes” concludes the matter, the 
“No” merely opens it. Thereafter it con­
tinues open, with every effort and pressure 
brought to bear to change it. Everybody, 
from the office boy to the congressman, 
may be eventually brought in.

The same thing is true of the afternoons 
in that office.

And this goes on until six o’clock, six- 
thirty. Then, out of sheer pity for the 
office itself, the President goes to his study 
in the White House proper. Not to rest, 
however; he has merely exchanged one 
office for another. His day officially ends 
when, at seven-thirty, he dresses for his 
eight-o’clock dinner—officially only, for 
he has stated social duties for many eve­
nings: receptions, dinners, and musicales 

which are a part of the tradition of the 
office. At other times there is always work 
to be done, and when at last he retires to 
bed, it is not unusual to have on a table be­
side him the editorial comment of the eve­
ning newspapers and still more of the 
documentary burden of the day which re­
quires reading and thought.

But he must rise again at six-thirty, or 
thereabouts, for the exercise which is to 
carry him through. He needs his health. 
He has the accumulated laws of a hundred 
and fifty years to confront him, an enor­
mous organism of administration, and a 
two-party—or what is now practically a 
three-party—Congress with which to 
struggle, so that he and his officers are con­
stantly being placed on the defensive. In 
this situation he must not only attend to 
the duties of his office, but must do a ma­
jority of the maneuvering in order that 
necessary legislation may be passed and 
that his election promises may be fulfilled.

It is in this last and necessary activity 
that he lays himself open to attack by his 
political enemies.

rT"'HE necessity of fighting for what he 
believes to be the best interest of the 

nation as a whole is no new thing to a 
President. But what is new is that there is 
no longer the time to fight.

Actually, no President during or since 
the war has had time to fight. Conflict 
not only lessens his efficiency but depletes 
his vitality, and he needs every ounce of 
both to carry on. He has not even time 
for emotions. The result is that any at­
tempt to maneuver a President into a 
fighting position is to lessen his efficiency, 
to play deliberately on his vitality and his 
health, and perhaps to destroy him.

It has been done, and done twice, 
within my own memory.

Until the second term of President 
Wilson most of our Presidents had been 
immune to personal attack. True, Abra­
ham Lincoln was an exception, and the 
rancor of the Civil War carried over into 
Johnson’s tenure of office, and even for a 
time followed President Grant. Then a 
reaction came. The Presidency stood for 
something which should not be destroyed. 
It was, like the flag, the symbol of govern­
ment. The office was to be respected and 
held aloof from disparagement.

With President Wilson this immunity 
of the office ceased. A Congress which 
forbids personal attack on or by any of its 
members, discovered that it could attack 
the President with impunity, and did. It 
has continued to do so ever since, and with 
perfect safety. For a President does not 
retaliate in kind. Congress is as safe as a 
bad boy throwing stones from behind a 
fence.

Nor do the people inquire as to the 
motive behind this stone-throwing. A 
fight is news, and only that, to the ma­
jority. But it is a curious development, 
this toleration by the people of personal 
attack on the man they have elected to 
serve them, and who does serve them, at 
a cost which is only too often broken health 
and is frequently death. A strange weak­
ness, a flaw in our national character, 
which prides itself on fair play.



“Use Pepsodent twice a day” 
—the great American habit

It is helping millions to possess strong, healthy teeth by 
removing dingy film ... Eat right. See your dentist.

Do these three things ... to have 
strong, healthy teeth

Y
OU know as well as we do 
there are several good tooth 
pastes on the market. You know 
they will clean teeth satisfactorily 
and safely.

Then why should anyone insist 
on having Pepsodent? Why should 
dentists by the thousands urge and 
recommend it to their patients ?

Because medical people and hun­
dreds of thousands of others believe 
the best is not too dear when 
healthy teeth are in the balance.

Pepsodent—a supreme achievement 
The scientific purpose of Pepso­
dent is to remove film from teeth.
Removing film requires special 
properties in a tooth paste. Film is 
a gluelike coating. It clings stul 
bornly, absorbs stains from foo 
and smoking and makes teeth ur 
attractive. Ordinary ways fail to n 
move this film as effectively 1 
Pepsodent. Scientific tests hav

AMOS ’N' ANDY brought

Pepsoc

m
is found by dental research to 
play an important part in tooth 
decay ... to cause unsightly stains on en­
amel. It must be removed twice daily.

been made that prove this beyond 
all question.

Film contains germs. It holds 
them against the tooth surface — 
teeth decay. Removing film is im­
perative. Eating the right foods and 
seeing your dentist every six 
months completes the only sound 
rule known for safeguarding teeth.

Pepsodent contains no pumice, no 
harmful grit or crude abrasives. It 
has a gentle action that protects the 
delicate enamel. It is completely 
CATrc r- ' •> i—nl_

letwork.

g tooth paste



Just missed him —
.... but next time ?

BY midnight tonight, 85 of today’s motor accidents will have 
proved fatal. Before you finish reading this message, 2 more 

people will have been injured by automobiles. If “next time” it 
should be your misfortune not to “miss him”—and you are sued— 
will you have a great insurance company behind you? Or merely 
the sleep-robbing knowledge that a judgment may not only seize 
every form of property you own today, but may even snatch away 
anything you may own or acquire for years to come! An /Etna Com­

bination Automobile Policy not

Going to Tour?
Then clip and mail the 
coupon below for a fas­
cinating 48-page
Book of Motor Tours

"Seeing America 
with Aitna”

22 tours. Each illustrated 
with a large 2-color map. 
Each adaptable to the 
length of your vacation 
and the limits of your 
budget. A unique guide 
to America’s most beau­
tiful scenery and most 
interesting historical 
points! Your name and 
address on the coupon, 
plus 120 to cover mail­
ing costs, will bring your 
copy by return mail. 

The /Etna Casualty & Surety Co. 
The /Etna Life Insurance Co. 
The Automobile Insurance Co. 
The Standard Fire InsuranceCo. 

of Hartford, Conn.

only covers every insurable mo­
toring risk but can be written with 
Liability limits of any amount 
needed toprotectyouagainsthigh 
damage awards. Further, an /Etna 
Policy is acceptable evidence of 
your financial responsibility in 
every state in the Union. Canada, 
too. What’s more, Aitna service 
covers the country from Coast 
to Coast through
25,000 /Etna Representatives 
See the/Etna-izer in your commu­
nity. He is a man worth knowing.

a

For a President cannot resign, cannot 
let go. He must serve his full four years, 
and a second term of four years if possible. 
The accomplishments of his first term are 
the material with which his party must go to 
the polls at the next election. His personal 
desire for retirement must be subordinated 
to that.

He can neither resign, defend himself, 
nor make an outcry. A prominent officer 
of our government said not long ago that 
we had developed the habit of shutting 
our Presidents into the White House and 
then shooting through the windows! And 
certainly there have been times when the 
political cabal against them has amounted 
to a conspiracy. In furtherance of such 
conspiracy, their private lives as well as 
their public good faith have repeatedly 
been attacked. And while the attack is 
news, the facts which refute it are not news 
and seldom reach the people.

'T'HE result has been a curious one.
Along with an increasing belief that 

the Federal Government can do anything, 
and should do almost everything, comes 
the new and dangerous use of a President 
as a whipping boy by his political enemies. 
Time after time a deliberate attempt has 
been made to ruin him, so that his party 
may be destroyed with him.

This is highly dangerous. Respect for 
the Presidential office is a part of the 
respect for all government.

No President goes into office to de­
stroy the country. Practical politics, per­
sonal ambition, and idealism alike dictate 
that he shall give the nation the best that 
is in him. He may appeal to the popular 
imagination or he may not. Probably not, 
for there is no time in the office today for 
showmanship. Without strong support in 
Congress he has responsibility rather than 
power, and he governs largely by public 
support.

But public support may depend on his 
showmanship, for which there is no longer 
any time. In this vicious circle, then, does 
a President find himself.

But one thing he will have carried into 
office with him, and that is an abiding 
faith in the American people.

He trusts them. He thinks he knows 
the American character, vigorous and 
sturdily independent. But within a few 
months he may reasonably wonder if he 
has ever known it.

For the war has apparently done a 
strange thing to us. At that time, emo­
tional and altruistic, we forgot self-interest 
in patriotism, and we gave the Federal 
Government enormous power. Such power 
was necessary, for it was directed toward 
the national safety. But also we passed 
over to it a number of our burdens, and 
because of self-interest we are unwilling to 
take them back again. Thus we still find 
Congress intent on programs based on this 
same self-interest; on measures to relieve 
purely local stress, or involving financial 
relief for some particular group of voters, 
leaving other groups to get along as best 
they can. “Let Washington do it,” has 
become a political rallying cry for prac­
tically everything. And in nine times out 
of ten “Washington” means the Presi­
dent.

A President, however, cannot be domi­
nated by the self-interest which lies be­
hind this attitude. He must watch the 
well-being of all the people, not the few.



IT ISN’T news NOW

Because of this 
patent oil-tube 
you can make 
your own pre­
scription for your 
own hair.

....its becoming a habif!

Packer's Scalpfone . 

Ionic and dressing

It teas news, too—a hair tonic which 
could actually be modified to suit just 
your kind of hair and scalp! And its 
instant popularity isn’t surprising; for 
Packer's Scalptone is such a practical, 
sensible way to give your scalp the 
individual treatment which means hair 
health.

Scalptone—made by the makers of 
Packer’s Tar Soap—is a dermatol­
ogist’s formula (a dermatologist, you 
know, is a physician who specializes in 
the treatment of the skin and scalp 
and hair). Scalptone will keep your 
scalp young, vigorous. And it’s the 
scalp you must treat to keep your hair 
healthy. Massage it well into your 
scalp every day; its tonic beneficial in­
gredients will stimulate and tone up 
those thousands of tiny cells in the 
scalp muscles.

Your own prescription for your own 
hair: In the neck of every bottle of 
Scalptone is a little tube of pure vege-

. the new "individual" 

lor your kind ol hair

table oil, recommended for dry scalps. 
If your hair is dry (even so dry that 
you need a dressing to keep it in place), 
you simply add as much oil to the 
Scalptone as your particular scalp 
needs—there are simple, clear direc­
tions to guide you. If your scalp is 
oily, you massage with Scalptone just 
as it comes in the bottle; for Scalptone 
without the oil is an astringent tonic.

Prevents dandruff — keeps hair well- 
groomed Used regularly, Scalptone’s 
antiseptic properties will prevent dan­
druff—which so often means loss of 
hair. Spalptone is the modern, sound, 
scientific way to a healthy scalp and 
vigorous hair.

Men will like to use Scalptone as a 
dressing, too—it keeps the hair well 
groomed and benefits the scalp at the 
same time.

If your druggist hasn’t Scalptone as 
yet, mail us $1.00 and we’ll send you 
a full-size bottle.

PACKER'S Scalpfone
Made by the makers ol Packer's Tar Soap

Hair-health depends on scalp-health

Home Treatments (or Hair Health
dandruff:
Dandruff is a germ disease—treat 
it seriously. As soon as you see 
evidence of it, start with four daily 
shampoos with Packer’s Tar Soap 
—for years a standard treatment 
for dandruff. After these four 
shampoos, shampoo every three or 
four days, then once a week.

Along with Tar Soap Shampoos, 
use Scalptone—the new Packer 
tonic and dressing which you can 
modify to suit just your hair. If 
your hair is dry, read the easy 
directions which come with the 
Scalptone bottle. Then you can 
make up a simple prescription to 
help you correct over-dryness. If 
your hair is oily, you will use 
Scalptone in an astringent form. 
You’ll find Scalptone a great help 
for your dandruff. Its antiseptic 

qualities are very discouraging to 
dandruff germs.

dry hair:
Shampoo every two weeks regu­
larly with Packer’s Olive Oil Sham­
poo. This olive oil shampoo is 
made especially for dry hair. It 
contains soothing softening glycer­
ine and leaves your hair easier to 
manage. Each day apply Scalp­
tone with good vigorous massage. 
Scalptone is the new Packer tonic, 
the first tonic we’ve ever heard of 
that you can modify to suit just 
your hair. Scalptone, modified ac­
cording to the very simple direc­
tions on the bottle, will supply the 
natural oil your hair lacks.

oily hair:
Just as often as your hair gets 
oily, even if it’s only a few days

since your last shampoo, shampoo 
again with Packer s Pine Tar 
Shampoo. This shampoo is made 
especially for oily hair; it is mildly 
astringent. Every day, massage 
with Scalptone, the wonderful new

Packer tonic which each user can 
modify to suit just his or her hair. 
If your hair is very oily, Scalptone 
can be an astringent tonic (see 
explanation above). It will help 
restore the oil glands to normal.

SEND FOR SAMPLES

10^ lor 1; 25^ lor all 3
For lOe in coin we’ll be glad to 

send you a sample of either of the 
two PACKER Liquid Sham­
poos or the Tar Soap. For 25tf 
we will send you samples of all 
three. Address The Packer Mfg. 
Co., Inc., Dept. 6-G, 101 W. 31st 
Street, New York.

If you want a full-size bottle 
of Scalptone, enclose $1.00 with 

your note.



BILLIE BURKE. As this recent photograph shows, the years have only increased her 
charm! She says: “Complexion beauty is so important! I use Lux Toilet Soap regularly.”

"lam39!Sr
BILLIE BURKE
Famous stage Beauty 

declares no woman needs 
look her age

“T REALLY am 39 years old!” says
-L Billie Burke. “And I don’t see 

why any woman should look her age.
“We on the stage, of course, must 

keep our youthful freshness. Youth 
wins and holds the public as nothing 
else can.

“So one must be wise enough to 
keep this charm right through the 
years. To do this it is important 
above everything else to guard com­
plexion beauty—keep one’s skin 

Lux Toilet Soap-ioi

temptingly fresh and smooth.
“For years I have used Lux Toilet 

Soap regularly. It leaves my skin 
amazingly clear and soft.”

At 39 Billie Burke has just signed 
up for a series of motion pictures in 
Hollywood! What a tribute to her 
youthful freshness!

She will find the actresses there, 
like the stage stars, are devoted to 
Lux Toilet Soap. Actually 605 of 
the 613 important ones use this 
fragrant white soap to guard 
complexion beauty—regularly!

Surely your skin should have the 
protection of this gentle, luxurious 
care! Order several cakes— today.

Naturally, such watching is unpopular, but 
it is essential. Special privilege has no 
place in government.

The man at the big desk can buy a cheap 
and brief popularity by acceding to raids 
on the Treasury; or he can attempt to 
preserve the American character, which is 
more vital than property, can refuse to 
allow it to be sapped by the innumerable 
proposals made to him, and take his medi­
cine in the shape of sharp resentment.

Some years ago I talked in Belgium with 
King Albert.

“Your President,” he said, “is more 
powerful than any king, any czar.”

Two years afterwards he was to see that 
President lose majority public support, 
and with that his power and later his life.

TT IS this ability to secure the support 
of public opinion which fairly determines 

the success or failure of a man in the 
Presidency. It is a fickle thing. The idol 
of tcxiay may be shattered tomorrow.

Showmanship, however, requires time as 
well as special ability. So rapidly has the 
work of our Presidents expanded that an 
honest man, working sincerely for the 
country, cannot afford the time even to 
present his case to the public. Few men 
have the dramatic instinct of a Roosevelt.

This man at his desk, then, whoever he 
may be, finds himself largely at the mercy 
of a press which may have its own parti­
san reasons for being antagonistic. Once 
more, he may not defend himself, and also 
he is frequently to find that the solid ac­
complishment of his administration is lost 
in a welter of more or less frivolous matter 
which happens to be news.

The realization that a dog fight in Con­
gress is news, while a sound piece of ac­
complishment brings no recognition what­
ever, is a startling thing at first. But every 
President since 1919 has found himself at 
the head of a great criminal-investigation 
department, and has had to learn that 
Prohibition and all pertaining to it is 
news—good or bad, and generally bad.

This new activity which has been added 
to the burdens of the Presidency is one of 
the most astonishing in our history. Cer­
tainly the founders of the nation had never 
envisaged such a situation. In the Consti­
tution there is but one crime, and that is 
treason; and until comparatively recent 
times there were only two or three crim­
inal laws on the Federal statute books.

But a President must now deal with 
crime. We have perhaps eighteen thou­
sand prisoners in our government peni­
tentiaries. They are there for selling nar­
cotics, for stealing automobiles, for boot­
legging liquor. To his other work the new 
President now adds the question of law 
enforcement. If he is an honest man— 
and we have had no dishonest Presidents 
—he sees in the Federal Government a 
veritable lighthouse of law enforcement, 
and must act accordingly.

But although the duty is his, his hands 
are fairly tied. The Federal courts are 
comparatively honest, and such criminals 
as they sentence are usually sent to jail. 
Local courts, however, are not always, or 
even often, reliable in many communi­
ties. So we find the Federal Government 
in the position of being obliged, in the 
case of the Chicago gangster, to resort to 
the nonpayment of his income tax as an 
absurd device for penalizing him for his 
crimes!



Suits of Zephyr Yarns are “the thing" 

this summer. That's ’why we'refeatur­

ing these two Zephyr models. The wom­

an's suit (left) and the man's speed 

model (right) are $5.00 values as other 

stores figure things. We sell them for 

$3-45'

Here's a woman's Tan Elk Oxford of 

the pattern* last and heel height most 

in vogue this year. You'llfind it a real 

comfort — whether for sports or for 

summer wear. Goodyear Welt^ with 

a Krinkle rubber sole and heel. And 

(hold your breath) it sells for $y.OO.

For the metropolitan districts, complete de­
partment stores, with everything for men, 
women and children as well as for the home.

...BUT A THRILL IN EVERY

PRICE TAG

IN THIS NEW KIND OF STORE

Swank salons and floorwalkers with gar­
denias are no longer symbols of quality 

to value-wise women. These are but the rem­
nants of a passing day.

Modern women have discovered a wiser way 
to shop—in the new type Sears’ stores. Ex­
travagant grandeur and useless services have 
no place in these stores. Instead, we offer 
you merchandise of superlative quality at un­
believably low prices. We stake everything 
on value.

We take no end of trouble to insure the high­
est standards of value. Every single item is 
studied by our stylists and laboratory testers. 
It is taken apart and examined inside and out. 
Often it is re-designed; frequently new speci­
fications are written for it.

We buy merchandise in tremendous quan­
tities—hence at the lowest possible price. 
Then we sell it through our own stores and 
mail order branches — hence at the lowest 
possible cost. Thus two large economies are 
combined to give you a new thrill in values.

Last year more than 12,000,000 people 
preferred savings to ceremony and spent

Wives who shop for husbands long ago “discovered" 

our shirts. The PILGRIM shirts shown are of fine 

pre-shrunk broadcloth^ excellent for sports or everyday 

wear. $1.39— a variety of plain colors. (They're 

like those costing $1.95 elsewhere.)

$400,000,000 with us. (That, of course, 
makes us the World’s Largest Store.)

There are more than 350 of these Sears,
Roebuck stores. To serve your needs accu­
rately they are divided into three kinds—

For other cities and towns there are stores that 
specialize in things that help in keeping homes 
bright and well run, things that equip the man 
for his trade, things that add enjoyment to 
everyone’s hours of leisure.

For motorists there are stores that specialize 
in tires, auto accessories and tools.

And back of our stores there is the Sears, 
Roebuck catalog with its 48,000 items. If 
you prefer the convenience of buying by mail, 
address the nearest mail order plant — at 
Chicago, Minneapolis, Philadelphia, Kansas 
City, Boston, Atlanta, Memphis, Dallas, Los
Angeles or Seattle. No matter where you 
are — Sears, Roebuck can serve you.

Sears’
SEARS, ROEBUCK a n



leople pitied my hoy 

he was so thin...*
but now he is the huskiest youngster in the neighborhood

a mother will understand how
I felt when I overheard two wo­

men pitying my little boy. ‘ How thin he 
is' I heard them say. 'Why, that child 
looks half-starved!'

“I was mortified . . . but what they 
said was true. Arthur was so thin, his 
legs were like broomsticks.

“Yet no matter how I stuffed him 
with food, he couldn’t gain an ounce. 
It was not until I began mixing Cocomalt 
with his milk that Arthur began to put 
on weight. He liked it so much better 
than plain milk that he drank almost 
twice as much . . . and the extra nour­
ishment began to fill him out at once.
“He’s a real little man now—12 

pounds heavier—and getting to be the 
huskiest youngster in the neighborhood. 
I’m so proud of him!’’

Why doctors recommend 
Cocomalt

Thousands of mothers tell us virtually 
the same story.

Cocomalt adds 70% more nourish­

R. B. Davis Co., 
I am enclosing

ment to milk, almost doubling the food 
value of every glass your child drinks. 
It provides extra body-building pro­
teins, carbohydrates and minerals. Doc­
tors recommend this rich, creamy, choc­
olate flavor food drink as part of every 
growing child’s diet.
The urgent need for Vitamin D
Cocomalt contains Vitamin D—the same 
element produced by summer sunshine. 
This vitamin helps to prevent rickets 
and to build strong bones, sound teeth.

Special trial offer
—send coupon

Cocomalt comes in powder form, ready 
to mix with milk. lb., 1 lb., and 5 lb. 
family size. High in food value, low in 
cost. At grocers and drug stores. Or mail 
coupon and 10c (to cover cost of pack­
ing and mailing), for trial can—enough 
for the whole family to judge what a 
wonderful food drink Cocomalt is!

(ocomalt
t- R E F R E SH

Dbpt. DD-7, Hoboken, N. J.
10c. Please send me a trial-size can of Cocomalt.

Name------------- -------------------------

Address-------------------------------------
_____________ State----------------------

adds 70% MORE NOURISHMENT ^ MILK

Thus, a President today finds that the 
police power, properly the duty of the 
local state and municipality, has become a 
responsibility of the Federal Government’s, 
and of his own.

Our Presidents have sworn to uphold the 
Constitution, and Prohibition is written 
into the Constitution. The Presidents are 
responsible for the men chosen to uphold 
an unpopular law, and at the cost of pub­
lic approval they are obliged to enforce it. 
They may believe in it or they may not. 
Woodrow Wilson vetoed it, for example. 
But they have no option in the matter. 
The fact remains that to an office already 
too heavy for any one man to carry on, 
have been given the duties of nation-wide 
criminal investigation.

And not only is Prohibition a great 
administrative problem. It provides 
ready-made the best material in our 
history since slavery for the enemies 
of any President. It becomes political 
capital of the first order, a weapon not 
of his own forging, but now to be turned 
against him.

No other law ever passed has so roused 
the fighting instinct in American citizens, 
both for and against it. And with steadily 
increasing force the pressure of it is 
directed toward our Presidents.

ACTUALLY, no previous experience 
prepares any President for the im­

pact of the office as it is today. He may 
have been in the Cabinet, but nevertheless 
he can have no conception of what is in 
store for him.

Hitherto he has been a natural and per­
haps a spontaneous man. Now that is 
ended. A President can be neither natural 
nor spontaneous without danger of misin­
terpretation, for the spotlight never leaves 
him. He lives in a glare of publicity.

Along with this enforced caution comes 
a willful distortion by his enemies of much 
that he says and most of what he does. 
Until this time he has at least been ac­
customed to having his acts taken in good 
faith. It is this tribute to his character 
which in large measure has made him 
President, the belief of a majority of the 
people in his honesty of purpose.

Now he must face the fact that this 
sturdy integrity of purpose will be im­
peached by his political enemies. At the 
best, he will be accused of playing poli­
tics; at the worst, the very good faith 
which elected him will be undermined.

And in reply to all of this he will say 
precisely nothing.

This is not the story of one President, 
but the story of every President of the 
last twenty-odd years. The office, under 
the most favorable conditions, is a burden 
few men have the temperament and phy­
sique to stand without breaking. At its 
worst it is a man-killing position, stultify­
ing to pride as well as to effort, and in­
creasingly difficult to administer. Perhaps 
it needs reorganizing; as things are it will 
be difficult as time goes on to secure men 
physically and mentally able to carry it. 
Certainly it needs whole-hearted public 
support, and there should surely be a 
restoration of the dignity of the office and 
its immunity from attack.

Something of faith in government is 
lost when any demagogue may vent his 
political spleen on the head of a great 
nation.

* * * * *



THE PRUDENTIAL INSURANCE COMPANY ^AMERICA
HOME OFFICE, //aotri. JfJ.EDWARD D DUFFIEID, president
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Life Insurance will help you in your old 
age —if you keep your policy in force

The misery of an old man 
is of interest to nobodu ”



FREE
Enough Hires 
Extract to make 

W. 8 BOTTLES 
of delicious 

JRj Hires Root 
Beer. Just mail 

1| the coupon.

For 
growing children 

Doctors Praise
Hires Root Beer
The increasing popularity of Hires Root 
Beer is Nation-wide. In hundreds of schools, 
teachers are urging children to drink Hires 
Root Beer and to avoid questionable bever­
ages. Doctors, too, recommend Hires Root 
Beer as healthful and safe.

Careful mothers everywhere are urging 
their children to drink Hires Root Beer be­
cause it is delicious plus invigorating plus 
nourishing . . . and absolutely pure—free 
from artificial color and flavor.

Now, to win added friends, we offer a 
free trial bottle of Hires Extract—sufficient 
to make 8 pint bottles of Hires Root Beer.

If the trial delights you and your family, 
then for 30c at all dealers you can buy a full- 
size bottle of Hires Extract—it makes 40 
bottles of Hires Root Beer, costing about 
l%c per bottle, compared to what you usu­
ally pay.

Millions of families all over the Nation 
are enjoying this famous, thirst-quenching 
beverage, containing the juices of 16 roots, 
barks, berries and herbs—Nature’s invigor­
ating and healthful ingredients.

Mail the coupon at once for free trial bot­
tle of Hires Extract—or order a full size 30c 
bottle from your dealer. (35c in Canada.)

At Fountains and from Hires Kegs, 
you can get Hires Root Beer by the 
glass. Also it comes already bottled.

rnnaaeipnia, ra.
Please send me free sample 
of Hires Root Beer Extract

। Name.— ----------------------------------—. ।
I Address .._______ 1-----------------------------------’
I City_______________________State_______________ ______ '

Please print name and address plainly

Canadians may mail coupon to 
The Charles E. Hires Co., Ltd., Toronto

Your Best Bet is Yourself
(Continued from page 23)

“ ‘As president?
“What line of reasoning and advice did 

I take with George? Did I say:
“‘You’re sitting pretty where you are, 

aren’t you? You belong to two good 
country clubs. You’re in the big town. 
You’ve got a lot of friends there, and your 
home. And if you did take this other place, 
who knows but you might fail?’

“No, I said nothing of the kind, and if 
such considerations occurred to George, 
they did not weigh heavily against the 
fact that he saw a wicked job down there 
and ached to get his teeth in.

“ 'T'HE time came in my own career when
-*•  I was faced with a big decision. I was 

asked to come to Chicago. I was happy 
in St. Louis. I sought the advice of a 
friend. Did he warn me to entrench myself 
in gains already made? Hold tight to what 
I had? Not he.

“ But—is the break-away course always 
best? For everybody, under all circum­
stances? What of the man who loves rail­
roading and is offered twice as much in 
a different line of work? Can you or I 
say, ‘He mustn’t take it!’—or ‘He must’? 
How may he decide?

“The tendency of some people to grab 
and hold tight can show itself in odd ways. 
A man who was exceedingly fond of 
money, also always insisted on having his 
desk in a favored spot. He was ambitious 
and restless, and passionately longed for 
a presidency. He never quite got it. Yet 
he got high office and much money. And 
his desk was always in a place of honor. 
Was he a success? A failure?

“ I know other men who, if they have no 
desk, will gladly stand against a post, 
and get business by the bucketful.

“Raising the point: Is it always best to 
insist, ‘That’s mine, and, by golly! I’m 
I’m going to have it’?

“ In my own mind, when a man insists 
on having a desk or office ‘consistent with 
his dignity,’ I think:

“‘Let him have it. Why not!—if he 
is too weak or shy to stand up and hold 
his own in the crowd!’

“ He goes down a notch for insisting on 
what I consider a minor point. But would 
everyone feel the same? Are there some 
things one should insist on grabbing and 
holding, and others not?’’

Here the interviewer slipped in a ques­
tion: “What about holding a job for a 
lifetime—or shifting about?”

“Well, let’s see,” replied Mr. Leavell. 
“I can name a man who worked thirty 
years for one railroad, and is its president 
today, and another head of a great cor­
poration who worked in a dozen industries 
before going to his present position.

“On the other hand, I can name a man 
who has worked for the same railroad 
forty-five years—and is still a petty clerk. 
Is success, then, a mere question of stick­
ing or of shifting around? Is the answer 
sometimes ‘Yes’ and sometimes ‘No’?

“And ambition!” Mr. Leavell went on. 
“There is the subject of more ten-dollar 
definitions than any other word in the 
dictionary! Every young fellow is told 
to be ambitious. Well, what is ambition, 

+ ♦ * * *

and what part does it play? A railroad 
president declares he was never ambitious 
but once. He was working as a stenog­
rapher. He had learned telegraphy, and 
loved it. They kept him pounding a type­
writer for three years. For those three 
years, he says, he was the most ambitious 
chap in the world: ambitious to be a teleg­
rapher!

“ I was never ambitious. I suppose I 
wanted to move along; but I never had my 
eyes set on any particular job or place. 
I’ll confess I don’t know what part plan­
ning ought to play.

“I know of a man who set out for 
Chicago with sixty-five dollars in his 
pocket. On leaving home, he said to an 
uncle:

“‘I’m going to build the largest busi­
ness in the world—’

“He named the line. And he has done 
it.

“John, the ‘judge’ I told you about, was 
the son of a small-town doctor. He came to 
Chicago to study medicine at one of the 
universities here, and supported himself 
by covering police courts for a newspaper. 
Later, he gave over the idea of practicing 
medicine and wanted a job. He called at 
a bank where a new department was being 
developed, and was hired. That’s as near 
as he came to planning his career at the 
outset.

“ Would most of us be better off or any 
happier in the end if we sat down at age 
ten, twenty-one, or when you will, took 
a long gaze into the future, and said, 
‘I will do this!* —and never faltered? Do 
most of us suffer from too little planning? 
Too much?”

QUESTIONS! It is oddly refreshing to
, the interviewer that Jim Leavell asks 

such questions—and does not answer them.
“I don’t know the answers,” he insists. 

“Not as they affect you, or you, or you. 
But you know the answers, if the problems 
touch you. Or you can find answers. How? 
By using your head. By thinking!"

And what is thinking?
To that question, Leavell does give an 

answer.
“Thinking,” he says, “starts with ask­

ing questions. And then trying to answer 
them yourself. Thought grows out of a 
particular problem.

“‘What is the nature of this beast? 
Have I seen it before? Or anything like 
it? What don't I know about it—and what 
do I know? Where can I find out the rest?”

Is there, then, anything anyone can say 
about this great subject that will apply 
to everybody, everywhere, all the time? 
Or must each of us ask his own questions 
and find his answers as best he can? Mr. 
Lea veil’s answer is:

“You’re the one. Think it out your­
self.”

One man in his bank says:
“If Jim Leavell ever asks a question 

about my department and my work that I 
have not already asked myself, I shall be 
heartily ashamed of myself.”

“More power to him!” says Leavell.
“And, by the way, Clark,” he added, 

“just what is success?”



Io avoid midsummer wilt 7/

on these three

No. 1
The Freshener. Too tired, 
to enjoy your evenings? — 
try this freshening bath.

r_____ No. 2
V/V The After-exercise Bath. 
//t Relaxes muscles, prevents 

soreness, relieves fatigue.

No. 3
\ The Energizer. A wake­

up bath for tired mornings 
that follow hot nights.

WILTING heat of midsummer!
When your clothes cling and pull 

and won’t fit right. When every muscle 
in your body feels tired and your brain 
refuses to work!

Don’t let this summer "wilt” you. 
The Book About Baths tells how to 
make your summers more comfortable 
—your playdays much more pleasant, 
your work-days far more successful.

The after-work or freshening bath, 
for instance, can make your evenings 
much more enjoyable. Fill the tub with 
moderately warm water (yes, even in 
summer). Soak for five or ten minutes 
until completely relaxed. Then finish 
off with a quick cold splash. Put on 
clean clothes. See page 16 of our booklet.

If you are already familiar with this

CLEANLINESS INSTITUTE
Established to promote public welfare by teaching the value of cleanliness

A most unusual 
booklet!

The Book About Baths. 
How to make baths help 
you . . . what kind to 
take . . and when 
and how to take them. 
Free, see coupon below.

use of the bath you know how much 
good such a simple thing can do!

The morning wake- up bath or ener­
gizer gives new energy even after the 
hottest night. No more tired, sluggish, 
"fit-for-nothing” mornings. Unless you 
honestly enjoy a cold bath, the wake­
up bath should begin as a mildly warm 
one—using cold water only for the final 
splash. And, of course, you agree that 
real cleanliness is doubly important in 

summertime—not only from the stand­
point of good breeding but because 
soap-cleanliness in itself is refreshing.

The after-exercise bath should be 
hot—hot water relaxes muscles, pre­
vents soreness. Keep muscles that 
might become stiff fully submerged.

These "summer specials” are just 
three of many suggestions contained in 
The Book About Baths. Anyone who 
has not read this interesting booklet 
will be surprised to learn how much 
the right baths can help.

Send for this booklet. It’s free.

CLEANLINESS INSTITUTE, Depl. B 7, AM ,.sl 
45 East 17th Street, New York, N. Y.

Please send me free of all cost ’’The Book About Baths.”

Name______...________ _—....——------------ ......

Street___________________________ ________ ____

City................____ ______ State.__ —..._______



Character in every line and every 
inch of snowy canvas marks this 
proud aristocrat just as character 
created by unusual blend 
distinguishes

C
HARACTER is as definite a reality in

OLD BRIAR smoking tobacco as in 
the smartest racing yacht. If you will try 
one package of this fine tobacco you will 
instantly realize its character—not merely 
by its fragrance, its appetizing taste, its 
smooth, full mildness, but because the 
choice tobaccos that combine to give OLD 
BRIAR these pleasing qualities, have been 
skilfully blended to produce also a life 
and sparkle missing from ordinary blends.

UNITED STATES
TOBACCO COMPANY
RICHMOND, VA., U. S. A.

Millions for Tribute
(Continued from page 43)

strong.” Her hand, on the bedcover, 
trembled in blatant contradiction.

“You’re not!” said Bill flatly.
She raised her eyebrows. “Just what 

do you know about my strength, Mr. 
Fenwick? ’

“Look here,” he began again. “Is there 
any reason why you shouldn’t take a 
vacation?”

“Of course there is!” she retorted. 
“You didn’t think I was unreasonable, 
did you? I’ve already had one this year— 
and I don’t happen to care to accept any 
favors from Mr. Blakeman.”

“Oh,” said Bill. So that was it! Harvey 
Blakeman’s extra-business interest in her 
didn’t please Miss Martin! He was fiercely 
glad for that.

He was silent through the interruption 
of the nurse with milk for her patient, 
and he sat and stared at her while she 
drank it. Above her peach-colored negli­
gee, her skin was like ivory; her eyes were 
darker and more deeply set than when he 
had first seen her in the rain.

The nurse went out, and he spoke his 
thought: “I wish you’d let me help you!”

She looked at him curiously. “You’re 
an odd young man,” she remarked. “Just 
exactly why should you be elected to help 
me, Mr. Fenwick?”

He stared out the window. Life was all 
wrong! Why couldn’t people help one 
another? There’d be no peace for him at 
Torrington if he knew that this girl was 
worrying and struggling here in New York.

T) ILL FENWICK grinned broadly. “ But 
■D just exactly why shouldn’t I, help you?” 
he retorted buoyantly, and the absurdity 
of the idea which had come to him made 
his eyes shine with inner laughter. “ Look 
here, Miss Martin, you’re an intelligent 
girl.” He surveyed her sternly. “You have 
two children dependent on you and you 
can’t afford to be ill. Now, here I am, one 
of those fortunate, or unfortunate, men 
who inherited millions!”

“Millions?” asked Dolly Martin po­
litely.

“Oh, eight or ten,” said Bill carelessly. 
His candid eyes never wavered. “Any­
way, I have more money than I know what 
to do with. Give it to museums or hospi­
tals, I suppose. Haven’t any family.” 
He shrugged. “Now, can you tell me any 
reason why I shouldn’t have the satis­
faction of helping you and those nice kids 
over a rough time?”

Miss Martin looked at him evenly.
“But I’m not a hospital or a museum,” 

she objected.
“Do you realize,” he persisted, “that I 

often lose enough money on one horse race 
to take care of you and the kids for six 
months?”

“How sad!” murmured Dolly Martin.
Bill wriggled. He wanted terribly to 

help her, but he did wish she didn’t have 
to be so darned sarcastic! “You’re not 
silly enough to worry about my—er—mo­
tives, are you?” he demanded.

“No, Mr. Fenwick, I’m not that silly.”
“It isn’t as if I’d ever miss the money!” 

he said. “And if you don’t rest, as the 
doctor says, you’ll just be a lot sicker, and 
then what’ll happen to you all?”

She closed her eyes and Bill Fenwick 
felt like a brute. But he did not relent.

Her eyes remained closed, the lids trans­
lucent, faintly lavender against the pallor 
of her face. “Ten millions!” she said, and 
her voice faltered and faded as though she 
were exhausted at the mere thought.

“Shall I speak to Blakeman?” persisted 
Bill.

Dolly Martin sighed. “How long does 
the doctor say I should rest?” she asked, 
trying desperately to lift her heavy lids 
from the blue eyes. Her cheek was against 
the pillow and, as Bill looked at her, she 
fell asleep.

He continued to sit there, looking at the 
curve of her pale cheeks and the sweep of 
dark lashes against them. He might have 
sat so until she waked had not the nurse 
come in, with her pantomimic eyebrows 
and pursed lips.

Well—he was a millionaire now! How 
pleased old Cogswell would be, when he 
reported back! His roadster was parked 
at the curb and he looked at it regretfully 
before he stepped in. It had been a good 
bus, in its day, and he had an affection for 
it. But its day was over. A good bus—but 
no car for a millionaire!

Delight mingled with incomprehension 
upon the features of Alan T. Cogswell.

“You see, sir, I’ve found something else 
I want to do with the money that I have,” 
Bill was explaining.

“I see,” said Cogswell gravely, but his 
eyes glittered and speculations ran riot 
beneath his shaggy gray hair. “Well, 
whatever your reason, I don’t need to tell 
you that I’m glad, my boy!”

Bill smiled. “Thanks, sir. A fellow 
needs a little surplus money, after all—for 
this and for that.”

He shook himself. “Well—to work, to 
work!” he said. “There’s a lot to do!”

And, beneath Cogswell’s amused eyes, 
he proceeded to do a lot. The previous 
evening he had made a list. Its first two 
items were simple, if expensive: One 
Isolte roadster. One Oakmont town-car.

He purchased them swiftly, with the air 
of one who has many more important 
things on his mind, as, indeed, he had. He 
wired to the hotel in Maine which he had 
chosen for Dolly and the children, and re­
served rooms. It took him a trifle longer 
to select the one perfect trained nurse, but 
he found her. The matter of a chauffeur 
was simple. When he reappeared at the 
hospital, he was poorer, since the previous 
day, by some twenty thousand dollars.

“ T’M GOING to send you up in one of the 
cars,” he told Miss Martin carelessly.

“Brett, the chauffeur, will take care of 
your trunks and all that. Good egg, Brett. 
The doctor says you can start tomorrow. 
You might’s well keep Brett and the bus 
up there, in case you want to drive 
around.”

Dolly Martin stared at him. “Mr. Fen­
wick, do you honestly think I’m going to 
accept all this?”

“All what?” Bill’s expression was 
bland. “Oh, don’t be silly! You can’t 
disappoint Kay and Tony, now. I stopped 
in to see them today—they’re all worked 
up about it. I promised Tony a boat.”



The girl on the bed sighed. “But—”
“I’m trotting off this afternoon,” said 

Bill. “ Dashing down to Nassau for a few 
days. But Brett’ll take care of you.” He 
smiled ingenuously.

Dolly Martin shook her head. “But 
don’t you—”

“Shut up,” said Bill. He knew what 
she was thinking. But, after all, eccentric 
and philanthropic millionaires, be they 
old or young, are apart from the daily 
rules of life. “Well—good'by,” he said, 
and departed hastily.

There was a lot to do! He shrugged, as 
he moved carelessly through the admiring 
boys on the sidewalk and slouched behind 
the wheel of the Isolte. After all, all that 
he had to do, really, was make a million 
dollars. He didn’t actually need ten.

Alan T. Cogswell watched him delight' 
edly, and at times breathlessly, during the 
next few weeks. Flashing genius and 
plodder combined; he seemed infallible. 
Complacent men of business who had 
planned long summer vacations com' 
menced to look harassed—“All hot and 
bothered!” Old Cogswell chuckled un­
sympathetically—and sent their families 
off without them. They couldn’t be too 
far away, with this young fool playing fast 
and loose with the market.

TT WAS July when a letter postmarked 
* Maine reminded Bill of the reason for 
all his activity. He had been so busy he 
had scarcely thought of Dolly Martin.

It was from Kay. “We’re having a 
heavenly time,” she wrote. “Why don’t 
you ever come up to see us? Dolly’d like 
it, I know, though she won’t ask you her­
self—”

It is a fact that until Bill saw Dolly 
Martin sitting on the beach beneath an 
enormous sun-umbrella the thought of 
falling in love with her had not occurred 
to him. It is also a fact that on the very 
instant of his seeing her so, it not only 
occurred to him, but it happened.

“Hello,” he said, and then looked off 
diffidently at the sea because she was so 
unbearably pretty in her bathing suit.

“Hello,” she answered, and just as her 
skin was browned and warmed by the sun, 
so her voice was warmed and deepened 
by it.

“I’ve been meaning to run up before.” 
he said, “but I’ve been busy. This house 
party and that. Hither and yon. Yachts 
and airplanes. You know.”

“I’m afraid I don’t know,” said Dolly 
Martin very sweetly.

He wanted a little to slap her, but much 
more to kiss her.

“I can’t tell you how grateful I am,” 
she said. “I—”

“Doctor Wells sent absolute instruc­
tions that you were to stay another 
month,” Bill interrupted quickly.

“That’s ridiculous. I’m quite well 
now.”

Bill got up to meet Kay and Tony. . . .

HE MIGHT have gotten through with it 
if she hadn’t chosen to wear that par­
ticular dress that evening. When a girl is 

slender and brown she ought to know bet­
ter than to wear a frock of soft white 
chiffon.

“I’ve written Mr. Blakeman that I’ll 
be back next week,” she told him. They 
were sitting together on the hotel veranda.

“Oh, but you can’t!” cried Bill.

TURNED
DOWN!

Would you let this 
happen to you?

“Turned down for life insurance! That 
made me think. The doctor told me that 
my trouble was due directly to indiges­
tion, and suggested that 1 stop using 
caffein. I thought I could not live with­
out it. Then I tried Postum—and was 
delighted with its flavor.

“A month later the doctor was so satis­
fied with my improvement that he passed 
me for a good risk. Best of all, the in­
digestion had disappeared and with it 
the headaches and disagreeable humor. 
1 used to nag and complain at home; 
now my wife and I are very happy.

“Second to this new happiness is the 
direct result secured in my work. 1 have 
been recommended for promotion and 
with it comes an increase in salary! 
Postum means success to me.”

J. K. JAMES
2612 Hopkins St., Houston, Texas

♦ ♦ ♦

Almost every man, at one time or an­
other, has a secret dread of being turned 
down for life insurance. But very few 
men realize that the difference between 
being a “good risk” and being turned 
down may often depend upon the seem­
ingly unimportant choice of a mealtime 
drink. Any doctor can tell you that caffein 
is a frequent cause of indigestion, head­
aches, irritability—and sleeplessness, too.

You want a hot drink at mealtime, of 
course. But why take one that may do 
you harm, when you can just as easily 
have a delicious and wholesome drink?

Make this simple experiment and see 
if you don't benefit by it!. . .

Eliminate caffein from your diet and 
drink Postum with your meals. Give it 
a thirty-day trial—then take stock of 
your health and happiness. Like mil­
lions of others who have made this test, 
you'll want to keep on drinking Postum 1 

There is no caffein in Postum. It is 
made from roasted whole wheat and bran. 
A safe, delicious drink! Try a cup, plain— 
or add cream and see the deep brown 
color change to gold. Taste the rich, 
mellow flavor... ah, you’ll like it!

Postum costs less than most other 
mealtime drinks—only one-half cent a 
cup. Order from your grocer. Or mail the 
coupon for one week’s free supply, as a 
start on your thirty-day test. Please indi­
cate whether you wish Instant Postum, 
made instantly in the cup, or Postum 
Cereal, the kind you boil. © 1931. o.f. corp. 
Postum. is a product of General Foods Corporation. 

MAIL THIS COUPON NOW!

GENERAL FOODS, Battle Creek, Mich.
I want to make a thirty-day test of Postum. 
Please send me, without cost or obligation, 
one week’s supply of A-M- 7-81

INSTANT POSTUM........... □ Check
(prepared instantlyin the cup) which

POSTUM CEREAL.............. □ -you
(prepared by boiling) prefer

Name

Street ■ ------------  - ■■
City-----------------------------State------------------
Fill in completely—print name and address

If you live in Canada, address General Foods, 
Limited, Sterling Tower, Toronto 2, Ontario



hand in hand with style!

Compare points for yourself. 
Judge these new Simmons 
wrist-watch bracelets from any 
angle — style, comfort, con­
venience, price. No other 
similar bracelet offers you so 
many attractive features! Pat­
ented adjustable ends (six 
variable lengths) assure a 
comfortable fit. An open cen­
ter makes the bracelet lighter, 
more graceful. And as for 
convenience — a snap of the 
folding catch, and the brace­
let’s on! Or off! Made to 
harmonize beautifully with all 
watches, the fashionable links 
reveal the same skill, the same 
correctness responsible for 
the leadership of Simmons 
Chains. Prices are moderate.

Styles for men and women. 
Green, white and yellow gold- 
filled designs; also in gold on 
sterling silver and in solid 
gold. Ask your jeweler to 
show them to you today. Illus­
trated: Woman’s model 33111. 
Price $6. Man’s model 33010. 
Price $6.75. R. F. Simmons
Co., Attleboro, Mass.

She smiled, and it seemed to Bill that 
she had the most distant, most impersonal 
smile he had ever seen in his life. They sat 
in silence. Bill wanted to know a thou­
sand things about her—where she’d been 
born, where she’d grown up, what she 
wanted from life. He knew nothing of her 
at all. Only the incontrovertible fact that 
he loved her!

“Do you do any work at all, ever?” she 
asked abruptly.

Bill jumped. “ Work?” he said. “ Work 
is a curse!”

She laughed. Moonlight was on her 
face; her eyes shone very deep and bright. 
She rose and stood, white and shining 
and delicate, in the moonlight. No one 
was on the veranda; there was only the 
sound of the ocean lapping the beach be­
low and a sweet smell of pines. “Oh— 
please!” she cried out, as Bill caught her 
in his arms and kissed her.

He didn’t let her go, but stood, bending 
over her, looking deep into her startled 
eyes. “Don’t go,” he said. “Don’t ever 
go. Marry me.”

“Please, Mr. Fenwick—”
“Dolly!” said Bill. “Little Dolly Mar­

tin who lives at seven Elm Street! Don’t 
you see I’ve known you since you were a 
little girl?”

She stood, quiet and remote in his em­
brace. “Please let me go.”

“I won’t let you go!” cried Bill reck­
lessly. “I tell you I’m in love with you! 
Gosh—couldn’t you—possibly?”

“Not possibly,” said Miss Dolly Mar­
tin, calmly and flatly.

He stared at her. Then embarrassment 
and shame swept over him Lord, he 
shouldn’t have done this! It was a cad’s 
trick! Why couldn’t he have waited?

He stepped back. “I’m sorry,” he said 
soberly. “But—you’ll let me see you in 
New York?”

She looked at him levelly. “Mr. Fen­
wick, I’m infinitely grateful to you for 
what you’ve done, but there’s no use in 
pretending. I couldn’t marry you—ever.”

“Oh,” said Bill.
He sat miserably in the moonlight after 

she had gone in. Toward morning he got 
his car and turned back to New York. 
That was that. A week later, he received 
a note from Stuyvesant Square, thanking 
him for all that he had done. The Adven­
ture of the Delirious Girl in the Rain was 
ended.

T) ILL remained in New York. The farm 
and the life he had planned for himself 

there had somehow lost their reality. It 
was Lke a boyhood dream, like wanting 
to be a policeman or a fire chief.

He had so many irons in the fire that he 
couldn’t simply walk off and leave them, 
anyway. It wasn’t fair to quit. In 
August, Alan T. Cogswell repeated his 
April offer.

“Come in with me, Bill. I’m getting 
old and there’s no one to carry on. Cogs­
well and Fenwick.” He was pathetic in 
his pleading—Alan T. Cogswell pathetic!

Bill shook his head. “ I don’t want to, 
sir. I—” He hesitated. He had no shining 
alternative, now. . . .

The older man leaned across his desk. 
“Boy, what’s the matter with you? 
What’s it all about? Don’t you want to 
tell me?”

“No,” said Bill, and then looked in sur-
* * *

prise at Cogswell’s grimace of hurt. He 
smiled, wryly. “Oh, well,” he said. “It’s 
nothing, sir.” He looked up. “And it’s 
everything,” he admitted honestly. And 
then he was telling Alan T. about Dolly 
Martin.

The financier listened intently, and as he 
listened relief and amusement welled up 
in him. But his expression did not flicker.

“You see, sir, I got off on the wrong 
foot at the start,” said Bill.

Cogswell looked at him thoughtfully.
“Millions for tribute—and not one cent 

for defense!” he murmured.
The leading maxim in Alan T.’s life had 

always been not to meddle. For sixty- 
five years he had lived true to it, and now, 
in his sixty-sixth year, he about-faced 
like a soldier.

The vice president of the Curtis Na­
tional Bank was ordering his lunch when 
Cogswell entered the Bankers’ Club. He 
looked up and rose. “Will you sit down 
with me, sir?”

Old Cogswell was in a jovial mood, 
talkative and brisk. There was idle gossip 
of this and of that. . . .

“You know I’m worried about young 
Fenwick,” said Alan T. “Some woman’s 
got hold of him and is running him ragged. 
Thinks he’s a millionaire. He’s making 
money all right, but he can’t make it fast 
enough.”

TT TOOK precisely twenty-seven hours.
Alan T. was off playing golf, with the 

peace of God in his soul, when Bill’s 
secretary brought in Dorothy Martin’s 
card. Bill went into the reception-room 
quivering with excitement and escorted 
her mutely into his own office.

Her cheeks were very p nk and she was 
wearing a yellow dress. She sat down and 
looked at him silently.

“I’ve just found out about you, Bill 
Fenwick!” she said, at last. She was 
smiling, and it was a warmer, more inti­
mate smile than any she had ever di­
rected toward him.

Bill stared.
“ You’re a good liar, my dear,” she said
She was watching him intently. “Of 

course you shouldn’t have done it,” she 
went on softly. “But you did. I don’t 
know how ever to repay you. Of course— 
I could work it out, if you like.”

“W-work it out?” Bill echoed.
“Yes.” Her voice was almost a whisper. 

“Housework and cooking, you know. 
Your not being a millionaire makes a lot 
of difference.”

Bill swallowed and then decided not to 
tell her the swollen proportions of his 
bank account. He couldn’t think of any­
thing to say.

“Oh—Bill!” said Dolly Martin. “You’re 
a—a terribly dear person!”

Still he couldn’t speak. His breath 
choked him. Dolly got up and came 
around the desk to his side.

“Don’t you—don’t you think you’d 
better—do something?” she asked.

He pushed back his chair and seized her 
in his arms. He kissed her, and she kissed 
him firmly in return. He closed his eyes 
dizzily—and there, on his closed lids, ap­
peared the picture of the farm at Torring­
ton, with trees and gardens and dogs and 
horses. And it was real—oh, ever so real 
again!—because Dolly Martin was stand­
ing in the doorway, smiling at him.

* *



There’s Magic in the 
Moonlight

(Continued from page 39)

buck was within easy range of my rifle. 
But I did not even put it to my shoulder. 
The moonlight had done something to me.

Later, I tried to explain to my good 
Negro what had come over me. To my 
surprise, he understood perfectly.

“ We always say”—meaning his mystic- 
hearted race—“that angels walk in the 
moonlight!” he said.

The poetry of that saying has haunted 
me happily all these years: “Angels walk 
in the moonlight!”

While moonlight has about it a serene 
solemnity, I cannot recall without a smile 
what an old friend of mine told me of its 
effect upon himself. One of our village 
Rip Van Winkles, he was merry of heart, 
ready of tongue, intermittent of work, in­
cessantly poor; but quite self-possessed 
save in his own home.

The honeysuckle and the May moon­
shine had allured me down the lazy lane 
that sags its easy way past Sam’s door. I 
was a little startled to come upon him 
sitting on the old rail fence, which was 
heavily festooned with blossomed wood­
bine. The fragrant old roadway was all 
twilight and tranquillity and sumptuous 
early moonlight.

“Why, Sam,” I said, “ I didn’t know you 
were sentimental. What are you doing out 
here?”

" Well, I’ll tell you,” he said half apolo­
getically. “ I came out here to cool off my 
soul.”

Glancing toward his house, I saw the 
shadow of a very martial feminine figure 
stride commandingly across the drawn 
curtain. Too much of a gentleman to make 
any direct references to his domestic in­
felicity, Sam probably saw that my glance 
took in the situation.

“Honeysuckle,” he explained, “is a 
friendly, sweet flower, and moonlight 
seems to be sympathizing with me. 1 often 
come out alone in the moonlight, and it 
seems to cool off my soul.”

The poet who is said to die young in 
every one of us had lingered in Sam, who 
could rest his spirit in the lustral light from 
another world than ours.

THERE are those who tell us that the 
moon was thrown out of the abysmal 
womb of the Pacific. For my part, 1 know 

not and care not whence she came—save 
that her illustrious throne in the sky and 
the divinely mild quality of her light must 
have been ordered by Him who in solitary 
sagacity reared the firmament. As one’s 
faith in God deepens, fewer are the things 
which it is possible to believe occur by 
merest chance. Our Heavenly Father 
understands our needs and provides for 
them. He knows that we need moonlight 
in life to save our souls from the deserts of 
the literal. Without the moon, our sphere 
would be too obvious and practical. We 
ought to look at the world more by moon­
light, and at people, and at life.

Moonlight is a tonic for the soul. The 
pettiness, the meanness, the vanity— 
these are washed away if we bathe in the 
luminous tides of the moon’s glory.

+ + + + +
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for baby and mother
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Specially Prepared Strained Vegetables are—

Best for Baby Because:
They bring to baby daily—regularly—vegetable 
feedings in scientifically accepted form, and in 
wholesome variety. Crisp, garden-fresh Mich­
igan vegetables are used in their preparation. 
The Gerber Special Process conserves rich 
Mineral Salt and Vitamin Values that are 
wasted in ordinary open-vessel cooking and 
straining methods.

They are Best for Mother Because: 
They bring the mother the assurance she is 
doing the best thing for baby. They free moth­
er from hours of kitchen drudgery daily. Their 
use is an economy in the kitchen budget, as 
well as a savi ng i n time and effort.

Ask your Doctor
The Gerber Products are scientifically prepared and 
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High Summer
(Continued from page 33)

good deal all about what was in it and—” 
“Melroy! You’re not supposed to listen 

to everything older people say to each 
other.”

“I don’t! I just heard you tellin’ him 
you were only readin’ it to see if it had the 
things in it people said it did, so I was only 
goin’ to look it over, myself, like that; but 
I don’t care, and you can take it away.”

He made a gesture of renunciation, a 
movement that cost him even less than his 
mother suspected; for already, upon recent 
private occasions, he had read two thirds 
of the book.

“That book’s neither here nor there, 
Mother. You know as well as I do what 
that question is and why we’re discussin’ 
it.”

“I’m not!” she said sharply. “I’m not 
discussing your having a car, and I don’t 
intend to. Your father’s told you plainly 
that you can’t have one and—”

“My father!” Melroy cried, with the 
utmost scorn for this evasion of hers. “My 
father! As if he had anything in the world 
to do with it! ”

“ What! Why, he’s the very one who—” 
Melroy interrupted her hotly. “He? As 

if you couldn’t make him do anything you 
said! I’d have a car tomorrow if you told 
him 1 had to, and you know it!” Tears 
suddenly sprang upon his eyelashes and, 
to the mother’s inner weakening, he 
grasped one of her hands in both of his, 
clutching her fingers in a passion of plead­
ing. “Mother! You don’t understand 
what this means to me! Mother, I got to 
have a car—I got to—I got to!”

X/fRS. BRENDLE returned to her own 
-lY-l-room, carrying the forbidden book 
under her arm and looking seriously dis­
turbed. Thoughtfully, she prepared herself 
for slumber, but, at the last moment before 
putting out the light, evidently found her 
perturbation too great to remain unshared. 
She withdrew her hand from the lamp, re­
sumed the gayly colored silk robe she had 
just discarded, passed through the bath­
room intervening between her husband’s 
bedchamber and her own, opened his 
door, and for a moment stood listening.

Mr. Brendle’s breathing was rhythmic, 
sonorously so. Deliberately to disturb a 
husband and father thus restfully em­
ployed would be, she felt, a wrong she was 
incapable of doing him; but already the 
light through the opened door fell upon his 
face, and she perceived that his mouth, un­
like that door, was beginning to close. She 
coughed nervously and said in an apolo­
getic tone, with a sigh of regret, “Oh, I 
expect you’re asleep, Walter.”

He mumbled, shifted his position dog­
gedly, and was silent.

“That’s right,” she said softly. “Go to 
sleep, dear. Don’t wake up. I just thought 
—but it can wait until tomorrow. Go to 
sleep.”

“What?” he asked thickly. “What’s 
the matter?”

“Nothing. Just go to sleep. It can wait 
until tomorrow. Go to sleep.”

She closed the door gently, returned to 
her own room, reclined upon a chaise 
longue, and, two minutes later, looked up 
with an air of reproachful surprise as Mr. 

Brendle, blinking and rubbing his hands 
through his tousled, graying hair, ap­
peared upon the threshold, his feet in 
slippers and a varicolored dressing gown 
over his pajamas.

“What’s wrong?” he asked heavily.
“ Nothing! ” she protested. “ Nothing at 

all. What in the world did you get up for?”
“What for? Why, because you—”
“ No, no! ” she said. “ I told you to keep 

on sleeping. Please do go back to bed, 
Walter—please! I only thought if you 
were awake—I was a little upset about 
something; but it’s not of such pressing 
importance that you need to insist on talk­
ing about it tonight. Do please go back to 
bed.”

“VX7HAT isn’t?” he said again, then
* v closed his eyes and rubbed the back 

of his neck. “ What isn’t of pressing impor­
tance?”

“Nothing!” Mrs. Brendle said impa­
tiently, then added as if casually, “ Kitty’s 
got herself into a state of mind over 
Norris Enderton.”

“What for?” her husband asked dully.
“Oh, dear me!” Mrs. Brendle looked at 

him irritably. “ How do you expect me to 
make you understand anything while you’re 
only one third awake! Do go back to bed! 
Kitty says she thinks she’s making a 
spectacle of herself trying to ensnare 
Norris Enderton, and she even says she 
isn’t sure she wants him if she does ensnare 
him.”

“ That so? What did you do? ”
“I?” Mrs. Brendle cried, apparently 

astonished by the question. “Nothing. 
What could I do? I told her, of course, 
that Norris seemed to us the very nicest 
and most attractive boy we’d ever known.”

“You mean Kitty seems to be in love 
with him or something?” her husband in­
quired sleepily.

“Of course she is!”
“Is she really?” Mr. Brendle stopped 

rubbing the back of his neck, and his eyes 
opened in a look of temporarily increasing 
wakefulness. “ Did she say so? ”

“ She didn’t need to. When a girl begins 
to get tragic about seeming to ‘angle’ and 
set snares for a young man, what do you 
suppose is the matter with her? ”

“And you say she’s all upset over it? ”
"Not over being in love with him!” Mrs. 

Brendle exclaimed. “Do go back to bed, 
Walter! What she’s upset over is the fact 
that she’s got the idea she seems to be 
doing all the pursuing—the ‘angling’ she 
calls it. Of course, I told her what non­
sense that is; naturally, with his’good looks 
and distinction, and the Enderton back­
ground, he is the most pursued young man 
in the place. With everything going in 
such a desirable way, as it seems to lately— 
I do certainly hope she isn’t going to be 
foolish and let things be broken off now.”

“Broken off?” Mr. Brendle asked. 
“Why, they aren’t engaged, are they? ”

“No; but it’s a simply perfect boy-and- 
girl friendship, and it seems to me they’re 
just about at the crucial point and that if 
she doesn’t let these qualms upset her 
there’d be practically the same thing as an 
engagement by the end of the season. It’d 
really be a terrible pity if there isn’t, and of



course it’s exactly what she wants, her­
self—quite as much as we do.”

“We?” her husband inquired, yawning 
feebly. “We?”

For the moment Mrs. Brendle paid no 
attention to him; her eyes wandered and 
she said absently, “ I couldn’t get out of her 
what had got her all at once into such a 
morbid feeling about being an ‘angler.’ I 
do wonder if that was it.”

“If what was what?”
“Something this afternoon,” she said 

musingly. “ For a while last summer Kitty 
seemed a little attracted by that young Joe 
Nutter. I didn’t think much about it at 
the time, though, of course, I never did 
feel that the Nutters were particularly de­
sirable—not that there’s anything against 
them of course—”

“Well, this afternoon I saw Kitty and 
Joe Nutter having what looked like a 
dramatic sort of talk in the garden. I do 
hope that wasn’t it. Of course, there’s 
absolutely no comparison between those 
two boys. To begin with, Norris Ender- 
ton is an Enderton and—”

“Oh, I don’t know,” Mr. Brendle inter­
rupted drowsily. “ I expect the Endertons 
are all right for cold-faced Easterners. I 
don’t know that I feel all the excitement 
over ’em you seem to think is called for.”

“Excitement!” his wife said indig­
nantly. “Nothing of the kind. Absurd! I 
only meant that if Norris and Kitty—”

“Oh, yes; it’d be all right, though I don’t 
see that there’s any need for her to be com­
peting in a race with the other girls on his 
account, exactly. It rather looks to me as 
if the Brendles could hold up their own; 
we’re not doing so badly these days. As 
long as three of the largest-selling cars in 
the country are using Leatherine on the 
tops, cushions, and—”

OH, DO go to bed! ” Mrs. Brendle cried 
impatiently. “You don’t seem to 
have the slightest understanding of the sit­

uation or care to help—”
“Help? Help what?”
“Well, you could say something some 

time, couldn’t you? I mean you could say 
something appreciative of Norris before 
Kitty, couldn’t you?”

“Oh, I presume so, if you want me to.” 
Mr. Brendle closed his eyes and again be­
gan to rub the back of his neck. “ If you 
seem to think she needs that sort of en­
couragement—”

“Well, I do,” his wife admitted. “There 
are times when every young girl in such a 
situation needs help to know her own mind, 
and her own family ought to give it to her 
—of course, a little delicately. Naturally, 
I’ll do all I can. But you must help, 
Walter. You don’t seem to realize the 
burden you always put upon me.”

“ Burden? No, I hadn’t looked at it in 
that way. It seemed to me I was providing 
rather—”

“ I’m not talking about Leatherine! I’m 
not talking about money. I mean the 
burden of family direction and discipline. 
You seem to feel I’ve always got to under­
take all of that. Positively, you’ve got to 
do something about Melroy!”

“Melroy! What’s he been up to?”
“ Walter, you’ve simply got to do your 

part in disciplining him; I can’t do it all—I 
haven’t the nervous strength for it. When 
a boy of his age feels that he can stay out 
at night, whenever he wants to, until after 
two o’clock—”

'Give Us Presdwood Every Time”
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are there for you to read
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OU don’t need a hair specialist to 
tell you water is bad for your hair.

Dandruff, falling hair, itching scalp— 
all give you fair warning. But most 
men don’t seem to believe in signs.

Here's the safe way to care for your hair. Every 
morning wet the hair with Wildroot HairTonic. 
Massage the scalp vigorously, then comb and 
brush the hair. In a month or less you'll see a 
decided change. No dandruff, no itching, no 
harsh dryness of scalp and hair.

For very dry scalps
A little Wildroot Hair Dress applied with Wild­
root Hair Tonic a few times a week will aid in 
grooming the hair and will add the necessary 
healthful oil everyone’s scalp needs. You can get 
this and other Wildroot products at drug stores, 
department stores, barbers or hair-dressers every­
where. Wildroot Company, Inc., Buffalo, N. Y.

P. S. Try Wildroot Shampoo.
You get more for your money.

WILDROOT
Hair Tonic

SHAMPOO ...WAVE SET...HAIR DRESS

Tune in on the Wildroot program, every Wednesday 
morning, 10:45, Eastern Daylight Saving time, 

N. B. C.'Red network.

“What? When’d he—”
“This very night!” Mrs. Brendle said 

dramatically and with strong reproach. 
“ Think of it! A boy not yet fourteen stay­
ing out until after two and his father not 
knowing it—not even knowing where the 
child was until that hour!”

“Well, where was he?”
“Where?” Mrs. Brendle repeated, some­

what taken aback as she realized that she 
herself did not possess this information. 
“Where was he? It does seem about time 
you were asking him such questions and 
taking a share in his discipline! Walter, 
I simply appeal to you: Aren’t you going 
to do anything at all about Melroy?”

“Why, yes, I’ll do what I can,” he said. 
“The trouble is that there doesn’t seem to 
be any special way you can discipline a boy 
of that age in these present times. When 
he was eight or nine years old I remember 
we used to discipline him by taking his 
skates away or making him give tip his 
sled or his toy patrol wagon for a day or 
two; but there’s nothing of the kind would 
affect him now.”

“Isn’t there?” she said thoughtfully. 
“ I’m not so sure. I believe you’ve got an

I idea there, Walter. I think maybe you’ve 
hit upon the very thing.”

“How’s that?”
“ I mean your idea of giving him some­

thing that would be a punishment for him
1 if we took it away from him for a day or 
| two now and then.” She looked upon her 

husband approvingly and her musing tone
1 became an enthusiastic one. “Yes, sir!
! Walter, I believe you’ve hit it.”

“Have I?” Mr. Brendle seemed to be 
puzzled. “ I don’t see just what—”

“Yes, sir!” she repeated, nodding 
brightly. “I think you’ve got it! It’s the 
one thing in the world he wants—the poor 
child’s absolutely eating his heart out be­
cause all the other boys have them, and if 
he had one he’d certainly be as good as 
gold whenever we threatened to take it 
away from him if he didn’t—”

“Take what away from him?” Mr. 
Brendle asked, staring.

“Why, what you’ve just been talking 
about!” she cried. “An automobile! I be­
lieve you’re right. We could give him one, 
and it would have a perfect disciplinary 
effect to tell him we’d take it away from 
him whenever he’d misbehave in any 
way.”

MR. BRENDLE’S stare became in­
credulous. “An automobile? Why, 
we couldn’t do that even if we were willing 

to! There’s the law—”
“Oh, well, 1 really don’t care so much 

about that, Walter. It isn’t so terribly im­
portant, and hardly any of the parents of 
boys his age here pay much attention to 
it.”

“Don’t you remember that a deputy 
sheriff came here to warn me—?”

“Oh, that funny old fellow!” Mrs. 
Brendle laughed easily. “He’d probably 
never think of it again, and, even if he did, 
what would it matter if you had to pay 
two or three little fines?”

“See here! Are you actually proposing 
to give that child a car?”

“ I?” she asked, and her laughter ceased. 
“ Why, it’s your idea, isn’t it? At least, I 
thought you meant—”

“I certainly didn’t!”
“ But you said—”

I “No, I didn’t say anything of the—”

“ Wait a moment, Walter,” Mrs. Brendle 
interposed with great earnestness. “ What 
does it matter which of us thought of it 
first? The only important thing is the 
question whether you do go ahead and buy 
Melroy a car or not. Whatever you decide 
on that point, let me just say one thing be­
fore you make up your mind. I won’t say 
a word to influence you one way or an­
other—I couldn’t take that responsibility 
—but I do know something about modern 
psychology. What I wanted to say is that 
I’ve actually been getting alarmed lately 
over the effect this repression may have 
upon Melroy.”

“Repression? What do you mean, re­
pression?”

“ I mean the repression of his not having 
a car when virtually all of his friends are 
allowed to have them. You don’t know the 
child as I do, Walter, and you haven’t read 
as much as I have about how dangerously 
these repressions get shifted into other 
forms and how terribly they come out 
on people later in life.” She shook her 
head gloomily. “Melroy lets himself out 
to me more than he does to you, 
Walter. Honestly, it’s begun to frighten 
me!”

“You mean,” he said slowly, “you 
mean you want me to give him a car?”

“No, indeed! I only mean I wish you’d 
read as much as I have about childhood re­
pressions and what they do, especially to 
the adolescent.”

A^RS. BRENDLE shook her head omi- 
d-VT nously, and Mr. Brendle, in spite of 
himself, began to be seriously impressed.

He was merely a reader of newspapers 
and trade journals; but he respected his 
wife’s broader learning. He had no suspi­
cion that in wishing to give Melroy an au­
tomobile she was herself becoming matter 
of psychologic study and was acting princi­
pally as a mechanism driven by the ma­
ternal instinct to indulge offspring. But 
all the time she herself appeared to her­
self, as she did to her unconscious hus­
band, to be spending sleepless and weary­
ing hours of the night living up to her un­
selfish duty.

He made his acknowledgment. “Of 
course, I know you’re wiser about the 
children than I am,” he said. “Of course, 
I’ll do whatever you say. If you think 
Melroy ought to have—”

But here she interrupted him. Smiling, 
she rose from the chaise longue, came to 
him, and kissed his drowsy forehead. “No. 
You go back and sleep on that idea, Walter. 
I don’t want you to do it impulsively; but 
when you wake up tomorrow, if you still 
think you’re right about it, we could 
telephone down to an automobile agent in 
Boston and let Melroy know what’s going 
to happen. One thing I’m absolutely sure 
you’re wise about is what you said about 
the great help it’s going to be in dis­
ciplining him!”

Melroy’s new car was an immediate, 
sparkling success. The second day after 
its arrival he was arrested on the charge of 
being under age, also on the charge of 
driving without a license, also on the charge 
of illegal haste, also on the charge of re­
sisting an officer of the law. And when, on 
the morning following the outrage to his 
person, he had returned home after making 
his appearance at the county seat, where 
his mother had paid fines and costs, his 
father looked up sternly from a newspaper 



and threatened to take the car away from 
him if such a thing ever happened again. 
Melroy was instantly amenable.

Mr. Brendle was somewhat touched; the 
boy was so meek and his expressions were 
so dutiful that the plan seemed to bear 
excellent promise. Melroy drove away 
from this interview maintaining a gentle 
and troubled countenance and a speed of 
six miles an hour, neither of which did he 
alter until he had passed out of the drive­
way gates on his way to the beach.

His arrival at the edge of this joyous 
area, however, was another matter and 
happened to be observed by Mr. and Mrs. 
George Enderton. These two were in the 
act of descending from the celebrated 
Clisson-Boyard at the entrance to the 
Beach Club, when Master Brendle made a 
rather startling halt just behind them. 
Mrs. Enderton grasped her husband 
nervously by the arm, then laughed. “ Do 
look at that darling little Brendle boy! ”

Mr. Enderton, a handsome, coldly pale, 
fattish man, whose careful dress hinted but 
conservatively the gayety of the season, 
turned to stare at Melroy through a pair of 
unenthusiastic nose glasses. “‘Darling’?” 
he said. “ Where’s any darling boy? Could 
you possibly mean that Brendle child 
yonder who’s trying to pull a girl a foot 
taller than himself out of that brand-new 
roadster?”

Mrs. Enderton’s appreciation of what 
she saw was undiminished; she had the use­
ful habit of not hearing what her husband 
said, unless she felt that listening to him 
might serve some good purpose. “ It’s that 
dear little Mimi Fuller. She’s grown too 
fast.” Mrs. Enderton sighed pleasantly. 
“It’s always touching to me to see dear 
young things so light-hearted.”

APPEARANCES had not misled her;
Melroy was in very truth light-hearted. 

After an early-season period of lowered self- 
respect due to his lack of a movable automo­
bile, he again felt himself a man among 
men, and even a great deal better than that. 
Not only did none of his approximate con­
temporaries possess a car comparable to 
his own, but today he was able to set be­
fore Miss Mimi Fuller and his world a 
statement of fines and costs in the total 
sum of one hundred and seven dollars and 
sixty cents. Melroy’s heart danced 
within him.

Leaping to the ground at the entrance to 
the Beach Club enclosure, he betrayed his 
sentiment for Miss Fuller by seizing both 
of her ankles and dragging her, feet first, 
from her seat. Surprised, she could offer 
little resistance, but broke the force of her 
fall by clinging to the side of the car until 
he was content to lower her. She screeched, 
rose to dust her skirt, and Melroy aided her 
with a resounding slap upon the back; 
whereupon, still screeching and with little 
care for grace, she kicked him heartily. 
Then this pair of happy, affectionate young 
things, hand in hand, ran round a corner of 
the bathhouse building and disappeared 
from the sight of the two middle-aged ob­
servers.

“So care-free!” Mrs. Enderton mur­
mured, looking after them. “Adorable, 
gay little creatures!”

But Mr. Enderton was looking critically 
at the vehicle just abandoned behind the 
Clisson-Boyard. “ Strikes me most parents 
are insane nowadays,” he said. “Do you 
know the cost of this machine those Bren-

HER TOES GOT WET ONLY IN A 
SHOWER BATH ... YET SHE CAUGHT 

"ATHLETE’S FOOT”

S
HE is one of the most 
particular people in the 

world—so fastidious, in fact, 
that on her outing to the 
beach she wouldn’t go in 
the water. Because too much 
debris bubbled in the surf, 
she wet her feet only on the 
tile floor of a shower bath.

Strange to say, she would 
have been safer in the ocean 
than prancing on the spot­
less floor of that shower. 
Like almost every moist 
surface, it was infested with 
germs of "Athlete’s Foot”— 
invisible to her eyes, but 
highly contagious to her 
dainty toes.

At first she noticed a 
moist, unwholesome white 
patch of skin between her 
toes. Neglected, this com­
mon symptom*  of "Ath­
lete’s Foot” began to itch 
and spread. The skin blis­
tered—turned red, cracked, 
and then painfully peeled— 
just becauseshedidn’tknow 
this annoying infection 
might cause real trouble.

Are YOU guarding against this 
stealthy infection now 

attacking millions?
"Athlete’s Foot” may attack any of us*,  
no matter where we are, regardless of what 
we do. You can catch it in the very places 
people go for cleanliness—on the spotless 
tile floors of shower baths, on the edges of 
swimming pools, on locker- and dressing­
room floors—any place where bare feet 
touch the floor. It is an infection caused by 
a tiny vegetable parasite called tinea tri­
chophyton, which is so hardy that stockings 
must be boiled fifteen minutes to kill it. 
Nothing but constant care can keep it 
from coming back—even when you have 
rid yourself of an attack.

*Watch for these distress signals 
that warn of "Athlete's Foot"

Though "Athlete’s Foot” is caused by the germ—tinea 
trichophyton—its early stages manifest themselves in 
several different ways, usually between the toes— 
sometimes by redness, sometimes by skin-cracks. often 
by tiny itching blisters. The skin may turn white, 
thick and moist or it may develop dryness with little 
scales. Any one of these calls for immediate treatment! 
If the case appears aggravated and does not readily 
yield to Absorbine Jr., consult your doctor without delay.
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SORE MUSCLES, MUSCULAR
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Absorbine J
FOR YEARS HAS RELIEVED Z \

CUTS

It has been found that Absorbine Jr.
KILLS this ringworm germ

"Athlete’s Foot” may start in a number of 
different ways. Sometimes the danger signal 
is redness between the toes; sometimes tiny, 
itching blisters. Again, the skin may turn 
white, thick and moist; or it may develop 
dryness, with little scales or skin-cracks. 
All of these conditions, it is agreed, are 
generally caused by the ringworm germ. 
And exhaustive laboratory tests have shown 
that Absorbine Jr. penetrates fleshlike tis­
sues deeply and wherever it penetrates, it 
kills this germ. Results in actual cases con­
firm these laboratory tests.

Examine YOUR feet tonight

It might not be a bad idea to examine your 
feet tonight for symptoms of "Athlete’s 
Foot.” At the first sign of any one symptom, 
begin the free use of Absorbine Jr.—douse 
it on morning and night and after every ex­
posure of your bare feet on damp floors. If 
the case docs not readily yield see your 
doctor.

Absorbine Jr. has been so effective that 
substitutes are sometimes offered. Don’t 
expect relief from a "just as good.” There 
is nothing else like Absorbine Jr. You can 
get it at all drug stores—$1.25 a bottle. 
For a free sample, write W. F. Young, Inc., 
378 Lyman Street, Springfield, Mass. In 
Canada, Lyman Bldg., Montreal.
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dies have bought for their little boy? 
Think of giving a child like that—”

‘“Those Brendles’!” his wife quoted 
chidingly. “You’d better get out of the 
habit of calling them ‘those Brendles,’ 
George.”

“Why?” he asked coldly. “Why had I 
better get out of that habit? ”

“Well—they’re very charming people. 
Very charming!”

“Certainly don’t care what they spend!” 
he grumbled. “Noticed the pearls she was 
wearing last night at the Pelhams’ dinner. 
Never did like to see people so ostentatious 
in a summer place.”

“Now, now!” Mrs. Enderton laughed 
and tucked her arm cosily within his.

“Oh, I’m not objecting to the Brendles 
especially,” he explained. “It only seems 
to me that you’ve got into the way of 
touting them up a good deal lately—saying 
how ‘charming’ they are pretty often, and 
all that—and I don’t see any great point 
to it.”

“Don’t you?” Mrs. Enderton’s expres­
sion became pensive. “Didn’t I hear 
Francis Pelham telling you at lunch the 
other day that Mr. Brendle is generally 
considered one of the most rising business 
figures in the Middle West, and you said 
you had no doubt of it? ”

“Oh, possibly. With general prosperity 
and automobiles selling as they do, Ohio 
Leatherine is well up. All I mean to say is 
that the Brendles didn’t begin coming to 
this place until years after we did, for in­
stance. Seems to me they’ve given seven 
or eight big dinners and I don’t know how 
many other kinds of parties already this 
year; they’ve done more of that probably 
than even we have, ourselves. I admit I 
feel they’d show better taste if they’d 
leave it to more established families, so to 
speak, to do the principal entertaining 
and general leading, as it were.”

“Now, now!” she said again, and pointed 
to a group of young people who were racing 
into the surf. “Look! Isn’t that charm­
ing?”

“ I dare say. . . . Who are those three 
girls splashing water at Norris?”

X/TRS. ENDERTON leveled a hand in a 
-i-VL white glove over her eyes to look more 
closely at the glistening figures active in 
sprays of green water and sunshine. “ It’s 
the three who are usually most brazenly in 
pursuit of him; but you’ll notice Kitty 
Brendle isn’t one of ’em.”

“No?”
“ I think she isn’t,” Mrs. Enderton said, 

“because she’s very wisely taken on a new 
manner with him lately. She’s cleverer 
than the others, and she’s seen that it’s 
piquant to withdraw at times from the 
general pursuit. Naturally, that doesn’t 
mean she’s the less serious about him, but 
only the more so. Not that they’re all any­
thing but serious about him if they had the 
chance!”

“Well, naturally,” Mr. Enderton said. 
“I should think so!”

Mrs. Enderton laughed placatively. 
“They’re hardly to blame for that, though, 
George, and really I think it wouldn’t be a 
bad idea for you to notice Kitty Brendle a 
little particularly. Really, she’s a charm­
ing girl; in fact, she’s much the most de­
sirable girl in the place.”

“So?” he grumbled; but seemed at least 
to consider an assent with reservations. 
“Oh, I’ve noticed her at times; I’ve no­

ticed her. Well enough in looks and 
manners—quite a bright-eyed little thing 
—and I don’t mean to say that the Bren­
dles aren’t quite as desirable as the 
majority of other families here, perhaps 
even more so. It does strike me, though, 
that Norris is rather young for anything 
definite.”

“Oh, of course,” she agreed quickly. “ I 
didn’t mean anything definite this year. I 
only meant that if matters went on de­
veloping, as they seem to be doing now, 
that in time—say, perhaps, by next 
summer—”

“Possibly, possibly.” Thus he signified 
that he would not be obdurate, and in this 
manner Kitty was accepted between them 
as an almost probable daughter-in-law, 
though with herself and her family on pro­
bation, at least until the following season.

^\F COURSE, without seeming to say
what she was actually promising, Mrs. 

Enderton had already conveyed to Mrs. 
Brendle the information that Mr. Enderton 
would be brought comfortably in as a sig­
natory to the virtual family treaty, the 
terms of which had for some time been tac­
itly arranged by the two ladies. That she 
was the happier and more eager of the two, 
Mrs. Brendle had perhaps imperfectly con­
cealed ; this morning she made no conceal­
ment at all of the radiant affection with 
which she regarded the principal signers of 
the compact.

Over the hard sand she came rushing to 
the pair. “You dear things!” she cried 
tenderly, and both of them responded with 
affability to the caressive greeting. “Only 
at breakfast this morning,” she went on, 
“Walter and I were saying that the season 
is passing—already almost half gone; think 
of it!—and that we weren’t seeing anything 
like as much of you as we want to! With 
our children spending practically all their 
time together, it does seem as if we—”

“It does indeed!” Mrs. Enderton agreed 
warmly. “ George and I have said precisely 
the same thing over and over again. 
Where’s that dear little Kitty of yours this 
morning? I don’t see her.”

“Kitty?” Mrs. Brendle laughed and, 
with her parasol, pointed down the beach 
to where a bright-colored figure, little with 
distance, ran and splashed alone at the 
water’s edge. “I’m afraid she’s being 
coquettish this morning!”

Both Mr. and Mrs. Enderton laughed 
with a graciously assenting comprehension 
of her meaning, and Mrs. Enderton said in 
a benevolent whisper, “So much wiser! 
Really so much wiser, my dear!”

The subject of her commendation, how­
ever, did not herself feel that she was wiser 
than the more ardent huntresses of young 
Norris, nor in any manner wise at all. In 
fact, as Kitty splashed along in the foamy 
bubblings of receding surf, “Good heav­
ens!” she said, almost aloud. “You’d 
think I’d know something by this time!” 
By the word “something” she meant a hint 
at least of her own desires and her own 
nature, which all the length of her nineteen 
years had treacherously failed to bring her. 
For of late she had made a discovery— 
that she was unacquainted with herself; 
and the hour of this revelation, which she 
took to be an unprecedented human ex­
perience, had been, she knew, the very 
hour of Joseph Nutter’s departure in 
manly pathos from her mother’s garden 
party.



Like a moody, absent-minded pony, she 
stood in the foam and pawed its opal­
escence with one small foot. “Darn that 
Joe Nutter!” she said. Undoubtedly, she 
held him responsible, and wished more 
that she had never seen him than that she 
should never see him again; for, about ever 
seeing him again, her complete indifference 
was clear to her. “ Darned interloper! ” she 
said bitterly, ran out into the green surf, 
and, emerging all aglitter to the sand again, 
returned slowly toward the livelier end of 
the beach.

Kitty’s own sight, as she walked, was 
refreshed by the approach of two potential 
bathers who had detached themselves for a 
stroll in her direction, though obviously 
their motive was not to seek her out. They 
were her brother Melroy, or Bull, and his 
favorite companion and taller contempo­
rary, the young Miss Fuller. Melroy was 
decorously covered, down to his bare feet, 
in a beach robe of well-chosen peach color. 
Upon Kitty’s charming forehead a slight 
frown appeared, caused by Mimi’s costume, 
which consisted of a small, backless yellow 
jersey, green slippers, and a pair of shape­
less pajamas, colored to suggest a house 
painter’s cleansing hour after a busy day. 
The facial expressions of Melroy and, 
especially, of his tall friend were those of 
persons so consciously in high fashion that 
it was as if they felt the eyes of emulous 
hundreds upon them, even when no one at 
all was looking at them.

Melroy had, too, the additional pleasure 
of possessing for the time being Miss Mimi 
Fuller’s society to himself alone, something 
he had been unable to achieve this summer 
until today. Naturally, he realized that he 
owed her complaisance to the fact that he 
was now the boy owning the best car in 
their set; but this realization incited within 
him no cynicism nor any suspicion of irony. 
On the contrary, it added to his happiness, 
for already his mind’s eye saw the fast and 
sparkling vehicle as an undetachable, 
beautiful part of himself, an encouraging 
view, for thus we see ourselves increased 
in distinguished beauty by every new pos­
session.

AS MELROY and his companion drew 
nearer his sister, a shadow marred his 

brow; then a blush of strong embarrass- 1 
ment appeared upon his cheek. It was 
Kitty’s costume that displeased him, if 
anything so substanceless may be said to 
displease anybody. Not her lack of 
womanly modesty perturbed him—Melroy 
had been born too far along in the twen­
tieth century ever to have heard about 
that—it was her carelessness of the mode. 
What smirches one member of a family 
smirches all, and momentarily Bull 
Brendle felt himself betrayed by Kitty’s 
utter lack of pajamas; he wished that she 
were not his sister, and he entered a 
protest to clear himself with Mimi.

“Wish she’d learn a little about how to 
dress,” he murmured.

Melroy avoided his sister’s eye; the two 
children passed her with distance enough 
between herself and them to warrant his 
neglect of a greeting gracefully waved by 
her slender, tanned arm, and Kitty went 
on, returning her thoughts to their already 
customary inward puzzlement. “ What am 
I going back to the crowd for now?” she 
thought. “I don’t even know whether I 
want to or not, and yet here I am—going!” 

(To be continued)

THROW MR.WATER-THIN OUT OF

YOUR CAR, TOO! HE NEVER FINISHED

A TRIP IN HIS LIFE!

Mr. Water-thin is the world’s 
* worst traveling companion. He’s 
always willing to start a trip— but never 
able to finish one. He disappears. He 
vanishes into the blue.

For Mr. Water-thin is the quart 
w or more of thin, waste oil that or­
dinary refining leaves in every gallon of 
motor oil. It’s a quart that can’t stand 
heat, can’t fight friction—can’t aid a 
motor in the slightest. It vaporizes in no 
time. There’s no mileage in it. So Quaker 
State engineers have dubbed this stuff 
“water-thin.” And they take pleasure in 
throwing it out of Quaker State!

Ordinary refining doesn’t remove 
* “water-thin.” It can’t remove it. 
But Quaker State refining gets it out— 
every last bit of it. An easy task? Don’t 
you believe it! Nothing short of the 
most modern refining in the indus­
try can do it. Nothing short of Quaker 
State’s years of refining experience could 
develop the process necessary for its re­
moval—a process you find in every one 
of the Quaker State refineries.

Quaker State replaces “water- 
* thin” with rich, full-bodied lubri­
cant. Quaker State gives you four full 

THERE’S AN EXTRA QUART OF LUBRICATION IN EVERY GALLON
© 193!, QUAKER STATE OIL REFINING CO.

quarts of lubricant to the gallon—in­
stead of three quarts and one of waste. 
You really get an extra quart of lubrica­
tion. That’s why Quaker State Motor 
Oil is experiencing the fastest growing 
demand of any oil in America. That’s 
why to-day Quaker State is the 
world’s largest-selling Pennsylvania 
Oil!

And Quaker State has the proper 
* start in life. It is made entirely 
from 100% pure Pennsylvania Grade 
Crude Oil. Quaker State is so free from 
impurities that it does not require acid 
treatment in refining. That’s important! 
For acids tend to destroy some of an 
oil’s oiliness.

You’ll find Quaker State Motor 
* Oil wherever you see the green and 
white service station sign. And you’ll see 
that sign in front of every fourth filling 
station. Quaker State costs 35 cents a 
quart—a bit more in Canada and at 
some points in the West. But it’s really 
the least expensive oil you can buy. 
For in every gallon there’s an extra 
quart that takes the fight out of heat 
and friction — and the teeth out of 
repair bills!



A Bigger Job —
and You’re the Man

Are you hunting a bigger job, or does the bigger 
job hunt you? Why waste priceless years at routine 
work, when you can acquire at home in a compara­
tively few months the specialized knowledge for 
whicn big firms pay big money? Thousands of men 
have greatly increased their incomes by the new home­
study business training under the LaSalle Problem 
Method. Let us show you how you can do just as 
well or better. The coupon will bring you complete 
information, together with details of our convenient 
'payment plan; also your free copy of a remarkable 
book—“Ten Years’ Promotion in One.” Make your 
start toward that bigger job today.

r, —— —Find Yourself Through LaSalle!
LaSalle Extension 

University
Dept. 733-R Chicago

Please send me full infor­
mation regarding the course 
and service I have marked 
with an X below. Also a 
copy of "Ten Years’ Promo­
tion in One,” all without 
obligation to me.
□ Business Management: Training for Official, Man­

agerial, Sales and Departmental Executive positions.
n Modern Salesmanship: Training for position as 

Sales Executive, Salesman, Sales Coach or Trainer, 
Sales Promotion Manager, Manufacturers’ Agent.
Solicitor, and all positions in retail, wholesale or 
specialty selling.

□ Higher Accountancy: Training for position as Audi­
tor, Comptroller, Certified Public Accountant, Cost 
Accountant, etc.

□ Traffic Management: Training for position as Rail­
road or Industrial Traffic Manager, Rate Expert, 
Freight Solicitor, etc.

□ Law: LL. B. Degree.
□ Banking and Finance: Training for executive posi­

tions in Banks and Financial Institutions.
r~l Modern Foremanship: Training for positions inShop 

Management, such as that of Superintendent, Gen­
eral Foreman, Foreman, Sub-Foreman, etc.

I-] Industrial Management: Training for positions in 
Works Management, Production Control, Industrial
Engineering, etc.

□ Personnel Management: Training in the position of 
Personnel Manager, Industrial Relations Manager, 
Employment Manager, and positions relating to Em­
ployee Service.

F"| Modern Business Correspondence: Training for
1—1 Sales or Collection Correspondent, Sales Promotion 

Manager, Mail Sales Manager, Secretary, etc.
[“] Stenography: Training in the new superior machine 
L_ shorthand, Stenotypy

RRy. StationMgm’t 
J Expert Bookkeeping 

□ Business English 
2] Commercial Law 
□ Credit and Collection 

Correspondence
O Paper Salesman’s

□ Railway Accounting
Q Effective Speaking 
□ C. P. A. Coaching 
□ Commercial Spanish 
□ Stenotypy 
□ Telegraphy 
Training

Name....................................................... -

Present Position------------------------------------------------- ---------- —

Address

■ A TriTTO Write for Free Guide Book 
I JA I kl\j l\ “HOW TO OBTAIN A PATENT" 

JI lull 1 and Record of Invention 
Blank. Send model or sketch 

" and description of your Invention for our Free Opinion 
whether it comes within Patent Office Rules. Prompt, 
Efficient Service. Easy Payments.
Victor J. Evans & Co.,757 Ninth,Washington, D.C.

WRITERS’MAGAZINE
Rupert Hughes says,“Palmer Insti­
tute is qualified to render invaluable 
aid in the art and business of author­
ship.” Save 25 cents! Send for your 
free copy, “Writers’ Markets and

Methods." Shows how many have learned to write profitably. 
Published by.Palmer Instittite. EditedbyWihiam David Ball. 

Ipalmer"nstitute of autiTorship
Dept. 122-V,Palmer Bldg., Holly wood, Calif. I am interested 
in learning how to write Fiction □ ; Photoplays □ ; Self- 
Expression □. Send me free,one copy of Writers’ Magazine. 

Namt___________________________ _____ _______

How to Become a Millionaire
{Continued from page 77)

Why anybody should want to scallop 
the edge of a grapefruit, we can’t imag­
ine. But we sell lots of these fruit deco­
rators. . . $1.39

The head of the kitchenware depart­
ment calmed down only when he found 
that he had to put on more clerks to handle 
the people who wanted to decorate grape­
fruit.

And in the same advertisement a bull 
market for $8.94 noodle cutters was pro­
duced by these deathless lines:

Our noodle cutter, though happy in its 
work, makes a lovely plaything for those 
soulless folk who have no use for noodles.

TT WOULD be unfair to Kenneth Collins 
to picture him as a sort of advertising 

buffoon. He is a stable, sound, coura­
geous business man with a vast knowledge 
of budgets and space-buying and merchan­
dising and price lines, and above all an 
amazing instinct, augmented by wide re­
search, for knowing what the public wants.

His energy is that of a healthy boy 
of fifteen. He is only thirty-three, remem­
ber, still a youngster, and is as wild about 
his job as a cheer leader about a winning 
football team. His hair is a bit thin on 
top. He speaks quickly and decisively, 
but not explosively. That is, not usually. 
There are times, they say, when something 
goes wrong and the cry goes through the 
office, “Take to your cyclone cellars, girls! 
The boss is on a rampage!”

Perhaps some day he will get himself an 
imposing office—one with mahogany furni­
ture and tapestries and deep rugs and 
paneled walls—but at present he works in 
a room that looks as if it had formerly 
been used for storing mops. A concrete 
floor, a small, worn desk for himself, a 
smaller, more worn desk for his secretary, a 
table piled with papers, and a wall hung 
with proofs of advertisements. It’s just 
like the offices of all his assistants, only a 
little larger—as if this one, in the past, 
had been used for storing the mops, while 
the other offices had been used for whisk 
brooms. His office door is always open, 
and, as you sit and talk with him, people 
are continually coming in on the run and 
saying, out of breath, “Pardon me. I 
don’t want to interrupt, but—” And 
he always pardons them.

Nearly all of Kenneth Collins’ assist­
ants are women.

“Since women do eighty-five per cent 
of the buying in this store,” he explained, 
“ I believe that most of the copy should be 
written by women. And every woman who 
writes advertising should be a bit temper­
amental. She should have boundless en­
thusiasm for a can of corn or a one-handed 
flour sifter, far beyond what the facts 
justify.

“It’s easy to temper overenthusiasm. 
I want a copywriter to turn handsprings of 
ecstasy over a six-piece Queen Anne 
living-room suite that sells for a hundred 
and seventy-nine dollars. If she bubbles 
over too much, we can edit her copy. But 
you can’t build up the copy that comes 
from a writer who looks with entire calm 
upon a Paquin suit priced thirty-two

dollars and seventy-four cents. I’m per­
fectly willing to hold back a horse that’s 
always trying to run away. I won’t try 
to get mileage out of a nag with no spirit.”

So Kenneth Collins sits calmly—most 
of the time—in his office with the door 
open, and outside are thirty-five or forty 
somewhat temperamental women. They 
all receive important salaries—one of his 
copywriters, according to gossip, is paid 
twenty thousand dollars a year—and they 
all think their boss is a grand man.

He believes in paying high salaries. 
He fights to get his employees liberal 
vacations. When one is ill, he takes a 
crowd from the office and goes to the 
hospital for a good visit. Many of them 
are married, and when a baby is born 
Collins sends presents and assurances 
that the mother’s job is waiting for her 
when she wants to return.

“ I like to employ women with families,” 
Collins told me. “ The more children they 
have, the better copy they can write about 
infants’ wear.”

Around the store, sometimes there is 
comment regarding “Mr. Collins’ prima 
donnas.”

“You bet I have prima donnas,” he 
said. “What would the Metropolitan 
Opera be without prima donnas?”

“But,” I queried, admiring the man’s 
courage, “thirty-jive prima donnas?”

“Easier to handle than men,” he said. 
“One kind word a day, that’s all they 
need. Give them one kind word a day and 
they’re all right.”

Collins gives them more than one kind 
word. He believes in letting the world 
know that he believes he has the best staff 
of copywriters that was ever gathered 
under one roof, even if they are a little 
goofy at times. There’s Margaret Fish- 
back, who wrote about the auk, whose 
verse in the advertising is often signed 
“M. F.”; Bernice Fitzgibbon, who origi­
nated Macy’s slogan, “It’s Smart to be 
Thrifty”; Helen Law who, as Mrs. Martha 
Manning, broadcasts over the radio every 
morning; Katherine Lowe, the home fur­
nishings expert; and dozens of others.

These four write most of the copy, with 
Collins’ approval and inspiration. Less 
than ten per cent of their copy is humorous 
but all of it is genial and informal.

“There’s a definite line to be drawn in 
advertising,” Collins pointed out. “We 
can be outrageously funny about some­
thing people don’t have to buy—like a 
pineapple crimper or a baby’s rattle—but 
when it comes to a suit of clothes or a 
dining-room table, our customer wants to 
be taken seriously. Not seriously in a dull, 
ponderous way, you understand, but we 
can’t crack any jokes about a dozen eggs 
the way we can, and did, about a little con­
traption to wear on your dinner coat to 
keep your carnation from wilting.”

COLLINS was born in St. Paul, and at 
the age of two years was taken by his 
parents to Spokane, Washington. His 

father was general agent of the Chicago 
and Northwestern Railway.

Nothing much out of the way happened 
to him until, at the age of fifteen, he made 
a boat trip to San Francisco. On board he



met Miss Martha Moe, of Tacoma, Wash­
ington. Ten years later they were married.

“She heard me debate in college,” Col­
lins told me, “she listened to me preach, 
she was in one of my classes when I taught 
at the University of Idaho, and, even so, 
she married me. And she still listens to 
me.” Truly, an ideal wife.

They have one son, Kenneth, Jr., two 
years old. In the winter they live in a 
penthouse atop an apartment within walk­
ing distance of Collins’ office. In the 
summer they move to a no-longer-aban- 
doned farm in Connecticut.

When he entered the University of 
Washington, Collins had rather definite 
ideas regarding his career. He was going 
to be a preacher. He started as a lay 
reader in a church in Portage, Washington. 
Being a good lay reader, he graduated to a 
post as preacher in the Episcopal Church 
in Colfax, Washington, preaching twice 
each Sunday for one hundred dollars a 
month. This sum helped considerably in 
getting him through college—paying for 
the boxes of candy he would take when he 
called upon Miss Martha Moe at the 
Kappa Kappa Gamma house and paying 
Collins’ dues in Phi Gamma Delta.

COLLINS completed the course in the
University of Washington in a total of 

two and one-half years, receiving an A. B. 
degree and election to Phi Beta Kappa, 
the collegiate award for exceptionally high 
scholarship. He did it by taking no 
summer vacation, plugging on through 
summer school. He had twenty-four class­
room hours a week, was an instructor in 
public speaking and freshman English, 
captain of the debating team, and preached 
twice each Sunday.

In the middle of his college course, 
which required two and one-half years’ 
actual time, he was in the Aviation Corps 
for two years. He enlisted as a private 
and was sent to Kelly Field, in Texas. 
There, eager to go aloft, he took an exami­
nation and was promptly rejected. The 
result of his examination showed that 
Kenneth Collins was a moron.

Hoping that there might have been a 
mistake, he tried again. This time he was 
O. K. When the war ended he was a 
second lieutenant and instructor in aerial 
gunnery at the flying field at Hicks, Texas.

After two years as an instructor in 
English at the University of Idaho, Col­
lins was awarded an Austin scholarship in 
Harvard University and he married 
Martha Moe and went to Cambridge, 
Massachusetts. In two years he came out 
with a Master of Arts degree, a general 
idea that he might be able to make a liv­
ing at teaching, and thirteen dollars.

Nobody wanted a teacher at that partic­
ular moment—at least, nobody to whose 
classroom a railroad ticket for two could 
be bought for thirteen dollars. So, after 
hearing that a department store needed 
an advertising man, he decided to be an 
advertising man—thus following early in 
his business career a principle that has 
brought him success, namely, “Give the 
people what they want.”

He got the job, at fifty dollars a week, 
then went down to a newspaper office, 
found a man who knew something about 
advertising, and asked him questions for 
six hours. When Collins went to work the 
next morning, he was an advertising man.

He was getting ninety dollars a week, 

five years ago, when he went to New York 
and was employed by Macy’s on the 
strength of his knowledge of English. He 
read proofs and put in the “whoms” and 
the “weres” at the right places and changed 
“ We want to quickly sell” to “ We want to 
sell quickly.”

For a year he was one of those fellows 
who are just around the shop. Nobody 
was sure as to exactly what his duties 
were, but Collins was sure they weren’t 
important enough, so he quit and joined 
an advertising agency in Cleveland, Ohio.

Unknown to Collins, Jesse Straus had 
been watching him, and when Macy’s ad­
vertising manager and assistant advertis­
ing manager both leaped to better jobs, 
Mr. Jesse said, “I think if we could get 
that fellow Collins to come back, he’d do 
for the job.”

So Collins came back. And did.
They made him advertising manager, 

and three weeks later he gave an exhibi­
tion in the advertising department. All 
the important officials were on hand. 
Everywhere they turned they saw deadly 
parallels—an advertisement in the old 
style and, alongside, an advertisement, 
selling the same goods, in the Collins style.

“Go ahead,” said Mr. Jesse. “Let’s try 
it.” And Collins was under way.

Collins has women to write copy, but 
for art and typography he goes to men. 
Fred Farrar became his typographer and 
to Robert Martin he gave the job of chas­
ing out of the advertisements the ladies 
who seemed to be suffering from a stomach­
ache as they wore a Lanvin gown and the 
boys who wore corduroy knickers and a 
lumberjack as if they’d be spanked and 
sent to bed if they ever got a speck of dust 
on their new clothes.

“When you draw a boy’s overcoat,” 
Collins ordered, “put it on a boy who is 
having a swell time, turning somersaults 
or jumping in a snowpile. When you il­
lustrate a girl wearing a tennis dress, for 
goodness’ sake, have her playing tennis, 
and winning!”

AT FIRST there was considerable op- 
position around the store.

“You will always find people,” Collins 
said, “who believe that the way to ad­
vertise is to run a picture of the founder, 
with his whiskers and his four scintillating 
sons, with copy that means nothing more 
nor less than ‘We’re still in business.’ 
That’s as silly as though a newspaper 
came out every day with a picture of 
Horace Greeley on the front page and 
nothing else except a line stating, ‘Murders 
are still being committed.’

“Advertising must present interesting 
facts—the facts a customer wants to 
know—and in a pleasant manner. Take, 
for instance, a chair. The thing a cus­
tomer wants to know is how it feels when 
you sit down in it. Advertising writers 
bore him with facts about color and con­
struction and the number of nails in it, 
when all the time he’s greatly concerned as 
to whether it’s going to be comfortable 
through a long evening.”

Collins found out about selling chairs 
by spending several hours in the furniture 
department. He noticed that one of the 
first things a customer does after looking 
at a chair is to sit down in it. Such simple 
research as this, into every department, is 
what helps to give his copy the human ap­
peal.

MOTORISTS WISE

SIMONIZ

JHakes the fin ish

Last
Longer

Simoniz your car! 
And, after years 
of driving it will 
still look new.
Simonizing is easy. 
The wonderful 
Simoniz Kleener 
quickly restores

original lustre. Then Simoniz adds 
rich sparkle and forms a hard, long 
lasting surface that protects the 
finish in any weather. To clean 
off dust and dirt, just wipe with 
a soft, dry cloth, and your car 
will sparkle brighter than ever. 
Leading hardware, auto accessory 
stores and garages everywhere 
sell Simoniz and Simoniz Kleener.

THE SIMONIZ COMPANY 
CHICAGO, U. S. A.



TRY TO GUESS

'ITiis darling of the New York stage, who is now 
appearing in Universal Pictures’ sensation 
“Seed,” is 5 ft. 3’/2 in. tall, weighs 105 lbs., and 
has reddish gold hair and green eyes. See below*,  

so soothing to 
golfers’ eyes! 
Or, for that matter, to the eyes of 
any one who spends much time 
out of doors. Always apply Murine 
immediately after prolonged ex­
posure to sun, wind and dust to 
end that heavy, burning feeling 
and to prevent a bloodshot con­
dition. Formula of a veteran eye 
specialist, this soothing, cool­
ing lotion is used regularly by 
millions for the quick relief 
of eye irritation and strain. 
At all drug and dept, stores.

*Genevieve Tobin

His activities go beyond the mere herald­
ing of what the store has to sell. He helps 
to gather merchandise that is wed worth 
advertising.

Right now he is fathering a serious 
investigation, which has been taken up by 
Columbia, Yale, Fordham, and New York 
Universities, to find out what kind of toys 
children like.

When the survey is completed, toys will 
be made to fit the specifications, and every­
body will be happy—unless the kids 
change their minds in the meantime.

COLLINS has found out that ninety-inch 
bed sheets are too short. People want 
one-hundred-and-nine-inch sheets, so they 

won’t pull out at the foot. When the 
ribbon business seemed to be slipping, he 
organized a drive to revive hair-ribbons 
for little girls.

He was quick to see the possibilities 
of color in the kitchen and was a pioneer 
merchandiser of colored pots and pans. 
He initiated the movement to standardize 
colors, so that the manufacturer who made 
blue warming pans would take care that 
his shade matched that of the fellow who 
turned out blue teakettles.

At present he is helping despondent 
manufacturers of boys’ clothing who have 
seen the trend go from suits to corduroys 
and windbreakers. “The trouble is,” Col­
lins told them, “that the styles of your 
suits are all wrong. Design clothing that 
will make a boy look like a he-man, not 
like a sissy.” They did. And Collins is 
selling them.

Collins is a thorough independent, in 
politics and out.

Invited, a couple of years ago, to ad­

dress a convention in Cleveland of men 
associated with a special form of advertis­
ing, he startled his hosts by telling them 
that, as far as his business was concerned, 
their method was a waste of money. It 
was like making a wet speech at a dry con­
vention.

They had invited him to go to Cleveland 
and to tell them what he thought—and he 
told them.

When he ended his speech there was 
absolute silence. He bowed and went 
back to New York.

But later he received word through the 
underground that many who had heard 
him thought he was right. Because Col­
lins had not been content to say only that 
he thought their way was impotent in his 
scheme of things. He told them why. And 
how to apply the remedy. And the wise 
ones, instead of becoming enraged, set 
about to follow his advice.

Kenneth Collins is not a humorist. 
Himself, he is not even a manufacturer of 
smart phrases. In his speeches there are 
no anecdotes about Scotchmen. Never 
does he come to a place where he says, 
“That reminds me of the story about an 
Irishman who—”

He talks facts, with no embellishments. 
He never has said that advertising won the 
war nor that the department store is a 
Great Service to Mankind nor that the 
salesgirl should consecrate her life to her 
customers. He just tells ’em what he 
wants ’em to know and tells ’em quick, in 
language that they can understand.

All he knows is Common Sense.
And that—so rare is Common Sense— 

will make him a millionaire at the age of 
forty-three. 
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live in France, you know! Come! Cheer 
up! A little good will, now! Come, make 
a snowball and throw it at me!”

He had no heart for it. The girl, in 
all the beauty of her disordered hair, 
fluttering with furs and brilliant thrums, 
danced about in the snow, her mittens on 
her hips, out of sheer joy of health and 
youth.

We were warm enough in our brush hut 
by a huge fire, and I don’t know why our 
prisoner shivered so, for I told him plainly 
he would come to no harm from us, and 
that the English had more food than we 
had in Louisbourg and would treat him 
kindly. His name was Gobineau.

“For whom was that lettre de cachet?” 
I demanded.

He gave me a timid yet cunning look 
and shrugged his fat shoulders.

“The Duchesse de Boiens is not in 
Louisbourg, you know,” said 1, looking 
him in his sly gray eyes.

He said he was sure of that. We both 
knew the other was lying.

“Well,” said I, “that being agreed upon, 
what is your budget of news out of France, 
Monsieur Gobineau?,”

Fright made him truthful and very 
voluble.

He said that a French fleet would sail 
very soon to aid in the defense of Louis­
bourg. It seemed to give him satisfaction 
to tell us this. Naturally, he took me and

my Souriquois for English partisans, and 
was even more right than he dreamed of 
being.

He said, further, that Pitt was furious 
over the failure of Lord Loudon to take 
Louisbourg—that our Flying Dutchman 
of a Scotchman, Holbourne, had lost 
several ships by wind and tide and devil’s 
weather; that Pitt was already gathering 
a great fleet under an admiral named Bos­
cawen, to attack Louisbourg in the coming 
spring, and a great English army under a 
brand-new major general who had been a 
colonel until within a few weeks—one 
Jeffrey Amherst.

He mentioned particulars; he boldly 
stated numbers, items, details, dates.

■RARLY next morning, I bade adieu to
Monsieur Gobineau, gave Santu her in­

structions, cautioned my three Souriquois, 
White Bird, Laughs-at-Night, and Three 
Legs; and, taking what provisions I 
needed, slung my rifle and set out alone 
toward Louisbourg and in the general 
direction of some stunted evergreens where 
I knew deer yarded in winter.

Fourteen thousand troops—and mostly 
regulars! The thought excited me. Now, 
God willing, a fight to a finish.was close at 
hand; and French for all time or English 
forever!

America must abide by the result!
Three days later I sauntered into Louis-



bourg, carrying my rifle and as much veni­
son as I could lug—which sufficiently ex­
plained my extra-mural activities to the 
gate guard.

I saw the Duchesse de Boiens that same 
evening. She wore cloth of silver and ver­
milion, and was playing cards at a grand 
party given by Madame Laforest. She 
looked up with a cool smile to receive my 
compliments when I came to wait upon 
her. It was then that I began to realize the 
absolute courage of this young girl.

My eyes told her that all was well. I 
told her so with my lips, also, when I 
found a moment to speak without being 
overheard.

“I have their warrant,” said I. “It’s 
meant for you, without doubt, and Jane 
Fish had it executed.”

“Bring it,” said she smilingly, "when 
you come to kiss my hand and receive my 
grateful thanks.”

“What is that you say?” said I, be­
wildered. “Where am I to come to you?”

“The ladder still stands up against the 
house, where they are fixing my balcony, 
darling,” said she with a seraphic smile— 
a smile to win straight into Paradise with­
out absolution. . . .

THERE was no moonlight; heavy clouds 
obscured the night sky; an icy fog rolled 
in from the sea and smeared every wall, 

tower, ledge, and grim facade with glare 
ice. Vaguely, palely red in the ghostly 
smother, the battle lanterns burned on 
every bastion; torches flickered in their 
sockets by city gates, barracks, and along 
the fortress walls; a few lanterns glim­
mered high on stone walls fouled with 
rust.

The rungs of the ladder which led to 
Sandi’s balcony were covered with ice, and 
I expected to slip and break my neck—and 
would rather have done so than miss the 
chance of seeing this young girl—my vio­
lent passion for her making me almost ill at 
times. On the iron balcony, which now 
had been firmly triced up, I slid about, 
groping for something to hold while I ven­
tured to knock upon the dark panes of 
glass. However, the casement had al­
ready begun to open.

There was no light in the chamber ex­
cept a lovely, rosy glow from logs burning 
in the big fireplace of stone.

The young duchess still wore her beauti­
ful cloth-of-silver gown with its sprays of 
pale green leaves and vermilion buds. She 
took my hand and led me to the fireplace, 
where was a chaise longue buried in white 
fox furs. Here we were seated presently 
and in silence, while she, by the firelight, 
studied the ominous lettre de cachet which I 
had brought to her.

“Oh, fie,” said she in her lovely, guarded 
voice, “how ugly is all this affair! Would 
you credit it, monsieur, that because I re­
fused to figure as demoiselle d’atour to any­
body named Pompadour, and because I 
laughed at what the King of Prussia said 
about her and at the verses he wrote, this 
common woman, who has France by the 
throat, should threaten me with her 
cursed Bastille—even reach out and at­
tempt to clutch me here—claw me out of 
the New World back into the Old 1”

“Monarchs,” said I, “seem often quite 
as mean as their mistresses. Look at 
dumpy German George and his spite 
which sends me here to keep his hangman 
busy at Tyburn 1 Is there anything meaner 

than a man who can’t forgive bravery in 
his enemy?”

“Oh, lord,” said she, "this is a sorry 
world and topsy-turvy, where a Jane Fish 
bullies a de Boiens and a vulgar Hanover 
German would hang the heirs to Annan­
dale and Whinnloch!”

She looked up at me in the firelight, held 
out the lettre de cachet. I took it, and the 
other papers, and laid them on the coals, 
where they burned black, then a pulsating 
scarlet, and then fell to pieces in gray­
white flakes.

“That ends that business,” said I.
“For the present.”
I nodded: “And that’s the point I mean 

to discuss with you, madame—”
“Oui, monsieur!”
“ Very well, madame—”
“Madame be hanged,” said she; “you 

don’t seem to be in love with me any 
more!”

“You know better—”
“Oh. Then why am I not Sandi any 

more?”
“Sandi—”
“Yes,my Captainjean—John—Jock—’’
“ Will you be serious a moment?”
“Heaven knows. . . . Why did you 

flirt with Madame du Portail at the dance 
tonight?”

I ignored the accusation. “ I suppose,” 
said I, “ that you never could learn to love 
me enough to send the world to the devil 
and marry me.”

“Great heavens!” said she. "What do 
you mean, then? People don’t marry for 
love!"

"They ought to—”
“But they never do, darling. Love has 

nothing to do with marriage.”
“That is seldom true in our American 

colonies, madame.”
“What! You tell me that people in 

America—in New York, in Virginia, in 
Maryland, in Massachusetts Bay, fling 
prudence, economy, thrift, rank, race, 
aside and marry just because they love?” 
She began to laugh.

“I tell you that, Madame la Duchesse,” 
said I stiffly, “and it is almost universally 
true.”

SHE stared. “Are there then among you 
no questions of rank, of breeding, of 
position, of precedence?”
“Plenty, madame. We lack titles, but 

otherwise seem quite as virulent as any 
among English or Continental aristoc­
racy. Nevertheless, we do usually marry 
for love.”

“I can’t marry you, darling, but you 
are lord and master of my very tender 
heart—and that is a risky affair for a girl, 
but—”

She turned where she was seated beside 
me, placed her hands on my shoulder, and 
laid her cheek upon her hands.

“ What do you mean to do?” said I, kiss­
ing her— “marry some rickety old peer or 
some poxed young prince?”

"Lord!” said she. “I hope the King 
will select a healthy one, at least.”

"Probably,” said I, “there aren’t any 
in France—”

“Oh, yes, there are,” she retorted, 
laughing— “and gallant, witty, and hand­
some, too! ... It seems strange,” she 
added, “that I could not find it in me to be 
pleased by one of these, but must go 
blundering into the arms of my first sweet­
heart as soon as ever I laid eyes on you—”
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She looked up in that blind way of hers, 
sustaining my ardent gaze, enduring, then 
welcoming, my lips, and drawing me to­
ward her with impulsive arms.

“Jock Cardress,” says she, “would ye 
steal the heart out o’ my breast?”

“ I shan’t let you go, Sandi!”
“You mean you won’t let go my heart, 

darling. No, you couldn’t even drive it 
away from you. But, whichever way this 
war will be turning—and whichever way 
this coming battle goes, God help us—you 
and I must say good-by and part.”

“ I’ll not say it!”

“Vi THAT! You mean to follow me to 
France?”

“I do not. I only wish,” said I, “that 
you were now somewhere where I could get 
my hands firmly on you.”

“W-what do you mean? V-violence, 
d-darling?”

“Yes, if I had you in New York, or New 
England. You’d never get back to your 
duchy! You’d go to the Mohawk with me 
and take up a great tract of wild land to 
develop it, alongside the tracts of Sir 
William Johnson, Sir Peter Warren, and 
the Duchess of Gordon. I’d not care what 
your lascivious king had to say about it, or 
what my own vulgar monarch might say; 
I’d marry you and we’d love in spite of 
marriage, and I tell you, madame, the 
children born of such a union would more 
nearly resemble angels than human beings! 
Now, you don’t like that, do you, Madame 
la Duchesse de Boiens!”

“That is an impossible thing you pro­
pose,” said she, weeping and swabbing 
her eyes with a laced handkerchief. “ Am I 
to lose my Duchy of Boiens merely to 
marry you, when I can love you just as 
well without losing it?”

“No,” said I angrily, “you may keep 
your duchy and all your petty wood-lots 
and back-country settlements, instead of 
having a hundred thousand acres on the 
Mohawk. Also, you may marry your 
rickety, leering peer of France as soon as 
you choose and become reconciled to your 
foolish king and his female friend, Jane 
Fish—”

“Great heavens,” she wailed, “he 
treats me with cruel sarcasms, who love 
him to distraction—”

“Will you stop your noise,” said I, “or 
do you want your servants to discover me 
here so that I shall have to fight Major 
Follis?”

“Oh, horrors,” she whimpered, “if you 
kill him, then I am utterly done for!—”

“What is he to you more than a kins­
man?” I demanded. “After all, I begin 
to believe that you came out here to warn 
him because you were, and are, in love 
with him!”

“I came,” she retorted furiously, “be­
cause your miserable King of England 
wished to hang a gallant Scottish gentle­
man who, one day, please God, will be 
Lord Whinnloch. . . . And who,” she 
added defiantly, “has been chosen by the 
King of France—to be my husband!”

Well, there it was—suddenly—and all 
of a fury!—the cat out of the bag! A wild­
cat, too. And now I understood at last 
why this young girl had come out of 
France, risking everything, to warn 
Charles Follis, her kinsman, that the King 
of England meant to hang the man whom 
the King of France had selected to marry 
the Duchesse de Boiens, and so to join 

the Whinnloch estates to Boiens and erect 
out of both a French dukedom linking one 
of the most important Scottish peerages 
and estates to the peerage of France for­
ever!

“So that is why you came,” I repeated 
in a cold rage.

“Yes, sir; that is why. My king desires 
this marriage. Pompadour wishes to mate 
me to the half-witted Duc de Somport- 
Canfranc. It was she who bargained with 
Pitt and a vindictive German king to have 
my kinsman hanged! That is the real 
reason she desires to shut me up in her 
cursed Bastille—so she can get at Charles 
Follis and force me into Somport’s arms!”

Her dark eyes were blazing, and so were 
her cheeks. She sprang to her feet in the 
firelight.

“If you won’t love me, Jock Cardress,” 
said she, “then amen, and suit yourself! 
But there’s one thing you’ll never make me 
do, and that is add a hangman’s knot to 
the Whinnloch coat of arms! And so I say 
to you in all kindness—stay here, and wel­
come, while you do no harm! But if the 
English come and the city falls, then I shall 
speak.

“And, by heaven, sir,” she flamed, “if 
I loved you so that I died of the passion, 
I’d see you dead at my feet before I’d foul 
my family’s name to save you!”

We stood in silence for a while, confront­
ing each other in the wavering firelight. 
Then I bowed to her with perfect polite­
ness, turned and opened the icy casement, 
closed it noiselessly, flung one leg over the 
iron rail of the balcony, searching for the 
ladder. The toe of my boot touched some­
thing which I supposed was the icy rung 
of the ladder, and I set the other foot be­
side it and let go the balcony. ... It was 
not the ladder; it was an icicle which splint­
ered under me, and I fell heavily down, 
down into darkness. . . .

I WAS still confused in my battered brain 
when, one day, I awoke conscious and 

heard military music. I opened my eyes 
and saw a glazed window brilliant with sun­
shine and, through it, a bit of pale blue 
sky full of little white clouds sailing east­
ward, and sea gulls soaring. The military 
music soon wearied me and I fell asleep.

The next time I became conscious I 
heard the bells of Louisbourg ringing. It 
was a gray day outside, no wind, and it 
seemed to be quite warm, I thought, be­
cause the window was partly open and 
on the ledge was a thin bar of melting 
snow.

I was all bandaged, and my body itched 
and was hot, but not feverish. Turning my 
gaze sideways I could see two nuns meas­
uring and pouring liquids from flasks into 
cup and tumblers.

From the streets came the familiar 
sound of movements, clatter, and clang of 
traffic, the voices and bustle and coming 
and going of humble folk upon their simple 
occasions; cries of fishermen and rattle of 
spars and cordage from the basin. That 
arrested my attention and gave me a def­
inite idea: the ice and snow must have 
gone; the water seemed to be open. Where 
had I been since last winter?

Not that day, nor the next, but nearly 
a week later, I learned that it was April. 
A nun, Sister Rose Aline, told me after the 
doctor had examined me, taken off some 
plasters and splints and bandages, and the 
sisters had washed me.
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“Yes, indeed, my captain,” said Sister 
Rose Aline cheerily, “you have been 
coasting along the shore of Death for 
many, many days and weeks. Do you 
have any recollection of how you came to 
be in so terrible a plight?”

I had used what brain remained; I 
could remember being on that iron bal­
cony outside Sandi’s window. But that 
was the last I could recollect. However, it i 
made me cautious.

“ It is believed,” said the nun, busy with 
her bandages and lint, “ that in the dark­
ness and freezing fog, you walked under a 
ladder which fell on you.”

“That,” said I, with an attempt to 
smile, “is what one deserves who walks 
under ladders! I suppose,” I added with 
weak humor, “ I didn’t break my neck?”

“No; you fractured only your left arm, 
left leg, three ribs, and shoulder blade,” 
said the nun smilingly, “which gave you 
a pleurisy, a flux, a concussion, a shock, 
strangulation of both lungs, and a cut on 
your head which we sewed up with thirteen 
stitches.”

SHE made me swallow a dose of black 
stuff, very bitter, which nearly turned 
my stomach inside out like a purse, and 

made me angry.
“Hang it! How long is this to go on, 

Sister?” I gasped.
“What a temper!” said the pretty nun. 

“Next week,” said she, “they mean to 
send you to your own lodgings.”

“What month is it?” I asked fearfully.
“April, of course.”
“ Are the ice and snow quite gone, then?” 
“Mercy, no! You don’t know tie 

Royale! Many of the lakes are still frozen. 
There’s snow in the woods and on all 
northern slopes; and will be into late May.”

I ventured this much more: “Is all well 
with Louisbourg, Sister?”

“Yes,” said she tranquilly, “so far”— 
she crossed herself—“all gratitude to our 
Lady of Louisbourg!”

“No enemy ships?”
“None, sir. But some of ours have ar­

rived.”
“ What news do they fetch us?”
“ Oh, a plenty o’ that, my poor captain. 

To hear the talk in the shops and streets 
one would believe that the entire army 
and navy of wicked old England are on 
the way to blot Louisbourg from the face 
of the earth!”

I dared not question her further con­
cerning this. Nor could I risk a question 
at all regarding Sandi. The Duchesse de 
Boiens was not supposed to be anything to 
me, nor I to her. That I had been dis­
covered all smashed to pieces under her 
windows, with a ladder lying across me, 
evidently had not aroused the slightest 
concern or suspicion regarding this lovely 
young duchess herself, nor seemed to have 
connected my plight with her at all.

When it became known in town that I 
was convalescent, a number of friends and 
acquaintances did me the honor to call on 
me, or send polite messages with some little 
trifle—usually in the nature of food or 
something to read.

Dupont de Gourville came with kind 
inquiries and an orange—worth its weight 
in gold in the ice-bound city! Even the 
careworn Governor and Madame de 
Drucour came to the hospital for a pleas­
ant word, and to leave a bottle of very old 
Burgundy for me.

ONE TUBE
SERVES TEN 
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Dept. AO, Mentholatum Company, Wichita, Kan. 
Please send me TRIAL TUBE of Mentholatum. 
Enclosed is 4c to cover mailing cost.

Address

Name
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But neither Charles Follis nor the 
Chevalier Johnstone came, nor sent any 
message.

Nor did the Duchesse de Boiens.
I could understand why Sandi did not 

come. But it concerned and alarmed me 
that neither Major Follis nor the Cheva­
lier had taken any notice of my condi­
tion.

TOURING an interval of calm blue 
weather—rare always at Tie Royale, 

and particularly during early spring—I 
was carried to my own lodgings.

One morning, soon afterward, I was 
standing in my chamber, leaning upon my 
crutches, when, chancing to glance around, 
I noticed that my chamber door was open­
ing very slowly and silently.

Curious to see who was doing it, I fixed 
my eyes upon the widening aperture, 
which presently disclosed Santu in her 
pointed capuchin and all fluttering in a 
shower of fringes and twice belted like 
every Souriquois girl. Resting on my 
crutches, I ventured to hold out both 
hands to her a little way, and she gave me 
a joyous look, came noiselessly on tiptoe, 
and coiled about me very tenderly.

“What news?” I whispered, motioning 
her to close the door.

When she came back I had found a 
chair, and she curled up cross-legged at my 
feet; and long-pent-up words flowed from 
her in a torrent unrestrained.

It seemed that when she heard of my ac­
cident she had instantly destroyed every 
slightest evidence which could possibly 
have involved me or her or my three runners. 
As the days passed and I seemed to grow 
no better, she had sent word of this to 
Halifax by White Bird, explaining the 
situation and saying that the hospital nuns 
did not believe I could get well.

“But,” said she, “a few days later, when 
I came to the hospital, a nun told me that 
you lay drenched in sweat and that your 
fever at last had broken!”

“Santu,” said I, “do you believe that 
there is any suspicion among any of the 
people in Louisbourg concerning what I 
am about in the city?”

She did not think so.
“ Was there any news of an English fleet 

and army?”
The whole town was talking about it, 

but that was all she knew. . . .
While I was too ill even to get about 

on crutches, the first of the French war­
ships had arrived. Also a battalion of 
the Foreign Legion, under Lieutenant 
Colonel d’Anthonay, arrived aboard the 
ships. This officer ranked Charles Follis, 
senior major, and therefore was now in 
command of the foreign corps. Which I 
knew would enrage the Scots.

The coming of the great French ships 
made the city secure as far as provisions 
were concerned. But I did not believe 
their admiral was very clever or enterpris­
ing.

Always I was getting stronger, and soon 
began to feel pretty well, being able to use 
crutches very easily to get about indoors, 
but on account of the cold and ice dared 
not attempt to go down into the freez­
ing streets or mount the slippery ramparts, 
though Santu offered to aid me.

Nor did I yet know why Charles Follis 
continued to ignore me, but was aware 
that there must have been some grave 
reason, and feared that my being dis­

covered under Sandi’s windows might have 
aroused his suspicions.

As for Sandi, not a sign from her.
On the 8th of May we had a terrific 

snowstorm lasting thirty-six hours and 
making Louisbourg look like midwinter 
again. The floating ice, it seemed, had so 
troubled Sir Charles Hardy’s ships that 
none of them came near enough to Louis­
bourg to be seen.

Every day, however, the Souriquois and 
Rangers and Acadians brought news of 
more British ships arriving at Halifax, 
warships and transports. It was a huge 
fleet—one hundred and eighty sail carry­
ing fourteen thousand seamen and thir­
teen thousand soldiers, all standing for lie 
Royale under a light wind, their miles and 
miles of snowy-clouded sails turning rose 
and gold in the rays of the setting sun.

To hear it, a little rejoiced my heart, 
which was very sore, and sickening for the 
wayward jade I loved.

On the first day of J une, I ventured to go 
outdoors on my crutches, feeling strong 
and well, and desiring to accustom my legs 
to exercise as soon as might be.

Well, the city of Louisbourg was fear­
fully nervous and expectant now. All day 
the stony streets echoed with drum and 
fife and bugle, and the clank of artillery.

I had seen the garrisons of Port Tou­
louse and Port Dauphin march in on the 
7th of May; and, after that, Acadian ir­
regulars and Indians came in nearly every 
day. The larger French ships lay on a bow­
line between the Royal Battery and the 
Bastion de la Grave, and were mounting 
their guns.

And I nearly perished with the desire to 
laugh when, under the noses of the French 
ships and the rampart cannon, a saucy 
English frigate came into Gabarus Bay, 
sent out her boats, and took soundings, 
lying the night at anchor two gunshots out 
of the range off Pointe Blanche.

Why no French ship attacked her, I 
don’t know to this day. But I tell you, it 
thrilled me—this defiance that Old Eng­
land flung at New France so flippantly— 
and though I am a Scot by origin and an 
American Colonial by birth, I felt a pride 
that warms me still every time I think of it.

ON FRIDAY, June 2d, about four 
o’clock in the afternoon, when I was 
sitting on the ramparts with Santu, the 

artillery men in the Citadel fired three 
alarm shots.

For a few moments every sound in the 
city ceased, and the silence of death itself 
reigned over all. Then such an uproar 
arose as I never before had heard—shout­
ing, yells, screams, clatter of carriages and 
carts, drums and fifes beating to arms in 
every barracks, gallop of horses, clatter 
and rush of light artillery; and the enor­
mous waves of sound from streets and 
squares and battlements packed with ex­
cited people all crowding to some point of 
vantage.

For the English fleet was in sight at last, 
sailing slowly into Gabarus Bay under a 
light wind, and coming to an anchor south­
west of Coromandiere Cove—and off a 
lee shore, if I could believe my eyes—the 
great battleships of England in two lines.

Very soon the French batteries at White 
Point began to fire, covering themselves 
with smoke, and we could see the line of 
English frigates dragging shoreward under 
a stiffening wind that already was blow-
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ing half a gale. But soon it died out; fog 
came and hid the English ships.

Making my way to my lodgings by in­
stinct more than by sight, I saw, in the fog, 
awful demon faces where painted Aben- 
aquis and Micmacs, hideously bedaubed 
and stinking of rancid oil, were creeping 
out across the marais after scalps.

Every day I took my crutches and went 
up onto the ramparts—usually with Santu 
—but could see nothing for the fog. 
Heaven only knows why the French did 
not take advantage and why the English 
fleet did not suffer the greatest naval dis­
aster in the maritime history of England!

On Sunday, June 4th, at dawn, there 
was little wind and a thick haze. We could 
hear and sometimes see the British frigates 
Kennington and Halifax, firing. The bat­
teries ashore were answering, and two of 
our English frigates, in trouble, were 
towed into deep water by our ships’ boats.

The sight of the English fleet was, of 
course, no surprise to Louisbourg, which, 
long before, had had news of it; and now 
this entire matter concerning North 
America and which people, English or 
French, should rule it for all time, was 
coming to a head.

I SAW Santu on Sunday, but she said 
that no canoe could live in the gale that 

was blowing and that White Bird could 
carry no message to the English ship.

With a terrific racket of fifes and drums, 
the Foreign Legion, under Colonel d’An- 
thonay, marched past under my very 
windows, headed for the trenches at White 
Cape; Artois marched for Coromandiere; 
Bourgogne for Flat Cape. It was quite 
evident to me that Amherst meant to at­
tack all these places where his frigates 
could slip in very close to cover the land­
ing with a terrific fire.

I could scarcely eat or sleep for my ex­
citement. All day and all night we could 
hear the thudding of the French guns five 
miles to the southwest of Louisbourg, 
where the coast artillery and eight-inch 
mortars were firing on the English troop­
ships and frigates.

On Thursday, the 8th of June, the surf 
was less heavy. Before dawn, in my dark 
bed I heard our frigates firing on the 
French shore batteries. As day broke, 
from the crowded ramparts of the city I 
saw some four hundred boats pulling be­
tween the British ships and headed shore­
ward.

It had come at last! A deep groan went 
up from the city walls loaded with hu­
manity. Thousands of frightened eyes 
were fastened on those boats, all rowing 
straight for Coromandiere, where hus­
bands, sons, sweethearts of these poor 
women were intrenched.

There came a terrible flash, a sheet of 
fire, a deep thunder, the reverberations 
continuing like the detonations of a tum­
bling surf, shaking the bedded rocks of the 
great fortress.

Another flare and fiery glare from the 
French batteries at White Cape.

Then we saw those boats full of English 
and Provincial soldiers and Highlanders 
drive into the surf; saw the redcoats leap 
overboard and wade shoreward, led by 
their officers.

In my mind and heart I knew that it was 
the beginning of the end of France in 
North America.

(To be continued)
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A Bathtub Showed 
Maxim How to 

Silence Noise
(Continued from page 81)

diameter and four times as tall as a man. 
It stands on the roof of a factory building 
in Tucson, Arizona, and virtually silences a 
Diesel engine that before could be heard 

| fourteen miles away.
“ While engaged in this work of silencing 

all the noises that come out of a pipe I 
I became interested in room noises. Wall 

treatment, I knew, reduced them. Soft 
hangings and rugs and upholstered furni­
ture helped. But there was still far too 
much noise coming into city homes for the 
good health of the occupants. The fact 
was that no matter what you did to the 
walls, so long as the window had to be 
open for ventilation, the din from outside 
could be heard in the room.

“ rT'HEN one day I was visiting a friend
-F in his New York apartment. It was 

on Park Avenue, one of the most fashion­
able residential streets in the country.

‘“It’s too bad,’ he said, ‘that you’ve 
never made a silencer to do the same thing 
to a room that it does to the Diesel engine. 
Here is one of the most centrally located 
and charming avenues in the city. But the 
everlasting roar of the traffic down there is 
almost intolerable at times.’

“‘My silencer,’ I told him sadly, ‘has 
so far reduced only the noises that come 
out of a pipe. That’s the hitch. I—”

“‘Well,’ he interrupted, ‘what’s a win­
dow but a pipe?’

“Whereupon I hurried home and went 
to work. This”—pointing to the brown 
metal box in the window—“is the result.”

He pressed a button on the side of the 
box. A ventilating fan inside stopped, 
started again.

“On summer days the air out there 
sometimes gets uncomfortably warm,” Mr. 
Maxim said. “So I reverse the fan. Now, 
instead of drawing air in from the street, it 
is driving it out. The air comes in the 
door ventilator instead, from the corridors, 
which are always cool.”

The window silencer, Mr. Maxim be­
lieves, is his most important invention. For 
it offers quiet to those who need it most— 
the men and women whose nerves have 
been torn by the din of the city streets.

“ I hope soon to have it in every hospital 
in the country,” he told me.

“When every one of us realizes the 
damage that noise is causing, when we all 
learn to say, ‘Less noise,’ there will be less 
noise.

“Already important work has been done. 
In New. York a noise abatement com­
mission has been studying the problem for 
more than a year. Steamship lines and 
tugboat companies have agreed to reduce 
the din in the harbor. Subway engineers, 
large trucking companies, and a trolley 
line have cooperated to reduce noises of 
transportation.

“It may not be so long before every city 
in the country joins the movement. Then 
cities will become as quiet as the country, 
and we’ll all be healthier and happier and 
more prosperous.” Leonard falkner

+ + + + +



He Cut a Job 
for Himself with a

Pair of Shears
(Continued from page 82)

“I started collecting pictures when I 
was a little boy,’’..Roth says. “This one, 
the circus poster, is the first one I ever 
had. My father did it; he was a circus 
poster artist. After a while I got so many 
that I had to keep them in books. Of 
course, this wasn’t my regular business at 
first. I was really a letterer by profes­
sion.”

Rob Roth came to New York thirty- 
three years ago from Cincinnati, where he 
had been living with his mother, and his 
brothers and sisters. One night before his 
mother left for New York with a younger 
child to visit his father, the twenty-year- 
old boy announced that he was going 
with her to see Fifth Avenue and Coney 
Island.

“ Well, sir, ” he told me, “ I hadn’t been 
here more than an hour before my father 
found me a job—just the thing I didn’t 
want to happen. My father showed my 
mother and little brother all over the city 
—took them to Coney Island, too—and 
there I was cooped up, working over a 
lettering board. And do you know? When 
Sunday came around, I had to work over­
time—consequently I didn’t really get to 
see New York for two weeks after I got 
here! But I’ve been making up for it ever 
since.”

HE’S always afraid that his work is go­
ing to interfere with his pleasure, but 
it never does. If the urge to take a stroll 

through the lower East Side strikes him, 
he just leaves a note behind inviting his 
customers to make themselves at home 
until his return.

“I’ve met lots of successful artists and 
business men, ” he went on. “They say to 
me, ‘Roth, I don’t know how you do it. 
I’m too busy to take five minutes from my 
work, and you take off two or three days if 
you feel like it.’ Well, they could do it, 
too, if they only looked at life in a different 
way. But, no; they’re always hunting an 
extra dollar or two; and they die, most of 
them, without doing the things they’ve 
been wanting to do all their lives.

“Collecting pictures was really only a 
hobby with me in the beginning, but then 
my friends suggested that I might make a 
business out of it, and I did. I wouldn’t 
give it up for anything. There aren’t 
many people who can make a living out of 
a hobby.

“ When summer comes, I pack up a little 
bag and start out. I don’t know where I’m 
going. I just stroll along until someone 
picks me up. I go wherever they go. 
There’s not a spot of country in the world 
that hasn’t some beauty in it, and I haven’t 
begun to see all I want to see.”

Fun out of life! No one gets more of it 
than Rob Roth.

The brownstone house where Roth lives 
and works is historically famous. There 
Chester A. Arthur lived when he took the 
oath of office to become President of the 
United States, and there he later died.

JOHN CUSHMAN FISTERE
* * + * *
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“Seldom see an 
I. C. S. graduate

“On Time!”
(Continued from page 54)

“In all the years I have known of the In­
ternational Correspondence Schools, I have 
seldom seen one of your graduates jobless.”

A business executive made this statement 
in a recent letter commenting on the I. C. S. 
graduates and students in his employ and 
expressing regrets that it is necessary to 
reduce the personnel of his organization.

“However,” he added, “all I. C. S. grad­
uates and students will be retained, for I 
realize their value in my business.”

The reason I. C. S. men always have jobs 
is because they are trained men! You, too, 
can be an I. C. S. man. In this age of effi­
ciency and specialization, to be an I. C. S. 
man means security for the present and 
assurance for the future.
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Empire, better known in their circles as 
No. 50.

They have told me at headquarters in 
New York that “Bounding Bob,” the very 
youngest old man you could hope to meet, 
is a .whizzbang in the art of coming 
through. And now, even while we are 
awaiting the starting signal, he demon­
strates to me that this reputation for 
clicking on schedule has been justly earned. 
A trifling circumstance provides the 
medium. Here it is:

AT THE extreme southerly end of the 
Albany station the southbound tracks 

begin a rather sharp curve to the east 
which takes them across the bridge 
spanning the Hudson River. Our huge lo­
comotive, No. 5229, has been brought to a 
standstill in such a position that it im­
pinges slightly on the curvature. And 
getting smoothly into motion under those 
conditions is no easy task. We have 
more than a million and a half pounds of 
engine and cars to get going.

Bob works methodically but swiftly . . . 
the starting signal will come any instant 
now. He pulls a lever to let sand trickle 
down on the rails. He primes the booster 
engine, that auxiliary device which 
greatly increases the starting power of his 
locomotive. From somewhere in the 
rear comes the signal to go ... we are 
off on our one-hundred-and-ten-mile dash 
down the eastern bank of the Hudson to 
Harmon, where the steam locomotive will 
give way to an electric for the remaining 
thirty-three miles to Grand Central Sta­
tion.

Bob’s hands are grasping the throttle, 
an overhead crossbar which works on a 
ratchet with stationary pawl to keep it 
from turning backward. It requires a hard 
pull to draw it toward him. In standing 
position, he does it ever so delicately. Life 
rushes through the steel giant. There is a 
quiver to its huge frame; the six driving 
wheels begin churning slowly. We pulsate, 
we snort, we move-—without friction.

Fine, I say to myself. Bob did it—got 
away from a standing start on that curve 
without committing the railroad sin he 
abhors, “slipping the drivers.” You know 
what that term means; you have seen 
the wheels of a locomotive whir furiously 
around when the engineer was trying to 
get under way.

But Bob has not finished the job yet. 
While I am expecting him to pull the 
throttle down harder to shoot more power 
into our awakening monster, he startles me 
by doing the reverse. Back goes the lever 
a few notches; stayed is the flow of life­
blood. But only for a moment. He tugs 
forward again, eases back, tugs forward— 
and while I watch the operation we gather 
speed steadily and soon are skimming 
along at thirty miles.

There is the gayest of smiles now on 
the little gray man’s countenance. “Didn’t 
slip her, did I?” he shouts in my ear. I 
wag my head negatively; pantomime 
language is easier than articulate in all this 
din. “They’d had the laugh on me if I’d 
slipped her,” Bob adds.

Nineteen minutes late! We hit her up.

Forty . . . fifty . . . sixty . . . sixty- 
five.

A semaphore of red lights, topped by 
green, the safety color, bears down on us 
and is gone. Towers come rushing pell- 
mell at us and are gone. Curves loom 
ahead and in a twinkling are behind us.

Bob is speaking.
“Slips don’t go in this game,” he is tell­

ing me. “When I was a young hand at 
engineering I used to practice getting 
under way without slipping the drivers.” 
He pauses, presses a lever, and the lungs 
of No. 5229 screech out four shrill blasts 
into the night—the crossing signal. Auto­
mobiles and pedestrians, look out; you 
haven’t a chance with us!

Bob continues: “I guess the same prin­
ciple applies to every worth-while thing 
in life. . . . Listen, how’s this?—He who 
slips gets slapped.” He laughs. I sear the 
words into my memory.

The drone of the heavy driving wheels 
pounding over the rails sets up a chant. 
“Time, time, keep on time—time, time, 
keep on time,” they sing. I recall a story 
about how this same Bob Butterfield gave 
one of his greatest exhibitions of the time 
habit when he was twenty-seven years 
younger than he is now.

Railroading is in his blood, a heritage 
from his father, Francis. Back in the 
musty period of 1856 Francis was firing 
on the old Hudson River Railroad, lineal 
ancestor of the road Bob now works for. 
Ma Butterfield, a good woman, used to 
say, speaking of boys, “Teach ’em right 
in their tender years, and they’ll run 
straight and true always.” Francis used 
to say, “Get ’em on a tender early, and 
they’ll learn not only to run straight and 
true, but on time.” So they composed the 
two points of view, Ma and Pa did, by 
letting Bob take a job as an oiler in a New 
York roundhouse when he was sixteen. 
The exact date was October 8, 1883.

V7OU can’t be a good railroader without 
J- having a proper appreciation of the value 

of being punctual. Bob got the hang of 
that so well that he lived by rule of a vest- 
pocket turnip which ticked off the seconds 
with amazing precision. And then, after a 
lapse of twenty-one years, came the day 
when they turned over to him a mail train 
which was heading for New York from 
Albany exactly one hour and ten minutes 
late. He had become a full-fledged engine­
man meanwhile, and there was a little in­
junction which went with the delivery of 
the six-car train into his hands: “See if 
you can’t make up some of the lost time.”

It is one hundred and forty-three miles 
from Albany to the Grand Central Station, 
an uninterrupted run in those days, with­
out the present switch from steam to elec­
tric locomotive at Harmon. On-Time Bob 
went at his task with a feeling of personal 
injury that anything could be as late as the 
fast mail was that day. With a clear right 
of way, he opened the throttle wide and 
kept it there. Between Croton and Ossin­
ing he hit it up at one hundred and five 
miles an hour, a record which still stands 
as one of the fastest runs in regular 
railroading. When Bob pulled into the



Grand Central the dispatcher’s clock 
showed he had made up all but seven 
minutes of the time—one hundred and 
forty-three miles in one hundred and forty- 
two minutes.

As this little yarn about Bob’s split- 
second habits bounces back to memory, I 
begin wondering whether a man who’s 
never late doesn’t, after all, cut himself off 
from a lot of joy by being so machinelike 
in his actions. And I recall a chat we had 
on this point back in the railroad men’s 
lunchroom across from the Albany station.

“Here’s the whole story,” he said to 
me then. “A railroad man simply has to 
be on time when there’s anything to do. 
Imagine what an awful jumble the whole 
system of transportation would get into 
if we didn’t stick to schedules!”

“But,” I protested, “what a fearful 
bore it must be, always holding a stop 
watch on yourself.”

“ I don’t. I didn’t say I did. The only 
time I’m on time is when there’s anything to 
do. Otherwise I make it a point to dilly­
dally, delay, linger, and wait. That’s 
where I get a big kick out of life—the con­
trast between what I can do in my leisure 
moments and what I have to do in my busy 
ones.”

Could Aristotle or Socrates have written 
a pithier essay on the futility of this hu­
man habit of burning up energy on things 
which don’t count? 11 becomes plain to me 
that Bob Butterfield’s whole platform of 
existence is to utilize power only where it 
will bring results and to conserve it where 
it would be wasted. . . .

HE GAVE me insight again into those 
qualities which have made him a safe 
and sure man for operating trains valued at 

about a million dollars each, and operating 
them to suit discriminating passengers.

“ I suppose most persons would think 
that a man who runs a ninety-two-thou- 
sand-dollar locomotive at a fast clip 
would naturally become a speed maniac,” 
he said. “Not me. I have too high a re­
spect for speed and all it can do for us to 
maltreat it. I prefer going slow when there 
is no necessity for going fast. That’s much 
surer, for one thing; much safer, for an­
other. Too many of us have the idea that 
every time we move from one spot to an­
other we ought to go dashing along at an 
Empire State Express pace. What for? 
Why take the chance? Why go through 
life trying to imitate a railroad? The 
thing we forget is that we’re not geared for 
this high speed as railroads are. They 
make an exhaustive study of the dangers 
of speed; they are equipped with all sorts 
of safety devices; they understand how to 
handle a dangerous commodity. What 
does the average individual know about 
such things? Mighty little, if you ask me.

“The highest speed I ever make in my 
automobile is thirty miles. Plenty fast 
enough for me. When I hit a high rate in a 
locomotive, I’m easy in mind, because 
there’s a whole force of alert and intelligent 
men and a whole complement of scientific 
devices cooperating with me to make fast 
travel safe. But you don’t find protection 
like that along the open highways. No 
sir-ee—it’s just the reverse; trouble lies in 
wait for you along the roadside and 
pounces on you at the first false move. 
I’d rather make one hundred and ten miles 
on a well-manned railroad than exceed 
thirty in an automobile.”
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In staccato language he gives me some 
points about his job. Going at sixty or 
sixty-five miles an hour, he can stop his 
train in an emergency in from twelve hun­
dred to fourteen hundred feet. Though a 
great deal of the four thousand horse­
power generated by these new Hudson 
type engines is used in combating wind 
pressure, a speed of sixty-five and more is 
readily attained against a fifty-mile gale. 
He has never hit an automobile, but an 
automobile once hit his train; one man 
slightly hurt. When meeting other trains 
he dims his bright lights, in accordance 
with railroad courtesy. He flicks his lights 
to friends in watch towers as he roars past 
them in the night. Locomotives and cars 
are so well balanced nowadays and tracks 
are so carefully laid that it isn’t necessary 
to reduce speed on curves, except es­
pecially sharp ones. A tape running 
through the speedometer keeps accurate 
permanent record of the speed for each 
mile of every trip.

Operating the modern engines is much 
easier physically than handling the older 
types, practically everything being done 
automatically, even stoking. If he should 
ever go past a danger signal, the automatic 
train control would send the brakes on 
and he would have to wait until the train 
stopped before he could reset a valve to 
start it going again. By using an in­
strument called the forestaller he could 
prevent the brakes from being clamped 
on in such instances, but a whistle directly 
in front of him would immediately begin 
screeching to warn him he was in danger­
ous territory.

Bob has never been in a serious acci­

If I Were You
{Continuedfrom page 63)

Tony started violently.
“What lady?”
“This lady, dearie,” said Ma Price, in­

dicating Violet, into whose eyes an ex­
pression of sudden discomfort had crept. 
“I told her just before you came in.”

Tony clenched his hands. The paper 
crackled in his grip.

“Just before I came in! . . . Oh?”

HE UNDERSTOOD now. For a long 
instant, he stared at Violet. Then, 
with a short laugh, he turned and began 

fumbling on the shelf behind him.
Sir Herbert was rubbing it in.
“Perhaps even you,” he said, address­

ing the crushed man before him, “are 
capable of understanding that your whole 
case now falls to the ground—”

He broke off abruptly. The piercing 
scream which had proceeded from his wife 
would have silenced a far more able orator.

Then, seeing, he, too, uttered a shatter­
ing cry.

“Tony!” he roared.
Tony was sitting on the edge of the 

shaving basin. In his left hand was the all- 
important document, in his right a lighted 
taper. And, as they looked, the paper 
crackled and crumbled in the flame.

“Tony!”
It was Violet who spoke this time, and 

he looked at her steadily with a half-smile 
on his face. The paper fluttered in ashes 
to the ground. . . . 

dent. His working schedule requires him 
to make four round trips to Albany a 
week, northward on the Century, south­
ward on the Empire. Animals rarely get 
in the way of trains. Birds are more care­
less. They stick where they strike. When 
he hits a pheasant out of season he has to 
turn it over to the game warden.

I haven’t realized how rapidly time has 
slipped until I see Bob handling those air­
brake levers again and he says we’re com­
ing into Harmon. We have made up 
practically all those nineteen minutes. 
A corking run. I watch the final demon­
stration of how he brings his train to a 
standstill so easily that a passenger sitting 
in a dining car will not experience the an­
noyance of having his coffee or soup splash 
over the table.

“J-JOW’D you like it?” Bob asks. I 
assure him it was great and we shake 

each other’s black paws. I scramble out of 
the overalls which Bob has lent me for the 
run, let myself down the iron rungs, and 
hurry back to the Pullmans.

“You’re the gemman what’s been ridin’ 
de engine?” says the porter genially, as 
I come along. It is no mystery to me how 
he has been able to make the identification 
so readily—my soot-blackened face is the 
clue.

A seasoned old traveler is standing be­
side the porter. “Zat so?” he asks. “ Rid­
ing the cab, eh? Well, listen, wasn’t Bob 
Butterfield on the job?”

I tell him he’s guessed right.
“Thought so,” he is saying as I make 

for the washroom. “ I know how he stops 
a train.”

Fourteen days had passed since the stir­
ring scene in Price’s Hygienic Toilet Salon 
in Mott Street, Knightsbridge, and on 
none of those days had Syd failed to con­
gratulate himself on the sensational out­
come of that family gathering.

He was reading in the drawing-room at 
Langley End one morning when the sound 
of a footstep outside the windows broke 
in on his pleasant musings. Lowering his 
paper and looking over its edge, he per­
ceived Tony.

“ Oh, it’s you, is it, young Price?” he said. 
Tony touched his forehead respectfully. 
“’Morning, M’lord.”
“And what brings you ’ere?”
“Sir Herbert summoned me to a con­

ference,” Tony explained. “ I drove down 
with Polly in the two-seater.”

“Polly all right?”
“As right as any girl can expect to be 

who’s marrying me in a week or so.”
“She’s a nice girl—Polly,” Syd observed 

meditatively. “ ’Andy at manicurin’, too. 
She’ll be a help to you in the shop.”

“You draw a pretty picture of the Bar­
ber’s Married Life,” said Tony. “I like 
it. Unfortunately, immediately after the 
ceremony, we are going off somewhere to 
make our fortune.”

Syd gaped.
“Eh? But ’ow about the shop?”
“I’m selling the shop.”
“What!” Syd’s voice expressed in­

credulous horror.



“ Yes. I have an offer from a man named 
Pupin.”

“My Gawd!” Syd’s consternation 
deepened. “ You’re not selling Price’s? ”

Syd’s sallow face had turned a dusky 
pink. His eyes glowed angrily. His voice 
shook.

“The idea of selling Price’s to a for­
eigner—or to anybody, for that matter. 
Where’s your family pride? Why, Price’s 
has been Price’s for six generations.”

Tony shrugged his shoulders.
“Still,” he pointed out, “this is a mer­

cenary age, and I need the money.”
“Oh, well,” said Syd moodily, “it’s your 

affair, after all, not mine.”
“Exactly. Well, you’ll excuse me, 

won’t you? I must go and look after 
Polly.”

He disappeared into the sunlit garden, 
and Syd returned to his paper. A sigh 
proceeded from him and he lifted his eyes 
—to perceive the massive form of Slingsby 
brooding over him.

“Well,” he demanded, flushing a little, 
“what do you want, Pussyfoot?”

The butler’s demeanor was aloof and 
frosty.

“ I came to see if this room was unoc­
cupied. Mr. Wetherby, our family solicitor, 
arrived not long since.”

“For the conference, eh?” Syd laughed 
unpleasantly, then dismissed the subject 
with well-bred calm. “And, by the way, 
Slingsby, kindly remember to call me 
‘M’lord.’ I’ve ’ad to speak to you about 
this before.”

“I’ll call you ‘M’lord’ when the court so 
orders—and not till then.”

Syd chuckled.
“You won’t ’ave to wait long . . . 

And when the courts ’ave declared me Lord 
Droitwich,. do you know the very first 
thing I’ll do?”

“ Yes,” exploded the overwrought butler. 
“ You’ll listen to me giving you my notice.”

“Yah!” was Syd’s reply. And, totally 
oblivious of his noble blood, he put his 
tongue out. Slingsby, his equal in spirit, 
put his tongue out, too. And it was in this 
revolting attitude that Sir Herbert Bas- 
singer, walking briskly into the room, 
found them.

“Good lord!” cried Sir Herbert, and 
paused, appalled at the spectacle.

The two tongues shot in again.
“ I beg your pardon, Sir Herbert,” 

Slingsby said.
Sir Herbert waved aside the apology.
“Don’t mention it!” he said. “I have 

no doubt the provocation was extreme.” 
He turned to Syd and spoke command- 
ingly, “Now, young man.”

SYD looked at him with loathing. “Well,” 
he said, “ what’son yourmind, Serpent?” 

“ I want this room. Mr. Wetherby, my 
lawyer, is coming here.”

“The good old conference, eh? Well, 
we Droitwiches can do the civil thing. I’ll 
go. But you’re just wasting your time and 
money, you know.”

“Slingsby,” demanded Sir Herbert, 
with an eye on the door that had just 
closed on Syd’s haughty back, “has Mrs. 
Price arrived?”

“ Yes, Sir Herbert. Roberts brought her 
down in the car half an hour ago. She’s in 
my pantry.”

“That young man doesn’t know she’s 
here?”

“No, Sir Herbert.”
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“He mustn’t,” said the baronet em­
phatically. “Lord Droitwich come yet?”

“Yes, Sir Herbert. I saw his lordship 
walking in the garden with Miss Brown.”

“Miss Brown?” Sir Herbert’s eyebrows 
rose. “The manicure girl?”

Voices outside warned him of the ap­
proach of his wife and the family solicitor.

“Ah, come in, Wetherby,” said Sir Her­
bert. “You’ll like this better than the 
library. More sunshine.”

Mr. Wetherby inspected the sunshine in 
a rather suspicious manner, as if warning 
it to be up to no tricks with him.

“Well, sit down, Wetherby,” said Sir 
Herbert. “I’ve sent for Lord Droitwich. 
Ah, here he is. My dear fellow,” said Sir 
Herbert affectionately, hurrying to the 
window to greet the incoming Tony.

“Hullo, Aunt Lydia. How do you do, 
Mr. Wetherby? I hope I’m not late,” said 
Tony. “I was showing Polly Brown the 
gardens. Where’s Freddie?” he asked.

“Still in London. Staying with his 
friend, Tubby Bridgnorth. I telephoned 
to him to come, but he babbled something 
about important business. Now, then, 
Wetherby, what the devil are we to do?”

A/TR. WETHERBY put the tips of his 
-L *fingers together.

“Allow me just to run over my facts,” 
he said. “This old woman signed a paper 
specifically denying that there was any 
truth in her story?”

“Yes,” said Tony, “but I burned the 
bally document.”

Mr. Wetherby turned the searchlight of 
his spectacles on him.

“May I inquire, Lord Droitwich, why 
you burned that paper?”

“Mr. Wetherby,” said Tony, “you 
may. And I will answer like a little man. 
If I hadn’t, I should have had to marry 
Violet Waddington. As it is, I’m going to 
marry Polly Brown.”

“Tony!” thundered Sir Herbert.
“You’re crazy!” groaned Lady Lydia.
“Nonsense,” said Tony genially. “You 

like her. You know you do.”
“It’s out of the question ... a mani­

cure girl,” Sir Herbert was beginning, 
when Tony interrupted him.

“Now, listen, you two dear old things,” 
said Tony. “ I expected a little consterna­
tion, but don’t overdo it. This marriage is 
going through.”

“But suppose the courts decide that 
you are an earl.”

“In that case,” said Tony, “the family 
will be one countess to the good.”

“ Didn’t I say he was crazy?” cried Lady 
Lydia.

Tony maintained an unruffled com­
posure. “Now, come, darling,” he urged, 
“you know you aren’t really as upset as 
all that. Pure swank, that’s what it is. 
Stop behaving like an aunt, and let’s see 
that merry smile of yours once more.”

“ I’ll do nothing of the kind.”
“Very well,” said Tony calmly,” if the 

family is not prepared to accept Polly, I 
walk straight out, leaving the field to Syd. 
Would you rather have Polly as a countess 
or Syd as an earl? I’ll leave you to think it 
over,” he said, walking to the window.

A stunned silence followed his departure.
“He means it,” said Sir Herbert.
“Yes,” said Lady Lydia.
“To me,” said Mr. Wetherby briskly, 

“it is obvious that we must induce her to 
sign another paper.”

“Exactly,” agreed Sir Herbert. “I feel 
sure you can handle her, Wetherby. 
She’s quite an ignorant old woman. If 
you are curt . . . and rather sinister . . . 
and—well, you know—legal ...”

Mr. Wetherby nodded understandingly.
He rose and was making for the desk, 

when he perceived that their little com­
pany had been increased. An immaculate 
figure had sauntered through the door.

“Freddie!” cried Sir Herbert. “What 
made you decide to come, after all?”

“The most startling and momentous 
happening. Where’s Tony?”

Lady Lydia indicated the garden.
“Out there, somewhere. With,” she 

added a little tonelessly, “his fiancee.”
“Eh?” Freddie stared. “But didn’t 

I understand that Violet had handed 
him his hat and returned him to the 
store?”

“Yes. This is a new one. Miss Polly 
Brown.”

Freddie’s enthusiasm was unstinted.
“You don’t mean to tell me Tony’s 

teamed up with that delightful, ripping 
little girl? Excellent work! And I’ve a 
bit of news for him that’ll send him sing­
ing about the house.”

Sir Herbert, during these remarks, had 
been engaged in pressing the bell. He now 
came back, interested.

“What news?” he asked.
His nephew regarded him stonily.
“Never mind,” he said. “It is for 

Tony’s ears alone.”
And, wagging a reproving finger, the 

Hon. Freddie dashed out of the French 
window.

The door opened, and Slingsby ap­
peared.

“Mrs. Price,” said Sir Herbert.
“I brought her when I heard the bell, 

Sir Herbert.”
“ Bring her in. And stay yourself. We 

shall need a witness.”
Mr. Wetherby had risen, a paper in his 

hand.
“Excellent,” said Sir Herbert, reading.
The door opened again. Slingsby, who 

had left the room for an instant, returned, 
shepherding before him the black-satined 
figure of Ma Price.

A /T A PRICE was intensely sober and very 
-*•▼1.  apprehensive. Her manner was a com­
posite of gloom and wariness.

“Ah, come in, Mrs. Price,” said Sir 
Herbert.

“Yes, Sir Rerbert.”
“Take a seat,” said Lady Lydia, with a 

look of loathing.
“Thank you, Lady Lidgier.”
“This,” said Sir Herbert, “is Mr. Weth­

erby, the family solicitor.”
Ma Price, who had seated herself on the 

extreme edge of a chair with infinite cau­
tion, half rose and bobbed nervously.

“Now, Wetherby,” said Sir Herbert.
At these words, Mr. Wetherby uttered a 

single dry, sharp, short, sinister cough. Its 
rasping note caused the star witness to 
quiver from stem to stern like a jelly. 
“Mrs. Price!” said the lawyer. “You 
appear apprehensive.”

“Mr. Wetherby,” interpreted Sir Her­
bert, “means that you seem nervous. You 
have nothing to fear, provided ... eh, 
Wetherby?”

“Quite,” assented the lawyer. “Pro­
vided you tell the truth.”

“So ’elp me Gawd,” muttered Ma Price



automatically, raising a trembling hand. I 
Sir Herbert shot a glance at the lawyer. 
“And—er—signs a document to that 

effect?” he said.
“Quite,” said Mr. Wetherby.
“Quite,” said Sir Herbert.
“Quite,” said Mr. Wetherby again, 

clinching the thing.

A PAUSE followed this exchange of re­
marks. The two men and Lady Lydia 
looked at one another significantly. As 

for Ma Price, she had edged into her chair 
like a tortoise into its shell.

The lawyer peered over his spectacles.
“ It has been brought to my attention,” 

he said in a cold, menacing voice, “that 
you are responsible for an astounding 
story, tending to cast doubt upon the 
present Lord Droitwich’s right to hold his 
title and estates. You assert that, being 
placed in charge of Lord Droitwich in his 
infancy, you substituted for him your own 
baby, and that the real Lord Droitwich is 
the young man who until now has been 
called Syd Price?”

“Yes, sir.”
“ I put it to you, Mrs. Price,” observed 

Mr. Wetherby severely, “that this story 
of yours is simply and solely—from start 
to finish—a figment of the imagination.”

“What’s a figment?” asked Ma Price 
guardedly.

Mr. Wetherby uttered another of his 
coughs. “I should like to ask you a few 
questions,” he said. “Were you a great 
reader—shall we say, sixteen years ago?”

“I liked me Family Herald”
“Ah! And did you often go to the 

theater in those days?”
“If there was a good melodrama, I did.”
“Quite! Now, attend to me, Mrs. Price. 

May I remind you that this changing of 
one baby for another of greater rank has 
been the basis of a hundred Family Herald 
novelettes, and that it is a stock situation 
of melodrama?”

“ What are you getting at?”
“I will tell you what I am ‘getting at.’ 

I suggest to you that your story is nothing 
but a fairy-tale arising from too much 
Family Herald, too much melodrama.”

“Precisely!” said Sir Herbert.
“Exactly!” said Lady Lydia.
“We now come,” proceeded Mr. Weth­

erby, “to another point. Two weeks ago, 
you signed a document denying that there 
was any truth in your story. I have pre­
pared another similar document. Will you 
kindly step this way, Mrs. Price? ”

Ma Price rose warily, and approached 
the desk.

“ Here is a pen, Mrs. Price. Sign there, 
if you please.”

Ma Price had been looking gloomily out 
into the garden. At these words, she with­
drew her attention from the lawns and 
shrubberies. Their eyes met. Hers wob­
bled away.

“Well, if you say so. But I . .
She stopped. Her voice trailed away. 

“Coo!” she cried, and threw the pen down 
with a clatter. “ I’m not going to sign!”

Ma Price was pointing dramatically 
toward the window.

“I just seen a magpie!” she said.
At this moment, Syd chose to enter the 

room. He surveyed the gathering coldly.
“My Gawd! Call this a conference? 

More like the parrot ’ouse at the zoo.” 
Then his gaze fell on Mrs. Price, and he 
stood bewildered. “Ma! You ’ere!”
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I Ma Price was in an emotional mood. 
I “Oh, Syd,” she cried, “another moment, 

and I’d have signed the paper.”
“Paper?” A blinding light shone upon 

Syd. “Jiminy Christmas!” he exclaimed, 
I stunned. “More tampering!” He turned 

on Sir Herbert filled with righteous wrath.
| Then he turned to the door.

“Fetch in that ladder!” he commanded.
And Charles, the footman, entered, 

| carrying with some difficulty a short 
ladder.

“What the devil are you up to now?” 
demanded Sir Herbert.

Syd pointed at the portrait of Long- 
Sword.

“ Sub-poena-ing His Nibs,” he ex­
plained. “Crikey! That portrait ain’t 
safe ’ere.”

He took the other end of the ladder and 
moved towards the mantelpiece. Footman 
Charles moved with him in docile fashion.

UP TILL now, Slingsby had been a silent 
onlooker, but this was too much.

“ Is it your wish, Sir Herbert,” inquired 
Slingsby, panting a little with emotion, 
“that the portrait be removed?”

“Certainly not!” cried Lady Lydia.
“I’m going to show that picture in 

court. It’ll help my case and I mean to 
’ave it,” said Syd firmly.

“ Don’t be so ’asty, Syd.”
“Cheese it, Ma. . . . Here, give that 

to me,” he exclaimed with sudden fury. 
For Slingsby had pushed him away and 
made him loosen his grip on the ladder. 
He made a dive to recover it, and Slingsby 
and Charles, the latter now definitely beam­
ing, lifted it over his head.

Syd uttered a cry.
“Now you’ve made me walk under a 

ladder!”
Sir Herbert laughed unpleasantly, and 

the sound seemed to remove from the 
claimant the last vestiges of self-control. 
Berserk, he clutched forcefully at the 
butler’s coat-tails, and the Battle of the 
Ladder began.

Slingsby turned swiftly, causing the 
ladder to revolve in Sir Herbert’s direction. 
Syd shifted his hold from the butler’s coat 
to the ladder itself. Sir Herbert, as it 
swung menacingly at his waistcoat, 
pushed it away. Slingsby and Charles 
gave a quick hoist and then pulled down­
wards. This placed Sir Herbert in 
jeopardy once more. To avoid being hit on 
the shins, he leaped like a young lamb in 
springtime and, descending, found himself 
with one leg between the rungs. In this 
position, he hopped madly.

“Stop it!” bellowed Sir Herbert. 
“Can’t you see you’re pulling me apart?”

The butler heard the voice of authority, 
and was not deaf to its pleadings. With a 
mighty effort he jerked the ladder down. 
It swung sharply outwards and Syd, being 
in its path, dropped like corn before the 
sickle.

The ladder fell. Sir Herbert fell into a 
chair, clutching his foot.

“Thunder and blazes!” cried Sir Her­
bert in agony. “My gouty toe, too!” He 
glared at Syd. Then he turned to Slingsby. 
Doom was in his face.

“Slingsby, will you see this young man 
off the premises as quickly as possible? ”

A beatific smile came into the butler’s 
i face.

“ Beg pardon, could I hear that again, 
I Sir Herbert?”

“See,” said Lady Lydia, “that he is 
packed up and shown the way to the park 
gates.”

“Yes, m’lady. Thank you, m’lady.”
Licking his lips, the butler examined the 

toe of his right shoe for a moment, then 
he advanced upon Syd.

Syd backed towards the window.
“Now then!” he urged. “No violence!”
Ma Price threw herself in the path of 

vengeance.
“Theodore! Don’t you dare to touch 

him!”
“I’ve warned you,” said Syd nervously, 

continuing his retreat. Then, as the 
butler’s advance became too menacing to 
be endured, he made a sudden bolt for the 
window and, doing so, collided heavily 
with Tony, who, followed by Freddie and 
Polly, was at that moment coming in.

Tony caught Syd neatly and bounced 
him back into the room.

“ Football season’s begun early this year, 
hasn’t it?” he said/ puzzled. “What’s it 
all about?”

Sir Herbert answered the question.
“Only Lord Droitwich proving his 

gentle birth by brawling with the butler.”
“I don’t suppose I’m the first Droit­

wich to make a mistake,” grunted Syd.
“No,” agreed Sir Herbert. “If you are 

a Droitwich, your father made a big one.” 
And then, turning to Tony, he demanded, 
“Do you, or do you not want to win the 
case?”

“Well, honestly,” said Tony, “after 
hearing Freddie’s news, I admit I’m 
wavering. You see,” he explained, “if I 
win, I shall be Lord Droitwich. If I don’t 
—meet Price, the well-to-do millionaire!”

“What on earth,” demanded Lady 
Lydia, “are you talking about?”

“Tell them, Freddie.”
The Hon. Freddie stepped forward with 

his customary grace.

“TADIES, gentlemen, and . . .** said
Freddie, turning to Syd, “you! My 

story is brief, but a sizzler. To put it in a 
nutshell, then, Price’s Derma Vitalis has 
proved a winner.”

“’Ere!” Syd started. “What’s all this 
about Price’s Derma Vitalis? ”

“Only that it’s got a fortune in it, 
laddie,” said Freddie. “Tubby Bridg­
north’s American papa-in-law-to-be bought 
half a dozen bottles, like the old sportsman 
he is, and on his egglike cupola there has 
appeared in about two weeks something 
that looks like a young doormat.”

“Coo!”
“Hence and wherefore, a company has 

been formed with a view to its inter­
national exploitation.”

Syd uttered another awed “Coo!”
“If this is all true,” he said reverently, 

“the name of Price will go down in 
’istory.”

“And now,” proceeded Freddie, “they 
sent me down here to ask Tony to name a 
figure.”

There was a weighty silence.
“I’ll ask him twenty thousand—blessed 

if I don’t,” said Syd.
Freddie eyed him, surprised.
“You?” he said. “What the dickens 

have you to do with it? You’re a mere 
earl.”

Syd stiffened.
“Ho! Think you can rob me of me 

birthright, do you?” Syd darted out from 
his refuge and seized Ma Price by the 



wrist. “Come on over ’ere, Ma,” he 
cried, “and sign this paper, quick!”

“But, Syd . . .”
“ Yes, Syd! Syd it is and Syd it’s going 

to be. Syd Price, sole proprietor of the 
famous Derma Vitalis—that’s me.” He 
glared at the family group. “You think 
1 want to be a measly earl,” he demanded, 
“now this ’as ’appened? A fat chance!” 
He stood over Ma Price while she signed, 
then indicated the paper. “ ’Ere,” he said, 
“ 'ave this witnessed and shove it in the 
family vaults. You wanted Ma to sign it 
and now she’s done it.” He moved to the 
window. “Come on, Ma.”

“I’m sure I ’ope I’ve done right,” said 
Ma Price.

He pushed Ma Price out, then turned 
for a last thrust.

“If any of you wish to communicate 
with me in the future, ring up the Ritz!”

Freddie caught his eye.
“Don’t forget that I scoop in ten per 

cent commission, old thing.”
Some of the elation left Syd’s face. He 

regarded Freddie broodingly.
“Gawd!” he said in a wistful voice. 

“ I’d like to ’ave the chance of shavin’ you 
again some day!”

He turned, and was gone. . . .

TONY reached for Polly’s hand.
“Well, that’s that!” he said.

“Tony!” Sir Herbert’s voice almost 
croaked with emotion. “I congratulate 
you!”

“You well may . . . Oh,” said Tony, 
“you mean about getting the title? I 
thought you meant because I’m going to 
marry Polly.”

There was a moment of discomfort. 
Then Lady Lydia rose to the occasion. 
She came to Polly and kissed her.

“My dear,” she said, “I’m sure Tony is 
very much to be congratulated.”

Tony, left alone with Polly, kissed her.
“And so at long last,” he said, “peace 

and happiness come to Anthony, fifth Earl 
of Droitwich. . . .”

Polly had drawn away, and was staring 
at him miserably.

“Tony, I can’t!”
“Can’t what?”
“Marry you.”
Tony smiled confidently.
“You wait till I get you to St. George’s, 

Hanover Square,” he said. “You’ll see 
how quick you can marry me!”

“ But this place. It’s so big!”
“You’ll get used to it.”
“ But I couldn’t be a countess.”
“Don’t be so dashed superior about 

countesses,” said Tony. “They’re just as 
good as you are.”

“But I’m scared!”
“Now, listen,” said Tony. “When you 

accepted me, I was a barber. By industry 
and enterprise I have worked my way up 
to being an earl. You can’t chuck me now. 
It would be a blow at all ambition!”

“But, Tony . . . Can’t you see? . . . 
Don’t you understand? . . . I’m not 
fitted ... I should be . . .”

“Ah, come on!” said Tony briefly.
He put an end to her ramblings by pick­

ing her up and carrying her to the door. 
Here he paused for a moment in order to 
set her on her feet and kiss her.

“Tony and Polly!” he said. “The old 
firm!”

“Hurrah for the firm!” said Polly. 
(The End)
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many brands of Pure Pennsylvania Motor 

Oils. Buy whichever one you prefer!

FREE! Send for free copy of highly in­

teresting oil booklet. Address Pennsvl- 

vania Grade Crude Oil Association, Dept. 

L”«5, OU CltV, Pa © 1931, P. G. C. O. A.



this year”
Internationally famous for its magnitude, 
beauty of environment, universal displays, 
and brilliant entertainment, the Canadian 
National Exhibition arouses a degree of en­
thusiastic admiration far beyond the con­
ception of anyone who has not actually been 
among the two million annual visitors.
Exhibits from almost every country; collec­
tions of ancient and modern masterpieces 
of art in two galleries; famous 2000-Voice 
Exhibition Chorus; St. Hilda’s Band, 
England (each member a bronze, silver and 
gold medalist); all branches of agriculture; 
Sixth World Championship Marathon Swim 
—these are but a few of the features which 
enthrall and enthuse.
Toronto is overnight from fifty-five million 
U. S. citizens. King’s Highways de luxe. 
Reduced rates by railway, steamship and bus 
lines. Consult local agents. Your most enjoy­
able holiday — your most economical one.

AUG.28 to 3EPT.12,1931
WORLD’S GREATEST 

PERMANENT
EXPOSITION

53—CONSECUTIVE YEAR 
$21,000,000 INVESTED in 
BUILDINGS, PARK, EQUIPMENT

SAM HARRIS H. W. WATERS
President General Manager

^Department of Publicity, A |

Canadian National Exhibition, Toronto S, Ont.

Please send literature describing the 1931 Canadian ■ 
National Exhibition.

NAME.................................................................................................... I
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Play Girl
(Continued from page 37)

thought Bon Desir. But what did he ex­
pect, marrying such a wild girl as Toinette?

As for Basile, he did not go home for 
three nights after Toinette left. He slept 
at the store on a cot without a mattress. 
When he did go back there was the big 
atlas where Toinette had left it that time 
they had traced the miles to New York. 
There were her slippers beneath the bed. 
There was her pink-dotted dress where she 
had hung it just before she left, and when 
he came to go to bed, there was the night­
gown she had worn tucked beneath her 
pillow. Something told Basile that Toi­
nette would never come to pick them up 
again.

Two things happened that week. Me- 
lisse’s uncle Gabriele died and ’Sieur Clo­
pard, owner of the hardware store, grew 
very ill. Madame Clopard sent for Basile 
to help nurse her husband. It was not for 
Jean Fagot, head clerk, that she sent, but 
for Basile. What with attending to many 
things for Melisse, all alone at the plan­
tation, what with nursing ’Sieur Clopard 
by night and working in the store by day, 
Basile was mercifully relieved of too much 
thinking, of going home too much.

There had been a telegram from Toi­
nette, telling of her safe arrival. After ten 
days there followed a letter. Basile came 
to know the letter by heart.

New York was extraordinary, wrote 
Toinette. New York was like a big Mardi 
Gras. You had to be very careful how you 
crossed the streets. There were so many 
taxicabs. And red and green lights. And 
such big policemen, so handsome and kind. 
She was working very hard and was happy. 
When you were a success New York knelt 
down at your feet and put your name in 
front of the theater in letters of fire.

A strange letter. An odd, elusive letter. 
It left Basile with a groping jealousy of 
New York policemen. There was a post­
script, all in Cajun:

“I’m leaving the hotel-for-ladies. I’ll 
be at the address at the bottom of this 
page. It’s in Greenwich Village.’’

FRED PICTOU stopped in his big mov­
ing van at the store that week and went 
in to buy a harness. “Heard from Toi­

nette? ” he asked.
Yes. Toinette was leaving New York, 

going to a village. Basile said he felt safer 
about her there, what with taxicabs and 
policemen—

’Sieur Clopard died that week, and 
after the funeral Madame Clopard sent 
for Basile. ’Sieur Clopard, Madame said, 
had known for some time that this must 
come. He had desired that when it came 
Basile should become manager of the 
store. ’Sieur Clopard had regarded 
Basile’s diligence, Madame said, had val­
ued his faithfulness. Here Madame wept 
quietly. She added, “ I think you will be 
satisfied with the advance in salary.”

Basile delayed to extend what comfort 
he could to Madame. Basile offered her 
his stammering assurances, and when he 
could he went to telegraph Toinette. 
Might there not be a chance that now 
Toinette would come back home?

But Toinette did not answer the tele-' 
gram. Toinette, indeed, had not written

ANNOUNCING
the beautiful 

New Edition of 
The Harvard

Classics
The most important publish­

ing news in 15 years

T
HE publishers of the world’s most famous 
library, Dr. Eliot’s Five-Foot Shelf of 
Hooks, take great pride and pleasure in 

making an announcement which will be of vital 
interest to thousands.

Now this great library is available in a 
beautiful modern home edition. And the -price 
is the same low price of the earlier editions! This 
means that literally you can own these fifty 
volumes of great beauty—a veritable lifetime 
library which will grace the most imposing 
home—at a price per volume considerably less 
than popular fiction.

New home library edition
Surely here is a library for every home! And 
surely here are books worthy of such a glorious 
setting. For these Harvard Classics, selected 
by Dr. Eliot, forty years President of Harvard 
University, have reached into hundreds of 
thousands of homes and have become a 
cultural influence impossible to calculate.

302 immortal authors
Happy indeed is the owner of this magnificent 
library. First of all it is a thing of beauty to 
the eye, a source of great pride to possess, a 
mark of good taste.

But its chief delights are the stirring and 
stimulating writings that glorify the glorious 
pageant which begins at the dawn of literature 
and thunders down through the ages to our 
own times.

DR. ELIOT’S FIVE-FOOT 
SHELF OF BOOKS 
Send for this free book!

You need not decide now. 
But send immediately for 
the booklet which gives 
Dr. Eliot’s plan of reading 
and which tells more in 
detail about the new Edi­
tion. It is free, and it 
comes to you without any 
obligation whatsoever.

P. F. Collier & Son Dist. Corp. 
250 Park Avenue, New York City
Bv mail, free, send me the booklet that tells 
all about the new Home Library edition of 
Dr. Eliot’s Five-Foot Shelf of Books (The 
Harvard Classics), and Dr. Eliot’s own story 
of how he came to select the greatest library 
of all time.
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to Basile since she had said she was mov- 
ing. Basile had sent daily letters, writing 
them in snatches at the store and as he 
watched by 'Sieur Clopard’s bed. It was 
nine days since he had heard from Top 
nette. He telegraphed to Tyler Keets and 
wrote again to Toinette, careful that he 
had her address intact—street and number, 
Greenwich Village, New York.

Jim Roberts, in the telegraph office, 
told him that his telegram to Toinette 
had been undelivered because she was not 
there. He told Basile this in English and, 
when Basile seemed not to understand, 
had little Arthur Lupin, who took out the 
telegrams, say it over in Cajun. After a 
time, with Arthur’s help, Jim understood 
what Basile said. Toinette was lost.

"Wire the police,” said Jim. “Green­
wich Village is part of New York,” he ex­
plained to Basile. "Wire the New York 
police. Give them both addresses Toinette 
stopped at. Tell them when she got there, 
what she looked like—”

The pencil shook as Basile tried to de­
scribe Toinette. Jim Roberts wrote the 
telegram for him.

THREE days later Fred Pictou came 
back from moving Melisse Jonquiere to 
New Orleans. He went into the store to 

see Basile. He said:
“Toinette went to New Yawk to see 

that man Keets, didn’t she? Well, Keets 
is in New Ori ’ns. I saw him there myself. 
He’s not in New Yawk at all.”

Basile saw flame. He had not known it 
before, but to him it had been as if Toi­
nette was jumping into an abyss with 
Keets at the bottom to catch her. Keets, 
who had bidden her jump, was not even 
there.

“ Big as life,” Fred was saying. " Walk­
ing down Canal Street.”

Basile pushed Fred out of the way. He 
strode down the street to Gene Rozier’s 
real estate office. It was raining, but 
Basile didn’t know that.

“ Sell my house,” he said to Gene. “ Sell 
it quick for whatever you get.”

He strode on to Madame Clopard’s and 
told her that he was paying himself a 
month’s salary in advance; that he was go­
ing to New York. He might be gone a long 
time. He was sorry. He would not leave 
’Sieur Clopard’s wife and hardware store 
except that Toinette was lost. He must 
find Toinette.

“For the money, Basile, yes,” agreed 
Madame. "But for Toinette—New Yawk 
is big, they say. It is like looking for a 
canary in all the swamps. Wait. Perhaps 
she will come back herself.”

But Basile did not wait. He could 
hardly wait till morning to take the train 
Toinette had taken a month before. He 
rolled his things into a bundle, pacing the 
house while the rain beat on the panes. 
Afterwards he paced the porch, behind the 
vines.

“ Lie down a bit,” Basile said to himself. 
“You will not be fit to go in the morn­
ing. You will not be fit to hunt for 
Toinette.”

He lay down on the couch in the parlor, 
turning the lamp down a little. The lamp 
chimney was smoky now, without Toinette 
to clean it, the oil nearly gone. It flickered 
and burned low. Basile did not like to lie 
in the dark. He always seemed to see Toi­
nette. Toinette laughing. Toinette sweep­
ing the floor. Toinette flying down the

—a poor manager for himself
Many men are like that... successful, 

able, prosperous ... earning salaries 
of fifteen to twenty-five thousand dollars 
or more per year . . . and worth it. But, 
either because of neglect or for want of a 
plan in their personal affairs . . . they 
show little progress toward making them­
selves independent of salary.

It is not lack of ability that blocks their 
financial headway ... It is simply the 
failure to apply the same business-like 
procedure to personal affairs that is every 
day practice in their official capacities.

Such men know that the successful cor­
poration, no matter how profitable its 
operations, systematically guards against 
over-expenditure, and just as systematic­
ally builds a reserve fund against con­
tingencies. It is every bit as necessary 
for a salaried man to build an income­
producing reserve of sound bonds ... to

CHART THE COURSE TO YOUR FINANCIAL OBJECTIVE 

To
Accumulate in 25 yr*. >n20yrs. in 15 yr*. in 10 yrs. in 5 yrs.

Amounts required to be invested monthly
$25,000 $ 39.13 $ 57.54 $ 89.75 $ 156.54 $ 361.86
$50,000 78.25 115.08 179.49 313.08 723.72
$75,000 117.38 172.62 269.24 469.61 1,085.58

$100,000 156.50 230.17 358.98 626.15 1,447.44
$200,000 313.01 460.33 717.96 1,252.30 2,894.89

assuming that funds ore invested monthly in safe bonds yielding 
with interest promptly reinvested, at the same rate.

BUILD "STAND-BY” INCOME . . .WITH BONDS

HALSEY, STUART & CO. 
INCORPORATED

CHICAGO, 201 SO. LA SALLE ST. • NEW YORK, 35 WALI ST.
BONDS AND OTHER PRINCIPAL CITIES

TO FIT THE 

INVESTOR

Hear... “the program that does more than entertain” ... every Wednesday eve­
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Time - 6 P. M. Mountain Time - 5 P. M. Pacific Time. Daylight saving time one hour later.

HALSEY, STUART & CO.
201 South La Salle Street, Chicago, or 35 Wall Street, New York

Please send me by mail, without obligation, your booklet Looking
Ahead Financially. (KD-71)
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street

fortify himself against the time when 
salary may no longer be relied upon . . . 
And he should do so systematically, mak­
ing investment a part of his current expenses.

Such a reserve ultimately replaces 
earned income with investment income. 
It provides the means to retire and travel 
or indulge in a hobby ... to meet emer­
gencies ... to face the future confidently.

A sound plan . . . and determination 
to stick to it . . . are all that any man of 
substantial earning power needs to insure 
a"stand-by” income for himself, when he 
has reached the age of retirement. The 
right plan for you depends upon yourself 
. . . your age, your salary, your property, 
your family . . .We should like to send 
you a booklet which has helped thou­
sands to find the right plan. It is called 
Looking Ahead Financially . . . Mail cou­
pon below, or write for booklet KD-71.

COMPETENT INVESTMENT SERVICE BY MAIL. For 

investors living at too great a distance from our offices 

to be called upon by our representatives, we maintain a 

competent staff, trained to give as efficient and satisfac­

tory service by mail as could be rendered by personal 

contact. If you are interested in knowing the details of 

this service, full information will be sent upon request.

CITY
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lane to meet him. When it was dark and 
still, too, he could hear her singing—

“Je suis ne . .
In spite of himself, he closed his eyes; 

then opened them, broad awake. The 
rain seemed to have stopped, but the wind 
was beating the trellis against the door. 
There! It had pushed it open. The wind 
blew out the lamp.

Basile rose from the couch and went to 
close the door. Something hindered him. 
Something in the dark stood between him 
and the door. Basile felt of it. It seemed 
to lean against the wall, and it was soft 
and wet. ... A feather! ... It had a 
hat with a feather! . . .

“Toinette!” he cried. “Toinette, it’s 
you! ”

TT WAS not a dream. He could feel her 
breathing. She leaned against him as she 

had leaned against the wall. He lifted 
her in his arms, carried her to the couch, 
laid her there. Her shoes . . . she was wet 
to the skin. . . . The wind was blowing on 
her.

He did not stop to light the lamp, but he 
shut the door. He knelt at her feet, taking 
off her shoes.

“Toinette! Toinette, darling, speak to 
me!”

He had them off now, the things she 
wore for shoes. He was taking off her hat, 
her dress. He felt of her face. Her eyes 
were closed. Was she dead? Had she 
fainted?

He lit the lamp, knelt beside her. Her 
head was sagged in the mop of her wet 
hair. She was asleep.

Basile wrapped her in a sheet, drying her 
body. He got the nightgown, still beneath 
her pillow, put it on her, carried her to the 
bed, drew the covers softly around her, 
spread the dark, wet hair over her pillow. 
She did not wake. Even when he crept 
in beside her, folding her in his arms, she 
slept on.

It was bright morning when Toinette 
opened her eyes. Basile was standing be­
side her. He picked her up and carried her 
to the sitting-room couch. He had made 
coffee, and he brought it in to her, eggs and 
pancakes and the dark cane sirup that she 
loved.

“Oh, Basile! . . . ”a strangling sob, 
her arms about his neck. “Basile, I’m so 
hungry!” And as she ate: “You were 
right, Basile. It’s a long way to New 
Yawk. Miles and miles. I know, for I 
walked them back—most of them.”

“I knew by your shoes,” said Basile.
“All holes,” she admitted. “And 

muddy. But I had good weather most of 
the way. When I found Mr. Keets wasn’t 
there—”

“Toinette, you should have told me!” 
“They said he would be back any day. 

It was all right. I had work at the studios. 
I showed them Mr. Keets’ card with what 
he had written on it, and they gave me 
work—not much, not a part like I had in 
Evangeline—just a place in the crowd. 
They told me to wait till Mr. Keets came. 
Mr. Keets was gone to get the cast for his 
new picture, Charlotte Corday. They didn’t 
care whether I waited or not. I could 
have stood it if Mr. Keets had been 
there. . . . Can you forgive me, Ba­
sile? ”

“Toinette, my heart, you should have 
written.”

“ How could I write when I was walking 
home? ”

“You should not have walked home,” 
scolded Basile. It was so nice to sit here 
beside her in the flesh and scold her.

“Oh, Basile,” she whispered, “if you 
knew how I cried, even going up there on 
the train, even crossing the streets.”

“Never mind,” said Basile, thoroughly 
contrite, wrapping her in his arms, for she 
was crying now.

“ And the pulling, Basile. All the time I 
felt the pulling. I will tell you the truth. I 
was no good in the picture. I ruined the 
mob. My face puckered on the front row. 
I couldn’t eat, I couldn’t sleep for the 
pull. But the pull was a good thing, for 
after I started home it helped. I could 
not have walked through all the rocky 
places and the swamps if it had not been 
for the pull.”

“How far did you walk?” whispered 
Basile.

“ I gave all my money,” Toinette re­
sumed, “to the ticket man. It took me as 
far as Chattanooga. When I began to 
walk, people along the road would stop and 
let me ride. I rode on wagons of hay, and 
in trucks and automobiles. They would 
give me food, too, and I begged at farm­
houses. When you are hungry and feel 
such a pulling toward home, you don’t 
mind begging. I was a failure in the picture, 
Basile, but I was good as a tramp. I slept 
in bams and in fields . . . Don’t look so 
awful, Basile. Nothing happened, except 
once a horse stepped on me. It was in a 
bam and I hadn’t known he was there. I 
stole him before morning.”

“Toinette!”
“Not for long. I found his bridle and 

rode him through the next town. We came 
to a woman burning trash in the road and 
he wouldn’t go by. Besides, I had a feeling 
he was getting homesick. I slapped him on 
the haunch and told him to go home. 
Afterwards I was sorry, for the sun got 
hotter and hotter, and there wasn’t a farm­
house anywhere. A lady who had driven 
me in Alabama told me never to ride with 
any men, and after that I didn’t. But that 
day—that day I let the horse go I rode 
with some boys down the river in a boat 
to Baton Rouge. And then it began to feel 
like home. I walked from Lanoraie last 
night.”

“Toinette, Toinette, my little robin—”
“You do forgive me, Basile? You do 

forgive me for coming back? For spend­
ing all that money going there, and 
then coming back? Truly, I would have 
stayed if Mr. Keets had been there. I 
would have made back that money—and 
more—”

“ T AM manager of the store now, Toi-
-*■  nette.”
She drew back from his arms, her eyes 

big.
“ Manager of the store! You did talk to 

’Sieur Clopard, then? ”
She did not know about ’Sieur Clopard.
Someone began knocking at the front 

door.
“ Go, Basile! I will get dressed. Manager 

of the store! Think of that!”
Basile went through the parlor and 

opened the front door on Tyler Keets. 
Keets was a paunchy little man with a face 
like a thoughtful terrier’s, and a bark like 
a terrier’s, too. He was not barking this 
morning. It was too hot. He was fan-



ning himself with his hat when Basile 
opened the door.

“Good morning,” said Keets. “Toinette 
here? ”

Basile knew that Keets had come to 
apologize for not being in New York when 
Toinette reached there. He said to Keets, 
“Toinette is my wife. You can talk to 
me.”

“All right,” said Keets, and looked 
around at the chairs on the porch. Basile 
indicated that he sit down. After Keets 
had begun to talk Basile turned and shut 
the front door.

Keets was putting on a new picture, 
Charlotte Corday. He had been in New 
Orleans looking for types. He had found 
nothing so good as Toinette. He could 
offer Toinette a part in the picture that 
might lead to bigger things. Would Toi­
nette consider such a move?

BASILE saw fire. He said in a low, un­
steady voice, “How can we depen’ on 
what you say? Toinette go to New Yawk 

an’ you are not there.”
“She’s in New York?” Keets said in 

some surprise. “But that’s fine. I’ll see 
her as soon as I get there.” He rose. 
“Well, good morning,” he said.

Basile opened the front door. Through 
the door came a sound of singing. Toi­
nette was singing as she stirred about the 
kitchen.

i(Je suis n£ au mois de Mars!
La tete me tourne!"

Keets turned on the step. He looked at 
Basile in questioning surprise. Basile 
replied to Keets’ last word. “Good-by,” 
he said.

He stepped inside and shut the door. 
Standing before it, he heard Keets laugh 
shortly, a little laugh like a bark, heard 
him go down the step. The gate clicked.

“It would have been different,” he 
thought. “ I have stood in her way, after 
all.” He looked at the closed door before 
which he stood. Like a symbol, it was. 
Thought of Keets walking now toward 
the hotel. He went into the parlor. “It 
would have been different.” No matter. 
She would never know.

Toinette came into the parlor, dropping 
her song. Toinette in the pink-dotted 
dress.

“Who was it, Basile?”
“ It was Tyler Keets,” said Basile. “He 

came to take you to New York. To give 
you a good part. It would be different— 
if you went with him.” And as she stared: 
“He is only a little way down the lane.”

“You sent him away?” she whispered. 
Then, crying out: “Oh, what a husband! 
Now I know you love me! Now I know 
you forgive me for coming home!”

Her arms were about his neck, and 
Basile, his eyes closed, a staggering sense 
through his body, as if he were rising from 
a blow, held her close.

“Now I know you forgive me for coming 
back. You are manager now. We can pay 
for the house faster. I do not want the 
house paid for all at once—do you, Basile? 
I like it like it is—something to pay for— 
slow—a long time. You know what I 
mean, Basile?”

Close. He thought he had never held 
her so close in his life.

“ I know what we both mean, Toinette.”
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When he was 14 years old, Ernest W. 
Holmes began to earn his living and help 
with the support of a family. His first job 
was as messenger at Fort Oglethorpe, Ga., 
during the Spanish-American War. School 
attendance had ended at the eighth grade. 
But his dream of becoming a machinist and 
inventor did not end then — or later.

Today Mr. Holmes is a national figure 
in the automotive trade, as president of the 
Ernest Holmes Company, of Chattanooga, 
Tenn., a company he founded to manufac­
ture products of his own invention. Two of 
the most famous of these are the Holmes 
Automobile Wrecker and the Holmes Uni­
versal Automobile Lift. The plant, employ­
ing 50 people, operates day and night to 
meet the increasing tide of orders. Mr. 
Holmes is also one of the founders of the 
Chattanooga Automobile Club and has been 
active in it as an official for many years.
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He is recognized as one of Tennessee’s 
outstanding good roads advocates.

Mr. Holmes makes this significant state­
ment in relating his efforts at self-improve­
ment by spare-time study:

“I don’t know what I would have done without 
the training I received from the International Corre­
spondence Schools at Scranton. I learned more in that 
course than I did in all the other schooling I ever 
got. It gave me just the knowledge I needed. Good 
practical stuff that was essential. Without the knowl­
edge of drafting that I obtained from the I. C. S., I 
would never have done the things I have accom­
plished. It gave me an idea of electricity that proved 
indispensable later when I came to design my own 
machinery.”

In all professions and industries are 
other business leaders who testify to the 
part I. C. S. training has played in helping 
them realize their ambitions in life. It can 
do the same for you! The I. C. S. students 
of today ‘will be the business leaders of 
tomorrow.
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Call 'Em Fast and Walk Away Tough!
(Continued from page 29)

boy umpire.” I stepped right into a hot 
spot, I tell you. A 14-inning l-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. I 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 I 
reached the American Association, I 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 I felt that I 
was getting near the top of my profession. 
I’m going to stick as long as my eyes last.

UMPIRING 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 

“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.

"pOUL 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.

Z^OOD 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.”



The 
"OCCASION"
SMOKER*  

SAID,

“...on account 
of the
Clean Taste.”

“TI’m not a particularly heavy smoker,” 
he explained, “except on occasion ... such 
as at parties, when there’s a lot of conver­
sation and good fun going on. That’s why 
I smoke Spuds. Because no matter how 
much I smoke, Spuds always leave my 
mouth sort of moist-cool . .. you know, 
with a swell clean taste ...”

Yes, we know. That seems to be every­
body’s Spud story! In one way or another, 
they all say Spuds keep them mouth-happy! 
Try Spud’s cooler smoke for this cleaner 
taste, ladies and gentlemen! Then you’ll 
know why Spuds are being hailed every­
where, by new thousands of smokers daily, 
as the grand new freedom in old-fashioned 
tobacco enjoyment!

* One of those interviewed in our recent survey 
amongst America’s 2,000,000 Spud smokers.
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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. I 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. The right 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 I 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.
“ I just got to town,” I 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? I 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 one day 
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 your seats, folks,” he said. “ What 
else can you expect when McGowan calls 
one right? ”

TN 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 stuff.

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
(Continued from page 49)

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 
ruffling 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 

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—

+ 4. 4. 4. 4.

“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.



Is Pink Tooth Brush really serious?
A Conversation between 

you and your Dentist!

You : Is "pink tooth brush" really serious!
Dentist: It can be. But its seriousness largely 

depends on how long you have had it.
You: I've had it quite a long time—for years, I sup­

pose. I remember I was rather worried when 1 
first noticed that my gums were tender and bled 
easily. Why should 1 have "pink tooth brush"! 
I take such awfully good care of my teeth!

Dentist: Anybody may have “pink tooth brush”! 
Modern diet, you see. Soft foods. The gums 
need exercise to keep them healthy, just 
as one’s muscles need work. Without exer­
cise—work, if you please—your gums grow 
logy and dull. They get soft—a bit flabby— 
and in time they begin to bleed.

You: And after that?
Dentist: Well, “pink tooth brush” makes it easy 

for any one of an entire group of gum 
troubles to get a start. Vincent’s disease, for 
instance, gingivitis. Sometimes, even pyor­
rhea, though that particular one is rather rare.

You: I haven't any of those terrible things, have I? 
Dentist: You’d probably know it if you did! But 

there’s another reason to stop “pink tooth 
brush” quickly! An unhealthy condition of 
the gums is likely to spoil the natural polish 
of your teeth. Neglect it and the roots of 
some may even become infected. And that 
may threaten some of your sound teeth.

You: No, thanks. I'll get rid of the "pink tooth brush" 
instead of my teeth! What's this about massaging 
Ipana Tooth Paste into the gums, to stop "pink 
tooth brush"!

Dentist: Ipana has ziratol in it. Ziratol is what 
we dentists use for toning and stimulating 
the gums back to health. You see, Ipana plus 
massage speeds up circulation and firms the 
gum walls. Try it. Just clean your teeth with 
Ipana. Then massage some more Ipana lightly 
into your gums. Once or twice a day. In a 
month or so your gums should be consider­
ably harder and healthier than they are 
right at this minute.

Ipana toothpaste
BRISTOL-MYERS CO.. Dept. J-71
73 West Street. New York. N. Y.

Kindly send me a trial tube of IPANA TOOTH PASTE. 
Enclosed is a two-cent stamp to cover partly the cost of pack­
ing and mailing.

Name...................................................................................................

Street............................................ ....................................................

City................................................................... State..........................



First Reader
It is about time we had a little 

xx art comment on this page, and so 
I 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 1 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.

There are times when a mild and 
x> 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 
xx t0 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 
to swim. I honor them. I 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. I 
confess to a certain uneasiness in the 
presence of these young Dianas. Am I 
alone in this feeling, or is there, perhaps, 
in the hidden depths of us conquered 
males, some slight rumble of revolt?

That we are the softer sex seems 
xx 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.

tfX That Leavell story is one of the 
xx best that has ever appeared. No 
one of us can succeed by trying to ap­
propriate another man’s personality or 
technic or routine. I think I 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 I 
could not seem to get any writing done. 
One night I 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 I 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, I 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- 
xx bitious. “ I suppose I wanted to 
move along, but I 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.”

A Leavell ends with a question— 
xx “Just what is success?” I have 
my favorite definition. What is yours? 
Send it along.

More people must be reading this 
xx Page, f°r । 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, 
xx 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. It batters 
ceaselessly against the walls of our 
brains and unquestionably shortens our 
lives.

Said the little Play Girl, “I do 
xx not want the house paid for all at 
once—do you, Basile? I 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 
xx soft, sweet song which Phyllis 
Duganne sings in Millions for Tribute. 
How 1 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
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The Greatest Invention 
in Snapshot Film since 1903 

KODAK VERICHROME FILM

in shadow or in highlight, stand 
out vividly in rich, delicate detail.

Try it on cloudy days. In late 
afternoon. Or even in the rain. Veri- 
chrome has such latitude, such wide 
range of sensitivity, that if you make 
a little mistake in setting your camera, 
you will still get a good picture.

Your Kodak dealer has the new 
Kodak Verichrome Film, in packs as 
well as in rolls. The price is but 
slightly higher than the regular • 
Kodak Film, which is not to be dis­
continued. Eastman Kodak Com-

This entirely new-type film, 
double-coated, has complete­
ly changed the public’s idea 
of what any camera can do

An exclusive Eastman 
process gives the Veri­
chrome negative a spar­
kling, ground-glass effect 
that brings out the detail.

How
Kodak Verichrome Film
differs from other films

1 Double-coated. Two layers of 
sensitive silver.

2 Highly color-sensitive. Es­
pecially to yellows and greens, 
which predominate in nature.

3 Halation “fuzz’’prevented by 
colored backing on the film.

4 Finer detail in highlights, por­
tions that represent light parts.

5 Finer detail in shadows, por­
tions that represent dark parts.

6 Translucent, instead of trans­
parent, so that the superiori­
ties listed above can be seen 
by a glance at the negative.

7 Priced but a few cents higher 
than single-coated film.

pany, Rochester, New York. THIS CHECKERED
STRIPE

PICTURE-TAKERS everywhere 
have quickly recognized this new 
film invention as the greatest im­

provement since Eastman introduced 
non-curling film 28 years ago.

Kodak Verichrome Film marks the 
beginning of a new era of brighter, 
clearer snapshots. With a crispness of 
detail ... a truthfulness of color 
values . . . never known before in 
simple snapshot photography.

Verichrome is better in six different 
ways. Try it. Your pictures will thrill 
you. Faces, foliage, flowers, whether

TUNE IN—each Friday evening, on N.B.C. Red 
Network or N.B.C. Pacific Network, for news of the 
Kodak International $100,000 Competition now in 
progress. The contest does not specify the make of 
film to use. The regular Kodak Film in the familiar 
yellow box makes pictures of the prize-winning kind. 
Kodak Verichrome Film makes even better pictures. 

means better pictures, no matter 
how simple and inexpensive the 
camera you use. It is this new mark 
on the familiar yellow box that 
identifies Kodak Verichrome Film.

ONLY EASTMAN MAKES KODAK VERICHROME FILM


