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Or should she lie?

It begins in the
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Amazingly Easy Way 
to get into ELECTRICITY

Don’t spend your life waiting for $5.00 raises in a dull, hopeless job.
Now . . . and forever . . . say good-bye to 25 and 35 dollars a week. 
Let me show you how to qualify for jobs leading to salaries of $50, 
$60 and up, a week, in Electricity—NOT by correspondence, but by 
an amazing way to teach, that makes you a practical expert in 90 days! 
Getting into Electricity is far easier than you imagine! Act now, today!

Learn Without 'Books » 9Odays
I

 ACK of experience—age 
or advanced education 

J bar no one. I don’t care 
if you don’t know an arma­
ture from an air brake—I 

don’t expect you to! I don’t 
care if you’re 16 years old or 
40—it makes no difference! 
Don’t let lack of money stop 
you. Most of the men at 
Coyne have no more money 
than you have.

Railroad Fare 
Allowed

I will allow your railroad 
fare to Chicago, and if you 
should need part-time work 
I’ll assist you to it. Then, in 
12 brief weeks, in the great 
roaring shops of Coyne, I 
train you as you never 
dreamed you could be trained 
... on the greatest outlay of 
electrical apparatus ever as­
sembled ... costing hundreds 
of thousands of dollars . . .

Prepare tor Jobs 
Like These

real actual work . . . build­
ing real batteries... wind-

real dynamos, engines, pow-

Here are a few of hundreds 
of positions open to COYNE- 
trained men. Our free employ­
ment bureau gives you lifetime 
employment service.
Armature Expert

up to $100 a Week 
Substation Operator

up to $65 a Week 
Auto Electrician

$60 a Week and up 
Inventor - - - Unlimited 
Maintenance Engineer

up to $100 a Week 
Service Station Owner

$60 a Week and up 
Radio Expert $60 a Week and up

er plants, autos, switchboards, trans­
mitting stations. .. everything from 
doorbells to farm power and light­
ing . . . full-sized ... in full oper­
ation every day!

ing real armatures, operating 
real motors, dynamos and 
generators, wiring houses, 
etc., etc. That’s a glimpse 
of how we make you a mas­
ter practical electrician in 
90 days, teaching you far 
more than the average 
ordinary electrician ever 
knows and fitting you to 
step into jobs leading to 
big pay immediately after 
graduation. Here, in this 
world-f amousParent school 
—and nowhere else in the 
world—can you get such 
training!
Jobs, Pay, Future

Don’t worry about a job, 
Coyne training settles the 
job question for life. De­
mand for Coyne men often 
exceeds the supply. Our 
employment bureau gives 
you lifetime service. Two 
weeks after graduation,

A VT jh qMAW I am including
▼ A JL A XJ aW my new Aviation
_ ___ TW Electricity courseELECTRICITY / «*■>■ »» «»<?;<>and Auto mobile 

. Electrical courses 
to all who enroll

Students wiring and checking ignition on one of the late 
type Radial Aircraft Engines in our aviation department.

Get the Facts
Coyne is your one great chance to get into elec­

tricity. Every obstacle is removed. This school is 30 
years old—Coyne training is tested—proven beyond 
all doubt—endorsed by many large electrical con­
cerns. You can find out everything absolutely free. 
Simply mail the coupon and let me send you the big, 
free Coyne book of 150 photographs . . . facts . . . 
jobs . . . salaries . . . opportunities. Tells you how 
many earn expenses while training and how we assist 
our graduates in the field. This does not obligate you. 
So act at once. Just mail coupon.

Get this
FREE
BooJ(

No Books "All Actual Work
No books, no baffling charts... all

Clyde F. Hart got a position as electrician 
with the Great Western Railroad at over $100 
a week. That’s not unusual. We can point to 
Coyne, men making up to $600 a month. $60 a 
week is only the beginning of your opportu­
nity. You go into radio, battery or automo­
tiveelectrical business for yourself and make 
up to $15,000 a year.

Mr. H C. LEWIS, Pres.

f'rtVNTIi' ELECTRICAL SCHOOL IJL Aad H. C. LEWIS, Pres. Established 1899
500 South Paulina Street

I COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL Dept. B9-b2 
500 S. Paulina St., Chicago. III.

I Dear Mr, Lewis: Without obligation send me your big free eat- 
alog and all details of Railroad Fare to Chicago, Free Employ- 

Iment Service, Aviation Electricity and Automotive Electrical 
Courses and how I can “earn while learning.”

Name-

Address..

Dept. B9-62 Chicago, Illinois | cay ■State-----------------



'ranacr mMr-jiclion
The most poignant drama can often be told in a few words. It is the 
editors9 object to give in this department brief sketches from life which 
shall be intensely interesting and call forth the same emotions as 

those stories written in greater detail
Mother

JOHN Sephton had an office high up in one of those 
multi-elevator buildings on lower Broadway, and I 
frequently had occasion to visit him there.

Just inside the entrance there was a diminutive cigar 
and paper stand kept by a kind faced old lady. From her I 
used to buy cigarettes whenever I was in the neighborhood. 
She was an interesting old woman with a gracious way 
about her which impressed me.

Every one in the building seemed to know her, and she 
always had a cheerful greeting for those who stopped at 
her stall and a smile for those who hurried by with a nod. 
The men all were “her boys” and she took a motherly 
interest in them, while more than one stenographer had 
gone to her for advice and comforting word when the bur­
dens of a business girl became unbearably heavy for young 
and slender shoulders.

Most of these friends called her “Mother.”
One day I dropped in a little later than usual. John asked 

me to wait a few minutes and then he would leave the 
office and we could discuss our business over the dinner 
table as he was to meet his wife later and go to the theater.

When we came down in the elevator, we stopped at the 
news stand where the old lady greeted us with a smile.

“Hello, mother!” said John. “How has business been 
today?”

“I can’t complain,” she replied. “At least I don’t have 
as many worries as you big business men, even if I don’t 
make as much money. Besides, every one is so nice to me.”

“They ought to be,” said John gazing at her with a 
strange look in his eyes. “You mother them all and spoil 
them.”

“He’s jealous,” she said with a laugh as she turned to 
me. “You see they all call me mother. It’s a big family 
I have here, but of them all, Mr. Sephton here is my 
favorite.” And she beamed on the broad-shouldered 
man beside me.

“DON’T stay here too late,” he warned her as we 
turned away. “And be careful of that cold. This 

corridor is drafty and that lazy superintendent hasn’t 
put up your glass screen yet. You had better speak to 
him about it again tonight before you leave.”

She smiled at the concern on his face and waved her 
hand.

“I’ll mind,” she said.
A few minutes later we found a table in a nearby res­

taurant and the incident at the news stand was swept out 
of our thoughts by the business matters we had to discuss.

It was two weeks before I again called at the office of 
John Sephton. As I entered the building my eyes sought 
the little news stand and its cheerful proprietor. I was 
surprised to see that the little old lady was no longer there.

Instead, a rather sour-faced man was in charge, so I did 
not stop, but went on up to John’s office.

I was scarcely prepared for the serious-faced man who 
greeted me; it was far different from the cheerful recep­
tion I usually received.

“What’s wrong, old timer?” I asked. “Bottom drop 
out of your pet stock, or did you lose an election bet?”

He shook his head and I saw that my jovial air was 
out of place. There was no smile in the deep, dark eyes 
he turned full upon me.

“Did you happen to notice as you came in that there 
has been a change at the news stand?” he asked slowly.

“Yes,” I answered. “What has happened to the little 
old lady you all called mother?”

“Dead,” he replied dully- “She had a cold which 
turned into pneumonia and she snuffed out like a candle 
in a draft.”

He swung around in his luxurious desk chair and stared 
out of the window to where a silver strip of the Hudson 
showed below.

On the hurrying river a weather-beaten old steamer was 
slowly slipping down toward the sea. Amid complaining, 
work-scarred tugs, sloshing ferry-boats, and pompous mil­
lionaires’ liners, the little steamer seemed to maintain a 
quiet dignity, wearing with conscious pride the frayed rig­
ging which bespoke storm and stress beyond the meager 
experiences of the other ships around her.

yXZHEN the man who could write his check in many 
’ ’ figures turned back toward me there were tears in 

his deep-set eyes. I wondered what was behind this 
situation which could stir him so.

“Do you remember the last time you were here and we 
stopped at the news stand for a few minutes?” he asked. 
I nodded.

“The little old lady remarked at the time that you were 
her favorite of all those who called her mother,” I said.

“There was a reason,” he said huskily. “She was my 
own mother.”

I was too surprised at his words to say anything and 
after a few moments he went on:

“We came from a small town across the river,” he said. 
“There father had a little shoe store, and all her life 
mother had helped him.

“When I went into business, I seemed to strike luck. 
Everything I touched made money, and before long I was 
wealthy, and built a big house out at Pelham.

“My wife and I both begged my parents to come and 
live with us, but mother decided they would not feel at 
home in such elaborate surroundings. When my father 
died, we again tried to get mother to come with us, but 
she refused, laughingly but firmly. (Continued on page 12)



E. M. Hughes, Terre 
Haute, Ind., makes 

$12,000 a year
Automotive Electricity pays W. E. Pence, C. H. Hubert, 460 Cherry St., New York, makes
Box 921, Palo Alto, Calif., over $9,000 a year $100 a week

Electrical Eoqierts 
Are in Big Demand 
I Win TrainTftm at Home 
To Fill a Big Pay Job

FREE!!
SAMPLE
LESSONS and

It’s a shame for you to earn $15 or $20 or $30 a week, when in the same six davs 
as an Electrical Expert you could make $60 to $100 a week—and do it easier—not 
work half so hard. Why then remain in the small-pay game, in a line of work that offers no chance, no 
big promotion, no big income? Fit yourself for a real job in the great electrical industry. I’ll show you 
how.

Be an Electrical Expert
JOB TICKETS 
to PROVE how 
easily you can 
learn------
Electricity
The coupon below will bring 
you free, sample lessons, and 
the famous Job Tickets, 
through which thousands of 
men have stepped into big­
pay electrical jobs, this free 
instruction material will 
show you how easily you 
can learn electricity.

Learn to earn $3,000 to $5,000 a Year
Today even the ordinary Electrician—the “screw driver” kind—is making money—big money. But it’s 
the trained man—the man who knows the whys and wherefores of Electricity—the “Electrical Ex­
pert”—who is picked out to “boss” the ordinary Electricians—to boss the Big Jobs—the jobs that pay 
$3,000 to $5,000 a Year. Get in line for one of these “Big Jobs” by enrolling now for my easily learned, 
quickly grasped right-up-to-the-minute, Spare-Time Home-Study Course in Practical Electricity.

Age or Lack o£ Experience 
No Drawback

You don’t have to be a College Man; you don’t 
have to be a High School Graduate. I know 
exactly the kind of training you need, and I will 
give you that training. My Course in Elec­
tricity is the most simple, thorough and success­
ful of existence, and offers every man, regardless 
of age, education, or previous experience, the chance to 
become, in a very short time, an ’‘Electrical Expert,” 
able to make from $60 to $100 a week.

FIVE Electrical Working Outfits FREE
With me. you do practical work—at home. You 
start right in after your first lessons to work 
at your profession in the regular way. For this you need 
tools, and I give them to you absolutely free—five whole 
kits that would cost you $12 to $15.

Your Satisfaction Guaranteed
So sure am I that you can learn Electricity—so 
sure am I that after studying with me, you, too 
can get into the “big money” class in electrical work, 
that I will agree in writing to return every single penny 
paid me in tuition, if, when you have finished my Course, 
you are not satisfied it was the best investment you 
ever made.

Guarantee Backed by a Million 
Dollar Institution

Back of me in my guarantee, stands a two mil­
lion dollar institution, thus assuring to every 
student enrolled, not only a wonderful training in Elec­
tricity; but an unsurpassed Student Service as well.

It’s this Service that makes “Cooke” training different 
from any other training. It’s this Service, plus “Cooke” 
Training that makes the “Cooke” Trained Man the 
“Big-Pay Man,” everywhere.
Be a “Cooke” Trained Man and earn $10 to $20 a day 
—$60 to $100 a week—$3,000 to $5,000 a year.

Get Started Now—Mail Coupon
I want to send you my Electrical Book, Sample Lessons, 
Job Tickets, etc.—all FREE. These cost you nothing 
and you’ll enjoy them. Make the start today for a 
bright future in Electricity. Send in Coupon—NOW.

L. L. Cooke, Chief Engineer
L. L. COOKE SCHOOL

OF ELECTRICITY
Z15O Lawrence Ave., Dept. 6-B Chicago

Lesson \/Book Coupon
■ L. L. COOKE,H Dept. 6-B,
■ 2150 Lawrence Ave., Chicago.■
■ Dear Sir: Send at once, Sample Lessons, your Big 
(■ Book, and full particulars of your Working and 
■ Home Study Course, also the Employment Service H —all fully prepaid without obligation on my part. 

Pf Name............................................................................................■$1 Address........................................................................................
Iln City........................................................ State...........................
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TheCookeTrained Man is the “Big Pay'Man



T KU E STOKY’S INTIMATE

One jjablems^brum
A New Problem to Be Solved

T^RXEST and Alice, a childless couple, have brought a problem to the. Forum orient thewisdom of adopting 
one, or even two children. Alice is tensely keyed up and feels that with the advent of the children into her 

home, all her troubles, both mental and emotional, will end. Her husband, on the other hand, considers it a 
passing fancy and not really a desire to bring happiness into the life of some poor waif.

They ask you, our readers, to help them solve this question and promise to be guided by your opinions. Their 
letters will be found beginning on page 10.

The Decision in the Case of Ed and Olga

THE problem of Ed and Olga, told in the April 
issue, must be one which many couples are facing 
today, because the response was unusually enthus­

iastic. Thousands of our readers wrote of their experiences 
in the matter of installment buying.

Olga wishes to purchase a radio on time payment, 
while her husband argues that cash down is cheapest and 
wisest in the end. Our readers give logical reasons on both 
sides, but most of them seem to agree with Olga that the 
pleasure derived from owning the 
article compensates for a slight 
addition to the cost. They argue 
that big business is carried on on a 
credit basis, and the home is, in a 
small way, a business.

First Prize Letter
My dear, Mrs. Willman:

It is not surprising that Ed and 
Olga have had difficulty in deciding 
what attitude they should take to­
ward installment buying. The 
question of whether or not we 
should take advantage of deferred 
payment plans, and the effect of 
such buying on the family purse 
and national prosperity has, for a 
number of years, been a topic for 
discussion among bankers and 
financiers.

Most of the arguments, however, 
seem to indicate that Olga is right 
in urging her husband to buy a 
radio, furniture, and perhaps other 
household equipment and furnish­
ings, by making a down payment, 
with the balance on “easy terms.”

No one can tell Ed and Olga, or 
any other couple, whether to buy the radio without know­
ing more about the amount of money they have to spend, 
the amount they owe, if any, and what other obligations 
and responsibilities they have. I can, I am sure, give 
them some worth-while thoughts about installment 
buying.

I wonder if Ed and Olga ever stopped to realize that 
when the Government, or any business concern, issues 
bonds that it is, in reality, buying on the installment plan?

Have You a Problem?
£1OMETIMES there is nothing 

better than being given an 
opportunity to tell some 

one else the things that are 
weighing on your mind.

If you are confronted by a 
problem that you do not seem 
to be able to solve, why not 
write to Mrs. Helen Willman, 
who is conducting True Story's 
Intimate Home Problems 
Forum, and let our readers tell 
you what they think?

So sit down today and tell us 
about your problem, and here 
on this page under Mrs. Will­
man’s sympathetic guidance, 
let us talk it over together.

Every month True Story of­
fers three prizes, of $15, $10, and 
$5, for the three best letters of 
advice to those whose problems 
are presented in these pages.

I wonder if they remember all the Liberty Loan drives 
during the war? The Government was simply buying the 
use of money—which it is paying back on installments. 
Suppose the Government had said, “We will save our 
money, little by little each year, and when we get enough 
to meet our needs then we will enter the war.” What would 
have been the result? Buying on the installment plan is 
the first principle of successful business.

Cities, states and business houses, however, have a limit 
placed upon the bonds they can 
issue. A certain sum, determined 
by the wealth of the concern, is all 
that it is safe for them to borrow. 
It’s the same way with Ed and 
Olga, and all the rest of us. It is 
perfectly safe and wise for us to 
buy some things on the installment 
plan—but there’s a limit beyond 
which we cannot go with safety.

Ed and Olga can afford that 
radio, I am sure. They are per­
fectly safe in buying some things 
on the installment plan. Their 
only problem is: How much can 
they afford to buy, with safety, on 
the installment plan?

RECENTLY I read a most 
interesting article on this 

subject. It appeared in the Feb­
ruary issue of the Nation’s Business 
and was written by that most 
human newspaper editor, W. O. 
Saunders.

Under the title, “I’ve Gotten 
Ahead by Installment Buying,” 
this is what he said:

“Pretty much everything I have 
in life, including my wife and my 

spiritual outlook, I owe to the deferred payment plan.
“I am persuaded that I never would have captured the 

handsome and helpful wife who has stuck by me through 
thick and thin for a quarter of a century if it hadn’t been 
for the installment jewelry house that enabled me to make 
her a gift of a piece of jewelry that she wanted very early 
in my courtship.

“Having married the dear girl, we should have lived in 
a boarding house the rest of our days (Continued on page 8)



Society simply wont 

stand for Indelicate AM) men

There are many uses of this wonderful, 
scientific powder! Use it after your bath.

natural function of the pores, Amolin ac­
tually counteracts the odors as soon as 
they are formed. And it protects, rather 
than harms, your silken underclothes.

This Personal Deodorant 
has many uses

1 Always use Amolin under the 
arms when dressing for any 

social activity

As quick as a wink, a few 
sprinkles of Amolin will guard

as you dress, put it in your slippers—you 
can be free with its use for it is harmless 
and not at all costly! It is pleasant to

2 The most fastidious women 
use Amolin after the bath 

all over the body

your freshness and wholesome­
ness all day long!

AS SOON as you step from your bath, 
• while the delicious glow of the towel 

is still upon you, throw under your arms a 
light coating of Amolin.

For Amolin is a delicate deodorizer sans

smell—but its odor is gone as soon as it 
touches you! For Amolin does not cover 
up one odor with another, but neutralizes 
all personal odors as they arise!

So, go dancing, go shopping, swing your 
arms in golf or tennis, do a day’s work in a 
hot office, for Amolin used after your bath 
or sprinkled in your underclothes will pro­
tect you all day long! 3 Amolin protects delicate lin­

gerie and. keeps elastic girdles 
fresh and sweet

reproche. It does not cover 
up odors but absorbs them 
as they arise all day long! 
It is the clean, fastidious 
way of disbarring from so­
ciety the slightest trace of 
offensive personal odor.

Without smothering the

H Amolin
in two sizes—30£ and 60<jt

THE NORWICH PHARMACAL CO., Dept.F-79 
Norwich, N. Y.
or 193 Spadina Ave., Toronto

Enclosed is io£. Please send me the generous test 
can of Amolin.

Name......................................................................................

Address...................................................................................



Home Problems Forum
{Continued from page 6)

if it hadn't been for the installment 
furniture dealer. I could never have 
saved up enough money to furnish a house 
or a flat outright.

“Today I contemplate my chattels: 
A fairly good library; a comfortably 
furnished home; a reproducing piano; an 
all-electric radio receiver; a sporty six- 
cylinder automobile; an electric refrig­
erator; an electric range; all bought on 
deferred payments.”

My personal experience has been very 
much like that of Mr. Saunders, except 
that he has many more “chattels” (all of 
which I did not list) than I.

Just now I am buying a car on the in­
stallment plan. This car I need in my 
work. I make payments by the month.

Just the other day 1 said to my wife, 
“We will have this car paid for in a short 

'time, and never know we bought it, so 
far as missing the money is concerned.” 
We are also about to make the last pay­
ment on our home. This, you will 
remember, Ed approved.

As I look around our home I find that 
we bought most of our furniture on the 
installment plan. We also bought the 
gas stove by making monthly payments. 
And the typewriter with which I am writ­
ing this letter I obtained by paying two 
dollars down and the balance monthly.

Ed need not fear installment buying, 
provided that he stays within a conser­
vative margin, just as his home town 
must do if it issues bonds.

P. W. C.

Second Prize Letter
Dear Mrs. Willman:

1 want to say to Olga and Ed that their 
problem of cash versus the installment 
plan is a serious problem to most married 
couples, and Ed need not think that it is 
peculiar to his home. The determination 
to live within one’s income is wise indeed, 
and saves us from a multitude of troubles; 
but my own experience, extending over a 
good many years, will bear me out in 
saying that we can live within the range 
of our income and have some of the 
pleasures we crave at the same time.

I am about twenty years older than my 
wife, which makes me very careful about 
taking on obligations that run into the 
future. For a long time, we lived accord­
ing to Ed’s frugal plan of buying nothing 
unless we had the cash to pay for it. 
We found, however, that although we had 
no debts, we were missing most of the 
satisfaction that our friends were getting 
out of life by buying the things they 
wanted on the installment plan and for­
getting to worry, in the excitement and 
fun of enjoying the very things they 
wanted at the time when they wanted 
them.

Ed must not overlook the fact that 
good business uses the elastic power of 
credit to the limit which prudence per­
mits. Otherwise, working capital is not 
used to the fullest advantage. It is good 
business for a man to establish his rating 
as a good credit risk. Then when the 
dreadful things which Ed fears happen, 
he will find his credit a first aid in the hour 
of trouble.

The running of a home is the biggest 
business of any nation. To do it success­
fully, just as good financial and economic 
principles must be used as are employed 
effectively in the best business institu­
tions. The greatest of these is credit.

The family budget can be so arranged 
that it will include a monthly payment 
on the radio or the typewriter. (As a 
matter of fact, the machine on which I am 
writing was bought on this plan for the 
special purpose of writing this letter.)

We bought our radio that way and have 
found that we have never had to defer a 
payment and have not actually missed 
the money, not because the income was 
large, but because it was provided for 
in the budget. If we had paid cash, we 
would never have laid down $175 all at 
one time, and so would have missed all 
the pleasure and enlightenment which 
we have got from our radio.

After all, when the closing scene of life 
sets in, and we take stock of the worth-

Plagiarism
QTORIES have been submitted 

to Macfadden Publications 
which are copies of stories that 
have appeared in other magazines.

Any one submitting a plagia­
rized story through the mail, and 
receiving and accepting remunera­
tion therefor, is guilty of a Federal 
offense in using the mails to de­
fraud.

The publishers of True Story 
are anxious—as are all reputable 
publishers—to stamp out this form 
of literary theft and piracy, and 
are advising all magazines from 
which such stories have been 
copied of such plagiarism, and are 
offering to co-operate with the 
publishers thereof to punish the 
guilty persons.

Notice is hereby given to all 
who have submitted stories that 
the same must be original and 
true.

while things we possess or have done, may 
it not well be that we shall find the biggest 
things in our life were not the dividends 
of cash that we hoarded and denied our­
selves to save? They may be the divi­
dends of satisfaction yielded by the glad 
eyes and happy smiles of someone dear 
to us because we had bought a few of the 
pleasures of life at the time when they 
were wanted, and while they yet had the 
power to stir the light of happiness in 
tired eyes.

Such high dividends are open to Ed by a 
prudent use of the installment plan of 
purchasing happiness. The durable sat­
isfactions of life lie along this wav.

F. T. R.

Third Prize Letter
Dear Mrs. Willman:

I have just finished reading the letters 
of Olga and Ed in the Home Problems 

Forum, and have put aside everything 
else to write this message to Olga in the 
hope that my experience may save her 
from making the fatal mistake of incurring 
a debt, even the smallest.

I am even now, after a heartbreaking 
struggle of over five years to get straight 
with my creditors, in financial bondage 
because of debts contracted innocently 
and in good faith.

Until seven years ago my husband was 
junior partner in a good firm. His busi­
ness provided an income sufficient to 
cover all necessities, some luxuries and a 
little travel, for our small family of three. 
We had a little girl three years old, and were 
a happy, normal and contented family.

'T'HEN a financial crash, due to combine, 
A came and the firm in which my husband 

was partner was ruined; practically over­
night. A few months later, his health 
broke under the strain and gradually our 
home and most of our possessions went 
to pay doctors’ and hospital bills.

We moved into a small flat. Through 
friends I secured an office position at a 
fairly decent salary. Because of my hus­
band’s ill health I assumed the reins of 
management and if I had kept my head 
then and gone without what we could 
not pay cash for, our family would still be 
together; in modest circumstances, no 
doubt, but happy.

I had always been used to nice things 
and loved them; I really hadn't much idea 
of just how far money would go. I looked 
upon our reverses as only temporary, and 
reasoned about our problems just the way 
Olga does; that we could buy and enjoy 
things while paying for them. My hus­
band pleaded with me not to buy things I 
could not pay for but I overruled his 
better judgment and I know now that 
worry over these things seriously retarded 
his recovery.

Now we are a divided family, and do­
mestic happiness is no more.

Looking back now I realize that when 
I signed my first installment contract 
for a phonograph and fifty records, I 
mortgaged my personal freedom and peace 
of mind, and betrayed the family depend­
ing on me for protection.

I bought other things on the same plan, 
and in less than a year my creditors were 
like hungry wolves, each month waiting at 
my very desk to divide my salary check, 
always threatening that if I failed to meet 
my payments, they would garnishee my 
salary which would have meant instant 
dismissal from the company by which I 
was employed. Would they take back 
the things and cancel the debts? No, 
they would not. They wanted the money 
only. They even worried my husband, 
who was an invalid, in our small flat.

I am still paying for things that I have 
long since learned to hate. Three dollars 
here, five dollars there, and so on, with the 
result that I have nothing left out of my 
salary with which to meet the current 
month’s expenses which, in turn, become 
debts.

No, dear Olga, nothing in all the world 
has a more pernicious, far-reaching and 
blasting result than debt. It will build 
a wall of mistrust, fear and discord be-



tween you and your loved one—even your | 
own Ed.

After all, what is a radio or any other 
material thing, compared to even one 
hour of home peace and happiness sac­
rificed? You can always buy a radio 
when you have saved the money, but you 
can never bring peace and harmony back 
into your home once the debt collector 
has driven them out.

Don’t let the shadow of debt fall be­
tween you and all that is really worth­
while; and there are so many beautiful 
things to enjoy, if the heart is only free 
from worry to enjoy them.

Mrs. P. G.

Excerpts For
A radio in the home means not only 

amusement, but education. Its impor­
tance in value makes it an essential. 
Broad-minded concerns have realized this.

Byron H.

As a matter of fact, there is little dif­
ference in the actual technique of budget­
ing yourself for a radio, or budgeting the 
payment of the installment to some one 
else.

Mrs. R. D.

I have noticed how courteously a 
customer is treated who uses the install­
ment plan. Not only will you receive 
prompt delivery, but if you have any 
complaint, the seller will be willing to 
listen to you.

Mrs. C. S. B.

Excerpts Against
That same “slick salesman” who has 

been so anxious to sell for a small sum 
down, does not forget when the next in­
stallment is due.

They know their business, whether it 
is selling or collecting. That is how they 
earn their salaries. The humiliation of 
being called upon to pay a debt when 
there is no money to pay with and the 
following threats by letter, in person or 
over a public telephone, are enough to 
discourage one, unless one is in the game, 
hardened to it, and doesn’t care. The 
whole family is liable to suffer from such 
an experience.

Bertha E. N.

.... This went on for a while and then I 
became sick and had to quit work until 
after the baby came. That was the be­
ginning of the end in many ways. My 
husband managed for a short while to 
keep all of the payments up, but our ex­
penses were increasing, and I had to buy 
many things that were unnecessary 
before. The result was that we lost the 
piano and the money we had paid on it. 
More than two hundred dollars gone!

Mrs. Bettie A.

Our cities issue bonds (bearing interest1) 
to raise money for improvements. Then 
they tax the people to raise the money 
to pay off the bonds and the interest. 
Why don’t they tax the people, raise the 
money beforehand and thus save paying 
interest? They could do it. How we do 
squeal if asked to pay a cent or two more 
for a loaf of bread or a quart of milk, and 
then placidly pay two or three times over

Men who work
with their HANDS ... 

Make the BEST Draftsmen

Drafting is Logically Your Next Move!
Of course you realize the biggest handicap to mechanical work 
is that you’re limited in earning capacity to the output of 
your two hands, as long as you live. Even the skilled mechanic 
earning $50 to $60 a week has reached his limit. He can never

and We’ll Back Them 
with this GUARANTEE of a 
Draftingjob and Raise!

WE are looking for more ambitious young 
fellows with factory, building-trade or any /|w 
other kind of mechanical experience to pre- /W 

pare for and place in well-paid Drafting positions. fw ft 
Such men, we find, are unusually successful as f 13 
Draftsmen, because they know how things are done, \
and that’s a priceless asset to the man who makes 
the blueprint plans. For there’s a great deal more 
to Drafting than “mechanical drawing” and reading 
blueprints. The real jobs, those paying $50 to $100 
a week, give you a chance to cash in on your entire 
past mechanical experience. Get in touch with me and 
I’ll tell you how.

earn more and when he gets old he will earn less So I don’t 
blame any man for wanting to get away from this futureless 
outlook. For wanting to get into something where he can use 
his head as well as his hands—where he will be paid for 
what he knows instead of only for what he does.

You know enough about blueprints to understand that 
PLANS govern every move in factory and construction job. 
The Draftsman who makes them is several jumps ahead of 
the workman who follows them. And so I want you to know 
that DRAFTING is a logical, natural PROMOTION from 
mechanical and building work—better-paid, more interesting 
—just the kind of work you’d enjoy doing.

Get My NO-RISK Plan
The way to a fine Drafting job for you—is easier than you think. 
It takes no “artistic talent’’ or advanced education. Thousands of 
men no smarter than you. with no more education or ability have 
learned it quickly and you can, too. With the cooperation of some 
of the biggest employers and engineers in the U. S. we have worked 
out a plan to prepare you for Drafting work in your spare time at 
home—to actually place you In a fine position and to raise your 
pay. Backed by the guarantee shown above to refund the 
small cost, if we fail. Mail the coupon and I’ll be glad to tell you 
all about this life-time chance to get into Drafting.

THE AMERICAN SCHOOL
DEPT. DB-63, DREXEL AVE. AND 58th ST., CHICAGO, ILLo

I
I American School* Dept. DB-63, 
। Drexel Ave. & 58th St., Chicago, III.

Please send free and without the slightest obligation 
I 3 Drafting lessons, 36-page book about the opportunities 
J in Drafting and your Guarantee to get me a Drafting 
I Job and a Raise.

IV ame..........................................................................................................

St. No.............................................

City................................................................................ State..................

Age.......................... Occupation............................................................
-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------1

“Only one other man and I, of six 
taking California State Board exam­
ination for Architect passed. Then I 
realized the thorough and practical 
training given by American School. 
In 18 months I have gone from tracer 
to Chief Draftsman, in charge of all 
architectural and engineering work 
in one of the oldest offices here.’’ 
R. L. WARREN, Los Angeles, Calif.

"When I started American School 
training in the Spring of 1915 I was 
working 14 hours anight, seven nights 
a week. That Fall I got a job in the 
Engineering Dept, of a large firm 
near here. Today I work 5 Y days a 
week and my salary is larger than I 
ever dreamed of when I began that 
course in Mechanical Drafting.’’ 
B. H. SEA VERNS, South Bend, Ind.

DRAFTING LESSONS 
^ACTUALLY FREE

To Show You How Interesting 
and Simple Drafting is „ . .

I wish I had the room here to tell you all about 
DRAFTING—how it has become the most im­
portant branch of every kind of manufacturing and 
construction work—how fascinating the work is 
—what a fine bunch of fellows Draftsmen are, the 
big salaries paid—how while Drafting is white­
collar office work, it is closely hooked-up with big 
projects and big men. All that takes a 36-page book 
to tell and I’ll be glad to send it to you free, and in 
addition I want to send you the first three lessons 
of our home-training so you can see how you’ll like 
the work and how simple it is to learn. Coupon brings 
everything—mail it right away.



Only solidweeks.
normal tissue remains. 
The Weil Reducing .Belt 
is endorsed by physicians 
because it not only takes off 
fat, but helps correct stomach 
disorders, constipation, back­
ache, shortness of breath and 
puts sagging internal organs 
back into place.

Special 10-Day Trial Offer
Send no money. Write for detailed description and 

testimonials from delighted users. Write at once. 
Special 10-day trial offer. The Weil Co., 1027 Hill Street, 
New Haven, Connecticut.

This new self-massaging 
belt not only makes you 
look thinner INSTANTLY 
■—but quickly takes off rolls 
of excess fat.
TAIET is weakening — drugs 
-L>' are dangerous — strenuous 
reducing exercises are liable to 
strain your heart. The only 
safe method of reducing is 
massage. This method sets 
up a vigorous circulation that 
seems to melt away the surplus 
fat. The Weil Reducing Belt, 
made of special reducing rub­
ber, produces exactly the 
same results as a skilled 
masseur, only quicker and 
cheaper. Every move you 
make causes the Weil 
Belt to gently massage 
your abdomen. Re­
sults are rapid because 
this belt works for 
you every second.
Fat Replaced by 

Normal Tissue
From 4 to 6 inches 
of flabby fat usually 
vanish in just a few

The Weil Company., 1027 Hill Street, New Haven, Conn.
Gentlemen: Please send me complete description 

of the Weil Scientific Reducing Belt, and also your 
Special 10-day Trial Offer.

’ame.
Address.
City. .State.

GO INTO BUSINESS
tern Specialty Candy Factory” in your community. We 
furnish everything. Money making opportunity unlimited. Either men 
or women. Big Candy Booklet Free. Write for it today. Don’t put it offl 
W. HILLYER RAGSDALE Drawer 39 EAST ORANGE, N. J.

Learn in few months to make plates, crowns, bridges, 
etc., for dentists. No books. Day or night schools in 
Chicago, Detroit, Cleveland, Boston, Philadelphia.

WRITE FOR FREE BOOK
McCarrie School of Mechanical Dentistry
1338 S. Michigan Avenue Dept. 288 Chicago, HL

2 BUNDLES
$ 8 O
5YDS FREE ALSO 
t A PAIR SCISSORS,

IMPRESS GOODS
v rrr’^iv------------- also--------------------- - 4k 4k
™^bargaini-this month 4|96

• spEciAiEvn.enrE V._

ingham Prints,Percales, Voile 
f Shirtings,DressPrints,Crepes,etc 
■ DIRECT TO YOU AT A BIG SAVING- 

4 yards or more of each. The very 
newest and latest popular patterns. 
Our finest quality. New assorted colors. 
SEND NO MONEY
few cents delivery charge. 25 yd. bundle 
$2.40 postpaid, money with order. 
Guarantee monev back if not satisfied.

DIANA DRESS GOODS CO.
1434 N. Wells St. Dept. 569, Chicago

What Did She. Do to 
Win Him
So many charming girls 
had failed to attract him. 
that people thought he’d 
■nsvex marry. Then he met tF/zjp 
this girl. She had read u 
“Fascinating Womanhood,” a 
remarkable new book which 
shows how any woman can multi­
ply her attractiveness by using the simple laws of 
man’s psychology and human nature. She could just 
as easily have fascinated any other man. You. too, 
can enjoy the worship and admiration of men, and 
be the radiant bride of the man of your choice. Write 
your name and address on margin and mail to us with 
10 cents and a booklet telling you all about this new 
book will be sent postpaid

THE PSYCHOLOGY PRESS
4865 Easton Ave., St. Louis, Mo., Dept. 79G 

for our city improvements because of 
interest!

Dr. M. F. R.

The New Problem
Alice, the Wife, Writes:

Dear Mrs. Willman:
My husband and I have been married 

almost eleven years and so far have not 
been blessed with any children. As long 
as there was hope, I found some solace 
but recently it was clearly proved that 
such hope was groundless, and I fear I am 
becoming despondent and melancholy, 
longing for the love and companionship 
of a child.

We are in fair circumstances; I can 
have almost anything I want. But as 
time goes on, the lonesomeness and futility 
of my life seems to threaten my reason. 
My husband’s business is such that it 
takes him away from home for two or 
three months at a time. During these 
periods everything seems drab—especial­
ly so, as I have no relatives of any kind; 
no early childhood friends.

I have no resentment towards the 
town we live in. I like it. Its people 
are very nice but, to me, they just repre­
sent neighbors. I am tired of going to the 
matinee, playing bridge, and visiting. 
I have joined every club within a radius 
of fifty miles of our town; have done 
social service work; served on committees; 
attended church festivals; arranged 
bazaars, rummage sales; read “papers” 
at literary meetings. But none of these 
activities has filled that aching void. 
Maternity seems to be my instinct. When 
I am alone, I often sit and day-dream, 
seeing children run about the house, 
coming to me with their never-ending 
questions, calling me to attend to their 
every childish want and need. What 
an awakening and how blank the house 
looks!

My reason for writing you is not to 
worry you with my troubles, but to ask 
your advice on my very newest idea and 
what I consider the only solution to this 
difficulty. This also has the distinction 
of being the first and only subject that 
has brought an expression of displeasure 
from my husband. I want to adopt one, 
or perhaps two children.

I am sure his objection is not based on 
monetary consideration because he is 
most generous; besides, I have a small in­
come of my own which I have never been 
called upon to use—this I think would 
be a wonderful use for it, especially since 
it is really gratifying my own wish.

My husband has maintained the idea 
that in this particular instance I manifest 
a degree of selfishness. Well, then, if I

Prize Winners in the March, 1929 
TRUE Story Criticism Contest

First Prize $50.00 
Mrs. Richard G. Schlief 

Fargo, N. D.

Third Prize $15.00
Mr. Jack Shannon 

Oakland, Calif. 

adopt one or two children, which I am 
more than willing to do, do you not think 
that the efforts I will have to put forth 
in their care will leave me very little time 
to commiserate with myself?

Another contention of my husband’s 
is that the children may not turn out 
satisfactorily. That is true; that is quite 
possible. But who knows whether my 
ancestry or that of my husband is ab­
solutely free from taint? Cannot one’s 
own children develop abnormalities? I 
am not very well informed on the prin­
ciples of heredity, but I do believe that 
with a fairly good environment one can 
overcome or at least improve any defects 
due to heredity. At all events, even if 
there are hardships in the rearing, there 
are sufficient joys to compensate.

However, I feel that I have gained a 
point when my husband has consented to 
discuss it with you. I realize that he has 
much more education than I have, and 
has a keener insight into the essentials of 
life. If the final analysis of this affair is 
against me, I shall accept the decision, 
not with resignation but with true sports­
manlike spirit. Of course I understand 
that you cannot sway the decisions but I 
have a feeling that, somehow you, and 
your—or shall I say our?—readers will 
help me.

j Alice

Ernest, the Husband, Writes:
Dear Mrs. Willman:

My wife, as you have no doubt noticed, 
is quite emotional. I grant that a child 
may help her, but how about the child? 
Never, in all her urgings has she offered 
one advantage for the child.

She cannot really be considered a 
selfish person yet in this particular 
instance, her chief motif has been self. 
She is unhappy; she feels she is in danger 
of losing her reason, she is lonely, her life 
is drab, et cetera.

The realities of parenthood are stern; 
particularly those of vicarious parenthood 
and have no room for sentimentalities 
concerning golden-haired, blue-eyed doll­
babies. Babies do have a habit of getting 
sick, being naughty and other real facts 
that have to be faced.

During our marriage we have made 
certain adjustments to each other, have 
learned to respect each other’s likes and 
dislikes, comforts and discomforts. I’ll 
admit we have pampered each other a bit. 
Now then, how will we stand up against 
this new discomfort, this invasion of an 
established privacy? There may also 
enter a feeling of jealousy on the part of 
one or the other for the attention given 
the baby.

(Continued on page 12)

Second Prize $25.00
Miss Georgia Ridge 

Clarence, Mo.

Fourth Prize $10.00
Rev. Ira Freeman 
Pittsburgh, Pa.



HE THOUGHT:
"How absolutely 

lovely she is 
tonight! ”

SHE THOUGHT:
How glad I am 
I ivashed my hair 
and changed to 
this fresh dress!”

ReaZ cleanliness is the greatest beauty secret!
What is it that puts high-lights in your 
hair... glints of gold or copper? What 
is it gives your skin the vivid pink­
ness that even great painters find diffi­
cult to get on canvas? What is it that 
transforms the simplest summer frock 
... makes it charming?

The answer, of course, is real clean­
liness.

It isn’t that we do not know these 
things. The question is, do we make 
use of this great aid to beauty as much 
as we might and should?

What doctors say about 
shampooing

The dryest hair is oily enough to catch 
the dirt that flies everywhere. As this 
grime kills hair luster, why let it 
accumulate?

Authorities advise a thorough sham­
poo every two weeks . . . and oftener 
when a hair dressing is used, when you 
perspire freely, when your hair is nat­
urally oily, when in work or play your 
head is exposed to more dust and dirt 
than is usual. And remember, any 
good toilet soap is a good shampoo soap. 

Don’t fail, either, to wash your comb 
and brush thoroughly every few days.

Wash your face the 
only '"best” way

The skin, also, is invisibly oily and 
dirt-catching . . . and water alone will 
not remove this film. Soap, the real 
cleanser, is needed.

Skin specialists say that creams and 
powders, when used as a substitute for 
soap and water, increase rather than 
lessen the possibility of blackheads 
and "shiny nose”. They call soap and 
water "the most valuable agent we 
have for keeping the skin of the face 
normal and healthy”.

Elborvs, underwear and 
finger nails

Are your elbows dark and roughened? 
Then brush them every night with 
warm soapy water and see this unlove­
liness gradually disappear.

If you aren’t able to manage as many 
professional manicures as you would 
like, soap-scrub your nails once a day 
with a stiff brush, and push the cuticle 
back with the towel while drying. You’ll 
find that except for occasional shaping 
and polishing, little else is needed.

From stockings and underwear to 
dresses, scarfs, gloves, etc., there’s only 
one safe rule about your clothing: any­
thing that is doubtful is definitely too 
soiled to wear.

The kind of beauty 
called rfelusive”

Other people know when we do and 
do not take baths. Other people notice 
when the attention we give to cleanli­
ness is the 100% and constant kind.

Isn’t "daintiness” just another name 
for being clean? . . . and "elusive” 
beauty, probably mostly extra cleanli­
ness? ... of body, face, hands, hair, 
clothing, and all the many little details?

Published by the Association of American Soap and Glyc­
erine Producers, Inc., to aid the work of CLEANLINESS 
INSTITUTE, 45 East 17th Street, NewYork.



GET ON „
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PAYROLL
Steady Lite

JOBS
Men-Women 

18 to 50
to $3400 
YEAR

$1260
PICK YOUR JOB

RAILWAY POSTAL CLERK
Railway Postal Clerks have a yearly vacation of 15 working days 

(about 18 days). They travel on a pass when on business and see the 
country. When away from home they get allowance for hotel.

CITY MAIL CARRIERS, POST OFFICE CLERKS
They also have 15 days' paid vacation. City residence is unnecessary.

GOVERNMENT CLERK
(Open to men and women 18 or over)

Pleasant clerical and filing work in the. various government depart­
ments at Washington, D. C., and other cities throughout the country.

GET FREE LIST OF POSITIONS
Fill out the coupon. Tear it off and mail it today—
DO IT NOW—This investment of two cents for a postage stamp may 

get you a Government Job.

FRANKLIN INSTITUTE,
Dept. S 231. Rochester, N. Y.

Rush to me, free of charge (l)Ja full description of the position checked 
below. (2) Free Copy of 32-page book, "JHow to Get a U. S. Govern­
ment Job"; (3) A list of the U. S. Government Jobs now obtainable:
□ Railway Postal Clerk_____________  ($1900-$2700)
□ Postoffice Clerk_____________ . ... ($1700-$2300)
□ City Mail Carrier..^__________________ ($1700-$2100)
□ Rural Mail Carrier____________________ ($2100-$3300)
□ General Government Clerk____ _____ ($1260-$2100)
□ Prohibition Agent—Investigator._ _ . ($2300-$3400)

(Continued from page 10)
Is it not just possible that her intense 

desire for a child is just a compensatory 
feeling for her failure to bear one, in 
which case again, she is the primary 
consideration?

I am still under the impression that if 
her feeling of self were not so dominant; 
she could have found sufficient outlet in 
any one or two of the activities she men­
tioned; besides there are any number of 
poor neighborhood children whose moth­
ers are forced to work who would welcome 
a little mothering. She does not want 
that sort of impersonal contact.

It may be unconscious on her part, but 
I cannot see where she is concerned with 
the ultimate good of the child as compared 
with her own joy. This does not make for 
parenthood.

Perhaps Providence has taken 
this means of showing us our un­
fitness.

I quite agree with my wife that one’s 
own children may prove less of a comfort 
and blessing than one is usually led to 
anticipate—but that is one’s own flesh 
and blood, take it or leave it, it is your 

own and there are no harassing thoughts 
creeping into your mind as to whose 
abnormalities you are trying to overcome.

However, I am open to conviction and 
if our readers and friends can show me, 
from their own experiences, that I am 
wrong or perhaps unduly concerned, I will 
submit with as much grace as my wife 
says she will.

Ernest.

What is your opinion?
For the best letter on this subject we 

•will pay $15, for the second best $10, and 
for the third best $5.

All letters must be in this office by noon, 
July 1. Prizes will be awarded by August 1. 
We will publish the winning letters in 
an early issue of the magazine.

Do you like the Home Problems Forum? 
Have you any suggestions for making its 
appeal of even wider interest? Remember, 
this is where the vast True Story family 
can talk over its problems freely and be 
sure always of sympathetic listeners and 
wise counsel.

(Mrs.) Helen Willman

Name..................................  •

Use This Coupon Before You Mislay It.

BE A DETECTIVE
Work home or travel. Experience unnecessary.
DETECTIVE Particulars FREE. Write NOW to
GEORGE B. WAGNER, 2190 Broadway, N. Y.

[///^Genuine $AQA
Set in 14 KJ.
Solid Gold Rings

NO INSTALMENTS TO PAY 
Nothing like it offered before. Beau­
tiful guaranteed 14K. solid gold rings 

set with genuine diamonds only $4.98.. In­
stalment houses charge $25.00 for same rings. 

Buying direct you save the dealers’.profit. Re­
member these are genuine diamonds set in solid 14K. 

gold rings at only $4.98. Send no money. State ring 
and size wanted. Pay on delivery $4.98
JENKINS, 683 Broadway, New York, Dept. 7-X-30

The Truth About 
Men Past40/1 f

Thousands of men past 40 have lost 
their health and strength—and don’t 
know the cause. They suffer frequent, 
night rising, chronic constipation, 
backache, foot and leg pains, sciatica, 
nervousness, mental depression, etc. 
Many think it is approaching old 
age. Others wrongly attribute their 
trouble to bladder and kidney. This FREE!is sometimes a dangerous mistake.
Science has discovered the real trouble is often prostate
gland failure—a grave affliction. But an amazing new 
drugless home gland treatment has been perfected that 
thousands of users say has brought swift, permanent relief, 
and quickly restored normal activity. So amazing in results 
that the inventor sends it on Trial. Write today for facts and free book 
of startling truths about men past 40. W. J Kirk, President, 3119 
Morris Ave., Steubenville, Ohio.

Stranger than Fiction
(Continued from page 4)

“At last she persuaded me to get this 
news stand for her. She had helped father 
all her life and wanted to be busy. Be­
sides, she said, this way she could see me 
every day. So I arranged it, got a little 
apartment for her near the office, and she 
was happy.

“She insisted that no one should be 
allowed to know that she was my mother. 
She even used her maiden name in all 
business deals.

“Somehow, she seemed to get a lot of 
pleasure out of the situation; the news 
stand proprietor being the mother of one 
of the wealthiest business men in the 
building. So I humored her. Now she is 
gone and it makes no difference. I guess 
it was a strange sort of a situation.”

Again he was looking out of the window. 
The little ship had passed out of sight. 
He had forgotten me Quietly I slipped 
out of the office and toward an elevator.

Retribution
As I remember it, it was back in the 

early part of 1900 somewhere, that I had 
the following interesting experience.

I was a passenger then, on one of the 
old line steamships which plied between 
San Francisco and Panama. The pas­
sengers were then being transported 
across the Isthmus by slow moving trains 
to the waiting steamer at Colon. It was 
at the time when the de Lesseps machines 
for dredging the big canal were rusting in 
the trenches which they had plowed and 
failed to complete.

We were on our way to New York City, 
my mother, my sister and I.

A’young man who said he was a medical 
student, on his way to complete his edu­
cation, was especially nice to me.

At one port, while our ship was being 

coaled, we went ashore in a native canoe 
for a few hours of sightseeing. As we 
rowed back to the waiting vessel my 
childish heart was much grieved to see 
this young man left alone on the shore.

Just as we weighed anchor and got 
under way, this same young man was seen 
on the beach, waving his coat and yell­
ing lustily.

I ran to my mother in grief and indigna­
tion, while she made inquiry about the 
matter.

We were informed that he “probably 
intended to be left.” It developed that 
it was the custom in those days for a 
“through ticket” to be bought, and then 
those who wished to stop at a South or 
Central American port, managed to be 
“left” at their intended destination, thus 
eluding the higher fare which was charged 
for the shorter trips.

There were other interesting passengers, 
of course, but my youthful fancy contin­
ued to center about this man and the inci­
dent for years. There were also, among 
the passengers, a Southern colonel, who 
always dressed in white flannel or pongee 
silk, wore a green-faced helmet and owned 
a coffee plantation at San Blas; Spanish 
“dons” who spent their days in siestas 
and smoking, and their nights in strum­
ming their guitars; a couple of American 
girls who, with their mother and father, 
were on their way to spend the winter in 
New York, and a young newspaper cor­
respondent who was most attentive to 
them. This young fellow, whose name 
was Calhoun, was also very nice to me. 
So with all this diversion, the incident of 
the “left passenger” became but a memory 
after a time, though I never quite forgot 
him, nor the unfortunate incident.

Some years later, after going through a 
(Continued on page 14)
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Have you heard of the truly immense sensation caused by our new super electrically recorded Records? They have a 
great big mellow tone, clear as crystal, which is absolutely unobtainable elsewhere. For example, take our superb 
songs and dances Carolina Moon, Rock Candy Mountain, Button Up Your Overcoat, Down Among the Sugar Cane, 
Hallelujah I’m a Bum, Sonny Boy, Wreck of the Old 97, Rainbow Round My Shoulder, Red Wing, Jigs and Reels, etc. 
We will positively guarantee that you have never heard records of this quality no matter what price you paid. They 
are literally miles ahead of old-style records.

The following list contains the “Cream” of our entire catalog. Every selection is a masterpiece of its kind. Noth­
ing but the best is included and we guarantee that you will not be disappointed. All records are in the standard ten- 
inch size with music on both sides and play on any phonograph. Send no money with your order. See coupon below 
for terms. All records are strictly on approval. Please act at once, as this is an introductory advertising price which 
may be discontinued shortly. Simply write catalog numbers of records you want on coupon below.

POPULAR SONGS
2446

4228

2471

2458

2432

4225

2456

2452

4131

2323

2381

4038

4118

2437

2453

4086

4133

4093

4119

4171

2398

2366

4135

Carolina Moon
Life Without You Is Just 

a Bubble
Hallelujah I’m a Bum 
Dying Hobo
Button Up Your Overcoat
I Wanna Sail Away With 

You
Wedding Bells
What D'ya Think of My 

Baby ?
Sonny Boy
Dancing ’Neath Dixie Moon 
Rock Candy Mountain 
Bill, You Done Me Wrong 
Love Tale of Alsace Lor­

raine
I Found Best Girl of All
All by Yourself in the 

Moonlight
Every Day
Wreck of the Old 97
Wreck of the Titanic
Get Away, Old Man, Get 

Away
Well. I Swan
Ford Has Made a Lady 

Out of Lizzie
Clancy’s Wooden Wedding 
Sleep. Baby, Sleep (Yodel) 
Roll On, Silvery Moon 
May I Sleep in Your Barn

Tonight
When I Saw Sweet Nellie 

Home
Rainbow Round My Shoul­

der
When You’re Not Here
Me and the Man in the 

Moon
Dancing With My Baby 
Floyd Collins' Fate 
Pickwick Club Tragedy 
Jesse James 
The Butcher Boy 
Little Brown Jug
You Can’t Tell Any More
Hand Me Down My Walk­

ing Cane
Captain Jinks
Red Wing
By Waters of Minnetonka 
Ramona
In Valley of Memory 
My Blue Heaven
Back of Every Cloud 
Rovin’ Gambler
Little Old Log Cabin in 

Lane

4226 Billy Richardson’s Last Ride 
Wreck of the 1256

4237 Murder of Little Marion 
Parker

Pardon Came Too Late
4174 Casey Jones

Waltz Me Around Again, 
Willie

4173 Boston Burglar
Cowboy’s Lament

4170 Gypsy’s Warning
Don’t You Remember

4167 Preacher and the Bear 
Sting of the Bumble Bee

4143 Girl I Loved in Sunny
Tennessee

I Wanna Fall in Love 
Again

4141 I Wish I Was Single Again 
If You Want to Find Love

2272 Rudolph Valentino
Little Rosewood Casket

2334 Terrible Mississippi Flood 
End of the Shenandoah

4151 After the Ball Was Over

1713 Button Up Your Overcoat 
He’s My Cousin Guisseppe 

1712 Lover Come Back to Me 
Emaline

1710 Down Among the Sugar 
Cane

Coal Black Blues
1703 Sweetheart of All My 

Dreams
Let’s Get Together

1585 All by Yourself in the 
Moonlight

Let's Pretend
1582 I'll Get By

What a Day
1587 Sweethearts on Parade

How Long Have You 
Waited?

INSTRUMENTAL

me:
4169 Where Silvery Colorado 

Wends Its Way
Everybody’s Mother Was 

Somebody's Pal
4172 Wreck of the Number Nine

Freight Wreck at Altoona
4178 Break the News to Mother

Bird in a Gilded Cage
4180 My Blue Ridge Mountain 

Home
Lane of My Dreams .

4208 Engineer’s Dying Child
Fatal Wedding

4209 Ob. Dem Golden Slippers
Kingdom Coming

4227 Climbing Up Those Golden 
Stairs

Lindy Lou
4239 Barbara Allen

Bury Me Not in the Lone 
Prairie

4250 Let Me Call You Sweet­
heart

Good Evening, Caroline

4068 Turkey in the Straw 
Arkansas Traveler

4161 Dixie Favorites (Banjo) 
Medley Southern Airs

4158 Old Time Jigs and Reels 
Favorite Barn Dances

4192 Whispering Hope 
Hearts and Flowers

4217 Irish Washerwoman 
Mrs. McLeod's Reel

4234 Dancing Doll
Sleeping Beauty Waltz

HAWAIIAN
4160 Sweet Hawaiian Kisses 

Blue Hawaiian Moon
4084 Aloha Land 

Honolulu Bay
4023 My Old Kentucky Home 

O Sole Mio
4009 Palakiho Blues

One, Two, Three, Four
4007 Aloha Oe

Kamehameha March

COMEDY
4230 Uncle Si at Village Barber 

Uncle Si and Hiram Swap­
ping Horses

TEAR OUT COUPON

4231 Flanagan at the Doctor’s 
Casey and Reilly Meet on 

Street
4004 Flanagan in a Restaurant 

Flanagan’s Married Life
4168 Jail Birds

Wedding Bells
4232 Button Buster (Laughing 

Record)
Common Bill

4255 Rufus Green Takes a Trip 
Greetings in Bingville

4257 Rufus Green at the Circus 
Rufus Green at the Huskin’ 

Bee
4256 Trial of Josiah Brown

Rufus Green at the School­
house

AND MAIL TODAY

(MUTUAL MUSIC CLUB

T. S. 47, 135 Dorchester Ave., Boston, Mass.

POPULAR DANCE
All With Vocal Chorus

1590 Carolina Moon
Talk About Heaven

1596 Wedding Bells
How Do I Know You Love 

Me?

SACRED
4075 Church in the Wildwood 

Voice of the Chimes
4069 When Roll Is Called Up

Yonder
Throw Out the Life Line

4091 The Old Rugged Cross 
Beyond the Clouds

4215 When They Ring the Gol­
den Bells

Is My Name Written 
There?

4240 De Gospel Train Am 
Cornin’

Jordan Am a Hard Road to 
Trabbel

BLUES
7023 John Henry Blues 

St. Louis Blues
7028 Varsity Drag

Sure Enough Blues
7037 Jim Town Blues 

Battleship Kate

You may send me on 10 days’ approval 10 records listed be­
low by catalog numbers. When the 10 records arrive, I will 
pay postman a deposit of only $1.98 (plus postage from factory) 
in full payment. I will then try the records 10 days in my 
own home, and if I am disappointed in them or find them in 
any way unsatisfactory, I will return them, and you agree 
to refund at once all that I have paid, including my postage 
expense for returning the records.

6

7

8

9

10

IMPORTANT

Write three substi­
tutes below to be 

---shipped only if oth- 
~ er records are out 
re of stock.

<u
•H 2.

3

Place cross mark in square at left if 
you wish three 10-cent packages of 
steel needles included in your order; 
recommended for these records.
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Address

City.

(Write Clearly)

State



Deformities 
of the Back 

Thousands of
Remarkable Cases

An old lady, 72 years of 
age, who suffered for many 
years and was absolutely 
helpless, found relief. A 
man who was helpless, un­
able to rise from his chair, 
was riding horseback and 
playing tennis within a 
year. A little child, para­
lyzed, was playing about

the house after wearing a Philo Burt Appliance 
three weeks. We have successfully treated ever 
fifty-seven thousand cases in the past 25 years.

30 DAYS’ TRIAL FREE
We will prove its value in your own case. There 
is no reason why you should not accept our 
offer. The photographs show how light, cool, 
elastic and easily adjusted 
the Philo Burt Appliance 
is—how different from the 
old torturous plaster, lea­
ther or steel jackets.

Every sufferer with a 
weakened or deformed spine 
owes it to himself to 
investigate thoroughly. 
Price within reach of all. 
Send For Our Free Book 
Describe your case; it will 
aid us in giving definite in­
formation at once.
PHILO BURT MFG. CO.

96-7 Odd Fellows Temple 
JAMESTOWN, N. Y.

THE DANCE
Dancing,. music and the stage—if you are 

interested in any or all of them you will be 
delighted with The Dance—one of Amer­
ica’s few really fine magazines. Pleasingly 
illustrated, printed with craftsmanship, the 
current issue will charm you with its artistry. 
At the news stands 35c or by the year $3.00.

M97JENKINS

Guaranteed 6 Jewel watch and new design 
elegant cigarette lighter in one. Watch is 
of excellent Swiss make, tested and ad- 
S* sd. Two years’ . written guarantee, 

ium dial—tells time in dark. Lighter 
is of sturdy construction and can be opened 
with one hand. Gives instant flame. Larpre fluid
capacity. Easily replaceable flints. Elegant 

$ leather covered case. SEND NO MONEY.
Pay on delivery $4.97 plus postage. Satisfaction 
guaranteed. JENKINS, 683 Broadway.
New York, Dept. 7-A-30

{Continued from page 12)
college course in the East, I returned to 
my native city, where I took up newspaper 
work. One day, in a cafe, I ran most 
unexpectedly into Mr. Calhoun, with his 
wife whom I immediately recognized as 
one of the young lady passengers of that 
memorable trip. After the customary 
greetings, we naturally dropped into talk­
ing of old times and recalling the passen­
gers of those days, one by one.

“Old Colonel Me N— is now dead,” 
I began.

“Yes,” replied Calhoun. “Then you 
remember him?”

“And so you two found happiness on 
that trip?” I remarked, smiling at them.

“But you?” queried Mrs. Calhoun.
“Are you not married?”

“No,” I hastened to say, “I have never 
forgotten the passenger we left behind, 
I guess.”

“The left passenger?” and Calhoun 
leaned forward. “You mean that young 
medico we dropped off at San Blas, that 
day?”

“Yes, that one,” I replied.
“Well,” continued Calhoun, “he got 

mixed up in our romance.”

NJY look of surprise made him laugh, 
x and he told me the following story:

“About the time of my trip down 
there, San Francisco was quite stirred 
up over a series of murders and the 
escape of the criminal, who had slipped 
out of the old Hall of Justice.

“You see, he had been found guilty of 
many attacks of the ‘Jack-the-Ripper’ 
sort on young women and was awaiting 
sentence. He successfully eluded the 
police and so was not hanged, as while 
awaiting trial he made his get-away.

“About five years later, my wife, then 
Miss M— and I decided to get married 
and settle down. For a honeymoon, 
neither of us could think of anything more 
enjoyable than to repeat our cruise of that 
other year. Accordingly, I engaged a 
stateroom on the same old steamer, and 
we planned to stop oft at the same ports 
as before. However, a tropical storm kept 
us from going ashore at San Blas, Mazat- 

lan or any other ports, until we reached 
Acapulco. Here a party was made up, 
consisting of the ship’s doctor and others, 
in the same old way.

“Mrs. Calhoun was in areal sight-seeing 
mood; wanted everything that she saw 
and I was in the humor to indulge her; 
although I drew the line at monkeys and 
parrots.

“We had been up to the top of the hill 
back of the old town, where we had en­
joyed an unsurpassed view. Lying below 
us was the century-old church, the same 
palm huts, and the tropical foliage 
stretching down to the beach. Our ship 
lay at anchor in plain sight in the little 
bay; while over her side could be seen the 
ceaseless stream of coal carriers, passing 
from the little canoes, just as in the old 
days.

“QUDDENLY we thought that we heard 
the warning whistle of ‘All aboard,’

and started down the path. The group of 
passengers, just ahead, called to us to see 
‘the house in the tree,’ as we passed down 
that way. My wife ran ahead and follow­
ing her with my eyes I now saw her stop 
and pet a fawn in the arms of a native. 
He was a tall, dark-skinned man dressed 
in the usual native costume of those days 
—a soiled, white suit resembling pajamas.

“As I approached he was leaning 
against the trunk of a very large tree and 
looked at me. Just then I was startled 
by the voice of the ship’s doctor who was 
a few rods ahead, saying, ‘Look out! 
That man is a leper.’

“I ran forward to draw Pauline away, 
but just as I reached them, the man looked 
me full in the face, then turned and ran 
with the speed of a monkey up the grass 
rope ladder to the little hut which was 
built in the tree.

“In that swift glance of but a moment, 
however, I recognized the face of the pas­
senger we had left behind that other trip 
and the countenance of the criminal for 
whom a nation wide search had been 
made.”

“Thus does romance step on the toes of 
justice,” I thought, as we left the cafe.
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Your choice of the 
World’s best type­
writers — Under­
wood, Remington, 
Royal, etc. — full 
size, Late mod el, 
completely rebuilt 
and refinished brand 
new. Prices smashed 
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$3,000.00 Each Month 
for True Stories

“In Every Life There Is a Dramatic True Story” 
Tell Yours and Earn a Handsome Reward

T
HE series of true story manuscript 
contests which ran in True Story 
Magazine during the year which 
ended on August 31st, 1928, wassograti- 

fyingly successful that it is a pleasure to 
announce that it has been decided to con­
tinue running such contests indefinitely.

Each month until further notice nine 
stories will be chosen, for which $3,000 
will be paid in amounts ranging from 
$1,000 down to $150, as shown by the 
accompanying schedule of prizes.

If you are familiar with the above men­
tioned series of contests, the improved 
features of the new series are obvious. 
With nine stories to be chosen each 
month and a materially increased prize 
appropriation, your chances for success 
are more than doubled.

If, on the other hand, you have not 
as yet submitted stories in any of the 
past contests conducted by True Story 
Magazine, there never was a time you 
could begin with greater hope of earn­
ing handsome cash awards than now.

Years ago Bernarr Macfadden, found­
er of True Story Magazine, said, “In 
every life there is at least one dramatic 
true story.” Upon that conviction True 
Story Magazine was founded. And the 
fact that today True Story is the most 
popular magazine in the world goes to 
prove how well Bernarr Macfadden had 
read the throbbing heart of humanity.

Your Great Opportunity
In your life there is a story that the 

world would read with bated breath if 
given the opportunity to do so.

We do not know what it is, but you 
do. It may be the story of a great love, 
or a great sacrifice, of success or failure, 
of glory or ruin, but whatever it is, it 
represents an emotional crisis in your life, 
or in the life of the person who lived it 
and, as such, is of absorbing interest to every 
human being.

And now True Story Magazine gives 
you the opportunity to tell it and, at the 
same time, realize a handsome sum of 
money. This without your identity being 
revealed, for during its entire career True 
Story has never published a story over a 
writer’s name, or revealed the identity of 
a writer, except with his or her express 
permission to do so.

Above all, do not hesitate to set your 
story down because you feel that you do 
not possess sufficient skill as a writer. 
During the past few years we have paid 
many thousands of dollars for stories to 
men and women who, until they had tried, 
thought they could not write.

Because of the character of this offer, 
every person having a real life experience 
to tell, no matter what his or her sphere

Prize Schedule
Each month of this contest nine prizes 
will be awarded as follows:
1st Prize $1,000
2nd Prize 600
3rd Prize 400
4th Prize, two of $200 each 400
5th Prize, four of $150 each 600

$w
in life, or degree of education, has equal 
opportunity to profit by this contest. Re­
member, the story is the thing that counts— 
not literary skill. Tell it naturally, simply, 
in your own words; just as it happened 
to you or to some one you know and the 
judges will consider it entirely upon its 
qualities as a story, i.e.—its power to hold 
the interest and its appeal to the human 
heart. If it contains the human quality 
we seek, it will receive preference over 
tales of less merit, no matter how cleverly, 
beautifully, or skillfully written they may 
be.

Each contest runs one month. Be sure, 
then, to get your story into our hands as soon 
as possible, for you yourself know it is hu­
man nature to procrastinate and many 
stories which might just as easily be entered 
in the current contest will probably not be 
filed until later. This, of course, mate­
rially improves the chances of those whose 
manuscripts are entered now.

Another thing, do not stop with sending 
in a single story. If in your life there 
have been several stirring episodes, if you 
know of soul-trying experiences that have 
taken place in the lives of just ordinary 
folk of your acquaintance, write them and 
send them in from month to month as the 
contests progress. Remember there is noth­
ing in the rules to prohibit your being 
awarded several of the big $1,000 prizes, 
or failing in that, several of the lesser 
prizes; provided, of course, that your 
stories have the right appeal.

Read the Rules Carefully
The contest rules as set forth are simple, 

complete, and easily understood. Read 
them carefully. They open the road to 
success for every man and woman having 
a real true story to tell. The schedule of 
awards is so substantial that you, even 
though you have had no writing experience 
whatsoever, can realize as much, or more, 
for your story as many a famous writer 
could command for a tale containing a like 
number of words.

Strike while the iron is hot—act while 
the opportunity exists. This is your chance. 
Do not let it pass unheeded.

Upon receipt of each manuscript an ac­
knowledgment will be mailed to the sender.

Contest Rules
All stories must be written in the first person, 

based on facts that happened either in the lives 
of the writers of these stories, or to people of 
their acquaintance, proper evidence of truth to 
be furnished by writers upon request.

Typewritten manuscripts, double spaced, are 
preferred, though manuscripts written with pen 
and ink will be considered. Printed material, 
poetry, penciled manuscripts, stories of less than 
2,500 words, stories written in foreign languages, 
or submitted in parts, will not be considered.

At top of first page record the total number 
of words in your story.

Write on one side of the paper only—and do 
not use thin tissue or onion-skin paper. Print 
your full name and address in upper right-hand 
corner of first page. Send material flat; do not 
roll. Number the pages.

Enclose with each manuscript sufficient postage 
for return of material, if not available. (Return 
addressed envelope not necessary.)

No correspondence can be entered into con­
cerning rejected manuscripts, nor can changes 
or corrections be made in manuscripts once they 
have been submitted. Unavailable stories will 
be returned as soon as rejected by the judges, 
irrespective of closing date of contest.

Every possible effort will be made to return 
unavailable manuscripts, but we do not hold our­
selves responsible for such return, and we ad­
vise contestants to retain a copy of stories sub­
mitted. No rejected manuscripts may be entered 
in a later contest of this series.

The decision of the judges on all manuscripts 
will be final, there being no appeal from their 
decision.

In case of ties, each contestant will receive 
the full amount of the prize tied for.

The contest is open to every one, except em­
ployees of Macfadden Publications, Inc., and 
members of their families.

This series of contests extends from month 
to month until further notice. Each is separate 
and distinct from any other contest.

Macfadden Publications. Inc., reserves the 
right to terminate this series of contests at its 
discretion upon at least 30 days’ published notice, 
thus providing ample time for all manuscripts in 
course of preparation to be completed and sub­
mitted.

All contest manuscripts received by us will 
be entered in the contest of the calendar month 
in which they are received at this address.

Names of prize winners will be announced in 
True Story Magazine, but not in a manner 
to identify the writers with the stories they submit.

Address your manuscripts to TRUE STORY 
MANUSCRIPT CONTEST, Dept. C-98. 1926 
Broadway, New York City, N. Y. Unless so 
addressed, no manuscripts will be entered in the 
contest.

Under no condition submit any story that has 
ever before been published in any form.

The Publishers cannot be made a party to any 
suit for libel, plagiarism, or for other damage 
growing out of the publication of any story sub­
mitted, or for any other cause growing out of 
this contest. The writer of each story, by its 
submission, agrees to indemnify the Publishers 
for any damages, including expenses, in connec­
tion with any claim hereafter made.
NOTE—On behalf of the many persons who 
submit their life experiences in story form to 
TRUE Story and allied Macfadden maga­
zines, we have printed a manual describing 
the technique which, according to our ex­
perience, is best suited for use in writing 
true stories. It is entitled, “Facts You 
Should Know about TRUE STORY.** Please ask 
for it by name when writing for it. We will 
be glad to mail you a copy free upon request. 
Failure to send for this booklet does not, 
however, lessen your chances of being awarded 
a prize in the contest series.



What True Story Means

to the American Wife
Helps to Self- Understanding

True Story is a magazine of life as it is lived—and of life as it can 
be lived by the close study of the most distinctive features ever put 
into a magazine; therefore it stirs one to a true appraisal and a 
correct appreciation of everything fine and good in the world. 
True Story has helped me to understand myself better, physically, 
mentally and spiritually. It has given me a glimpse into the lives 
of my fellow-men; and gives me a little clearer idea of what a human 
being really is. I consider these true confessions one of the greatest 
sources of enlightenment ever discovered by man; and would like 
to say that those who are inexperienced will find the magazine 
a veritable fountain of clear instruction. Experience has taught me 
that discouragement is at the bottom of many pitiful cases brought 
to public attention by your publications.

Mrs. J. E. Campbell,
Lancaster, Ohio.

For Purer and Higher Life
I can state absolutely that I like everything about True Story 

Magazine. I can see nothing in any of its fine stories to which the 
most carping of critics would take exception. Its stories take a de­
cided stand for the better, purer and higher things of life; for home 
and happiness, love and duty.

Mrs. Ruth Klohs,
EI Paso, Texas

Brings Love and Understanding
These two issues of your magazine have been worth hundreds of 

dollars to us, and we have something as a result of them that money 
could not buy—Understanding and Love in our home.

True Story Restores Happy Home
I wish I could be sure you will understand when I say that True 

Story has restored our home to its former happy state of a few 
weeks ago.

Stories to Make One Think
I cannot criticize True Story. I've never yet read a story in 

the magazine that I could pronounce no good. Of course, I some­
times like some stories better than others, but they all carry a 
message to people in different walks of life. Mr. Macfadden has, 
no doubt, saved more souls and kept more homes together than he 
realizes; and all through his wonderful magazine, True Story.

The most commendable feature of your magazines is that, rather 
than feeding one’s fancy, they bring you face to face with grim 
reality and make you think.

Mrs. Garland E. Webb,
Winston Salem, N. C.

Adviser to Young People
I take great pleasure in writing my opinion of good old True 

Story. It is by far one of the most improving magazines on the 
news stands today. Its stories are of interest to young folks as 
well as to old, making True Story a most welcome member of 
any household.

My husband and I have been among True Story’s most ardent 
readers for several years, and each month finds us eagerly 
waiting for the next issue. As neither my husband nor I have 
parents to give us any advice in our undertakings, which young 
folks so often need, we have many times found True Story a most 
capable adviser in solving our family difficulties, which most families
have, more or less.

Mrs. Pansy I. Mains, 
Battle Creek, Mich.

Deserves Universal Thanks
My husband and I have long been readers of True Story. First, 

we want to set down sincerely the fact that we feel very grateful to 
you because of the splendid lessons always contained in the stories. 
We assuredly owe much of our present happiness to these carefully 
edited accounts sent in by your readers. You occupy an enviable 
position in the reading world, surely, and deserve universal thanks. 
Young people, in particular, are indeed most fortunate if able to 
read True Story regularly. Doing so will save them many heart­
aches, and teach them the true value of life.

Mrs. Pearle Tourneur,
Los Angeles, Calif.

Does a World of Good
When I was younger and didn’t always have the money to buy 

what I wanted, I saved so that I managed to get the True Story 
Magazine each month. I’m sure it has done me a world of good 
for, instead of being a silly young flapper, I am now a happy wife.

A Lesson in Faithfulness
I have never had the slightest inclination to leave my husband. 

We are foolishly happy after twelve years of married life. But I 
do sincerely believe that my reading the stories in your magazine 
has made me a better, more faithful, more desirable, more lovable 
wife than I would otherwise have been.

A Household Hit
True Story long ago made a tremendous hit in our household, 

because we realized at once that it was a magazine for the people—■ 
of the people—and by the people. It is a magazine that all our 
family read, enjoy and love.

Mrs. S. G. Murray,
Ironton, Ohio.

Brings Vital, Necessary Truths
Without being sermon-like, True Story brings so clearly before 

the reader a number of the most vital truths that the world today 
seems most in need of learning. It teaches that no home need fear 
the triangle menace if that home has been founded on mutual love, 
confidence and unselfishness.

A Lesson in Every Story
I think True Story is helpful in several different ways. It helps 

one half the world to know how the other half lives, also makes 
clear the way of the transgressor is hard. Furthermore, it tells 
how sorrow may be avoided. There is always a good lesson to be 
learned from every story. True Story teaches what we sow we 
surely must reap.

Mrs. J. A. Jones,
Screven, Georgia.

Steered into Safe Channels
Your June number of True Story is possibly no better than many 

of the numbers that preceded it, but it will always stand out in my 
mind as the most remarkable number of any magazine ever published. 
And this is why: It saved my honor; it has saved my reason; it has 
literally saved my life. The first story in the June number, the 
story entitled I Threw Away Life’s Greatest Gift is the one which 
steered me back into the narrow channels of love and duty, of sanity 
and decency. I, therefore, call it the finest story that I ever read.

Accept my thanks, my gratitude. Accept my praise and en­
couragement to keep.up your good work. If you can save no more 
than one soul a month, you are doing a great work. Doubtless you 
cover a much bigger field.



to play mooies.

Still

Dorothy Sebastian de­
serted musical comedies

This energetic, cheerful 
little actress has recently 
played in "The Devil’s 
Apple Tree”; "The Spirit 
of Youth” and "The 
Rainbow” all Tiffany 

Stahl Productions



<J\4ulhall

This young man, besides 
being a cinema favorite, 
is a first rate athlete. His 
latest pictures are 
“Waterfront”; “Naughty 
Baby”; “Children of the 

"Ritz’, and “Two Weeks 
Off." “Twin Beds” will 

be his next picture
SHU
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Fanny Brice, a New York 
girl, was given her start 
when they awarded her 
first prize at an amateur 
night in a Brooklyn 
theater. She is the star 
of Warner Brothers Vita- 
phone production, “My 
Man," and personally ap­
peared in Earl Carroll’s 

“Fiorella"
Elmer Er yer





From being an artist's 
model Jean Arthur 
steppe.d to Hollywood 
fame in the Paramount 
Studios. She played in 
"Brotherly Lotie,” and in 
"Sins of the Fathers." 
Her next pictures will be 
"The Insidious Doctor 
Fu Manchu", and "Stairs 

of Sand”
Eugene Robert Richee

Jean 
Arth ur



Fo r Uie ewly Important Face 
0/ Smart Today

—that achieves naturally 
the flower-like skin texture 
that is now so necessary

SIMPLICITY—naturalness. It is the mode.
And with every detail of the modern toi­

lette conspiring to bring the face into promi­
nence, there has come into being a new and 
distinctive facial smartness.

You notice, now, how women of chic shun 
heavy cosmetics. Instead, you see complexions 
radiant with natural beauty—velvety smooth 
—deeply clear. Which means, of course, nat­
ural care of the skin, such as the new Com­
plete Woodbury F«ct<a/has introduced to thou­
sands of women.

For this refreshing, invigorating treatment 
—which penetrates and cleanses the countless 
tiny pores—keeps the skin gloriously, glow­
ingly alive by keeping it exquisitely clean.

A home-given Facial of truly professional re­
sults. You need only Woodbury’s Cold Cream 
that liquefies under the fingertips, softening 
and dissolving the dust particles that lurk deep 
down in the pores. Woodbury’s Facial Soap,

First, to thoroughly open the pores, use a cloth wrung 
from hot water. Then cover the face and neck with 
H'oodbury's Cold Cream, massaging it well into 
the skin with an upward and outward movement. 
If'ith searching thoroughness it penetrates every 
tiny pore—softening and dissolving the embedded 
dust and dirt particles.

Next remove the surplus cream with a soft cloth or 
cleansing tissue. Then wash the face and neck 
with warm water and Woodbury's Facial Soap. 
Work the creamy lather well into your skin to re­
move from the pores every vestige of soiled cream. 
Now a warm water rinse, and a dash of cold 
water—or use a piece of ice wrapped in one thick­
ness of cloth. Immediately your skin will feel 
stimulated, awakened, glowing.

Finally, with your fingertips, apply Woodbury's 
LglyL Facial Cream. Cooling and greaseless, it supplies 
i. r just the right amount of natural moisture, without 

I clogging the pores—giving that soft, velvety texture 
so much desired. The Complete Woodbury Facial 
is only a matter of minutes—make it a regular 
part of your beauty routine and yours will always 
be the natural beauty of "A skin you love to touch!"

with its bland, foamy lather, that thoroughly 
cleanses the pores and removes every vestige of 
soiled cream. And, finally, Woodbury’s Facial 
Cream—greaseless, caressingly light, to tone 
the skin to a velvety softness.

A A A
AND, best of all, after the very first treat- 

21 ment, you will be delighted with the im­
provement in your complexion. Such a sense 
of exhilaration—Such a healthy glow—such a 
feelingof absolute skin cleanliness! This because 
the Woodbury’s Creams are made especially 
to work in harmony with Woodbury’s Facial 
Soap.

Your drug store or toilet goods counter can 
supply you with the new Complete Woodbury 
Facial. Or, let us send you a trial set, contain­
ing enough of the soap and creams for seven 
generous treatments, also one of the new I'res- 
settes, an ingenious band that holds your hair 
back while you are creaming your face. Give 
yourself a Complete Woodbury Facial every 
day for a week. After that, a Facial once or 
twice a week (with Woodbury’s Facial Soap in 
between times, as directed in the booklet 
around every cake) will keep your skin soft, 
clear and clean. Write today for your trial set, 
enclosing 25c in stamps or coin.

JUST MAIL THE
COUPON FOR YOUR
GENEROUS TRIAL SET

The Andpew Jergens Company,
2813 Alfred St., Cincinnati, Ohio

For the enclosed 25c (stamps or coin) please send me the Seven Day Trial Set of the new 
Complete Woodbury Facial, and a Tressette. If you live in Canada, address The Andrew 
Jergens Company, Ltd., 2813 Sherbrooke St., Perth, Ont.

Name.................................................................................... Street..........................„.....................................

City........................................................................................State...................................................................
© 1919, The Andrew Jergens Company



Love Stories Make Homes
By BERNARR MACFADDEN

True Story for

LOVE and home should be unchangingly entwined.
This combination should never be dissolved.
Romance should always lead in the direction of this haven of rest and 

peace.
Home should be the sacred sanctuary that should appeal to the best there 

is within us.
When the greed and sordidness of the world destroy our faith in humanity, 

thoughts of home should save us from chronic pessimism.
For years True Story has recognized the home as the sanctuary of 

all that is best in human life.
We have helped to elevate the home to its proper sphere.
Previously, our efforts have been devoted to the lessons taught by gripping 

romances.
But True Story wants to be intimately helpful.

We want to make our dear friends realize that we have their interest at heart.

\Y/E want them to know that we are interested, not only in building character 
that comes with the knowledge of life’s great romances, but that it is 

also our desire to be helpful in every phase of their lives.
With this in view we have recently added the Home Maker’s Department.
Home building enters into every important part of one’s life.
Housing, furnishing, eating, sleeping, bathing, clothing—all these subjects, 

and many more, greatly influence home building.
And in the department we are adding we hope to aid our good friends with 

information that will help to make healthier and happier homes.
All subjects important to the home will be discussed.
Various recipes and menus will appear.
We will call attention to the most wholesome foods, give definite instructions 

on how to appetizingly prepare them and fully retain their vital building 
qualities.

Self-help will be the keynote of this department.
Life’s great romances, to be reasonably permanent, demand attention to 

all the practical phases of home building. Without this health and happiness 
soon disappear.

Do not Fail to Read This New Department Which True Story Is 
Now Giving its Readers! It will be full of invaluable hints that many 
home makers badly need at this time.



MY husband was Basil Schuyler, the violinist. 
Life with him was a dream come true, an idyl; 
an epic poem of marital happiness.

That was at first, during the obscure years, the years of 
struggle before his phenomenal rise from. the ranks of 
vaudeville to fame as a concert violinist.

And because the idyl had been so lovely and the dream 
so perfect, the awakening was the more rude, the shat­
tering more tragic.

For the day came when I stood amidst the wreckage of 
my great happiness, and knew that it was ended and done 
with. But life was to teach me that nothing in this 
world is finished, that love is not an adventurous bird of 
passage but a homing pigeon.

Basil was twenty-two, I eighteen when we were married. 
Of all the lads who used to gather on my father’s veranda 
of a summer evening in the little mid western town where 
we lived, he was the only one who kindled a fire of response 
within me.

Even while we were in high school Basil had played his 
violin in the village picture show, and I achieved some 
fame in the local dramatic club.

I remember how angry my father was when I told him 
that Basil wanted to marry me.

“I won’t have it!” he stormed. “I won’t let you throw 
yourself away on him! Why, his people are peasants. 
His father barely makes a living off his truck farm. All 
he can do is play a fiddle in a picture show. He’ll never 
amount to anything. I tell you I won’t have it!”

-If any other element were needed to add glamour to the 
situation, it was father’s bitterness and opposition. 
Somehow I knew then, just as I know now, that my love 
for Basil was no fleeting thing of passion only, but a flame 
that would burn steadily as long as I lived, and on into 
eternity.

Father’s objections led to clandestine meetings, and 
finally to an elopement. My father never forgave me.

We were married, and went to Nev.' York—that Mecca 
where arrive ultimately all who seek wealth or fame. And 
New York, city of illusions and disillusions, in contrast 
to the usual stories of struggle, was very kind to us.

THOSE early years together! My heart yearns over 
them as a mother might yearn over a brood of little ones 

of whom death has robbed her. For they 
were the happiest. We were two chil­
dren in our two-room apartment, and 
as happy as two children in a play 
world. The struggle was often des­
perate but never bitter, filled with the 
joy and zest of two young creatures 
utterly in love with each other.

Basil had a position in an orchestra. 
He worked and studied hard at his 
beloved' violin, and in an amazingly 
short time—but oh, with what infinite 
labor and long, weary hours—had 
climbed out of the orchestra pit to the 
stage. He rose to the “big time.” And 
then one night came the great oppor­
tunity. A famous Hungarian master 
heard him play, came back-stage to see 
him and took an instant liking to him.
Basil became his pupil, his protege.
He took Basil to Europe with him—alone—for two years 
of study.

When Basil came back, his genius had already been 
recognized. New York acclaimed him.

If you have star stuff in you, New York will acclaim 
you; it will raise you to the stars. Basil was made of 
star stuff. In a short time his position as a star in the 
musical firmament was well established. After the years 
of struggle and—yes, privation—fame was very pleasant. 
I enjoyed observing people, wherever we went, nudging

“I, too, am wear­
ing the thorns! I, 
too, am being 

crucified!”

each other and remarking, “That’s Basil, the violinist, 
and his wife.” He was known everywhere as “Basil.”

As for myself, my singing and dancing ability had got 
me a place in musical comedy. It paid well and I re­
mained in it because our joint income was needed to 
finance Basil’s lessons.

While he was in Europe, I was seized with ambition 
to go into serious dramatic work. I wanted to keep up 
with my famous husband. I wanted my name to flame in 
electric lights on Broadway. But that ambition was



RUGS

Emily here reveals 
her powerful story 
of love’s sacrifices, 
triumphs, despairs 
and ecstasies—a 
profound message 

for every lover

A girl was singing and 
playing a guitar

She Couldn’t Deny
not to be realized until I had been through the fire of 
sorrow and grief and tragedy. And then I found it only 
dust and ashes.

Basil’s income from his playing surpassed all our dreams. 
A thousand dollars for an evening’s work would once 
have seemed fabulous to us. It became a reality and, as 
the years passed, it became twice, three, five times that 
amount.

We graduated from our two-room apartment to a four- 
room, then a six-room; finally a nine-room was scarcely 

large enough. And then Basil built a place on Long 
Island. The sort of house we had always planned and 
dreamed of. It was to us the perfect conception of a 
dream come true. But I was not destined to be happy 
very long in that house. It was there that the first 
shadow fell athwart my life; the shadow of the tragedy 
that was at last to wreck it.

Domesticity began to absorb me. The delightful 
questions of furnishings, hangings, tapestries, rugs, dishes, 
housekeeping details, were a career in themselves. I left 



the stage and devoted myself exclusively to 
my home. I was satisfied to be known only as 
Basil’s wife, though I had achieved for myself 
a certain degree of prominence on the stage.

Nine years after we were married, our baby 
was born.

Basil had always had many women friends. 
I had never been jealous, for my own stage 
work had made me broad-minded. And in­
deed, I should not have liked the thought of 
having a husband at whom other women 
never cast envious eyes. I knew the joy of 
possession. There was a distinct thrill in the 
knowledge that other women liked and ad­
mired my handsome husband, entirely aside 
from his genius. I did not blame them. 
Basil was so intensely and vitally alive. 1 here 
was an unconscious charm about him, in his 
dark masculine beauty which was irresistible 
to women, and which indeed held the seeds of 
madness.

We always discussed his affairs frankly and 
freely. When a woman acquired a 
“crush on him,” as we used to call 
it, we would analyze it and laugh 
about it, He received an incredible 
quantity of “mash” notes, which 
occasioned us gales of laughter. 
They often affected his vanity, 
his head; but never his heart. I 
knew he was wholly mine. I exulted in that. 
So certain of it was I that I could laugh 
amusedly when a woman—a beautiful woman 
—came to me and asked that I divorce him.

During the years of study and struggle 
there had been little time for society. Outside 
of the theatrical world which absorbed us both 
so much, we had found rest and relaxation in 
the social life of Greenwich Village. This was 
in the days when The Village was bizarre and 
smacked of the French Latin Quarter, a 
literary and artistic center; the enchanted 
days of authors and poets who later became 
famous; when a garret was a gathering place 
for the cognoscenti and the literary dilettanti.

T^HE memory of those days is like an in- 
A effable fragrance, because so closely as­

sociated with my early happiness.
With the coming of fame, however, and the 

letting down of the struggle for money and 
position, society opened its golden portals and 
swallowed Basil. He forsook The Village and 
its quaint customs and character.

It wasn’t exactly true that he forsook me also, but 
sometimes I felt that he had. I began to be much alone. 
But the place on Long Island absorbed me and, moreover, 
I was looking forward to a great and wonderful event.

Basil’s engagements, social and otherwise, kept him in 
town a great deal and, sometimes for a week, I would not 
see him.

I noticed a subtle change in him, and some changes 
which were not so subtle. For one thing, his remaining 
away from home so much. That gave me much thought 
and caused me many tears. Was it because 1 was losing 
my appeal, my hold on him? Another and still more 
significant thing was that he no longer discussed his 
women friends and admirers with me. And finally, he 
took to drinking and, with that, to beating me. Strong 
drink utterly transformed him; showed me a side I had 
never known. Drink seemed to awaken a beast in him, 
some primitive instinct inherited from his old-world 
peasant ancestors who own their women, body and 
soul, and beat them as a matter of course.

As I look back through the maze of years, it seems like 
a dream. It is difficult to remember just when and why 
Basil first struck me. Of course, he was drunk. Other­
wise, he would never have dreamed of doing it. Perhaps 
it was partly my fault. Perhaps I should have spent 
more time in town with him.

DUT I felt that I could not, because of mv condition.
I remember he came home one week-end, disgustingly 

drunk, a phenomenon to which I had not then become 
accustomed. I had just received an anonymous letter, 
warning me to “watch out” for my husband who was 
getting himself talked about because of an affair he was 
having with a certain cabaret dancer whose name was 
notorious. It was the first letter of the sort I had ever 
received and, while I despised the writer who would not 
sign her name, it nevertheless left a poisoned dart in my 
heart. I showed it to Basil. I expected him to laugh 
and explain it.

But he did neither. “Well, what of it?” he said roughly.



blow seemed to unleash a beast within him, 
and he followed with another and another, 
until he was beating me in a blind fury.

I did not scream. I was too dazed and 
horrified. I sank to the floor in a faint. 
When I roused, Basil was gone.

For a week I lived in a blur of pain and 
agony. And then my baby was born. A 
poor little premature son. And Basil came 
back, a very tender, pathetic and penitent 
Basil, consumed with remorse. He knelt 
beside me, and tears filled his eyes as he 
looked at the bruises on my face and neck.

“I hope God strikes me dead if I ever 
touch you again,” he whispered brokenly. 
“I’m so ashamed! I didn’t know what I was 
doing, darling. I must have been crazy! 
Can you forgive me? I love you so!”

Of course, I forgave him. As I look back 
I can recall the thrill I experienced, the fierce, 
almost dreadful pleasure, at having been 
beaten b}r the man I loved and worshiped.

But it was not to be the last time. There 
were repetitions of that same occurrence. 
While Basil’s penitence lasted, we were 

happy again; although I was worried 
about the baby whose premature 

. entrance into the world had made 
\ life difficult for him.

BASIL continued his newly 
quired vice of drinking and I

ac- 
used

to marvel how he managed to conduct 
his concerts. Yet the papers after 

■ every performance were profuse with
■K praise and flattery of his work. He
” was, as I had always known, a genius;

and much should be forgiven genius.
There came to me from various 

sources, with increasing frequency, 
reports of his affairs with women; especially 
about the cabaret dancer whose name was

He danced with me 
and flirted with me, 
unaware that I was 

his wife

“Suppose it’s true? What are you going to do about it?” 
“Why—nothing, of course,” I said.
“You’d better not,” he glowered at me. “I’d quit you 

cold if you ever interfered in my affairs. I’m rich now; 
I can afford all the women'I want, and I won’t stand for 
any one’s telling me—me, Basil—what I can do—least 
of all, you!”

“Basil!” I cried. “You never talked like this before! 
What has happened?”

He came close to me, and I noticed his breath. It 
was the first time—

“Why—why, Basil!” I gasped. “You’re drunk!”
To my utter amazement, he struck me in the face. The 

unsavory.
Because of the baby, I seldom went any­

where with my husband and, indeed, knew 
very little about his social affairs, other than 
the anonymous letters and various tattled 
tales that came to me.

Of course I continued to be invited out, as 
the wife of the famous Basil. .

But a barrier seemed to have risen between 
Basil and me. When he drank he was 
unkind, and when he was not drinking, he 
was morose, seemed unhappy and evinced 
no pleasure in domestic life or in his son.

This grieved me greatly, because' of the 
years we had looked forward to this time.

Early in the winter we received invitations 
to an artists’ ball, in the vicinity of Washing­
ton Square. I made no plans to go, though 
it was the sort of affair we used to enjoy, but 

Basil arranged for his costume with great enthusiasm. 
Then I learned, through indirect sources, that the cabaret 
dancer, my husband’s enchantress, was to be there and, 
suddenly, I decided to go.

The baby was desperately ill at the time, and my heart 
was torn with worry and anxiety, but I felt it safe to 
leave him for an evening with his two nurses.

Something made me go to that ball. Somehow I knew 
it would be a turning point in my life.

I ought to be condemned, I suppose, for spying on my 
husband, but I had been through so much of dread and 
uncertainty that I simply had to know the truth at first­
hand. I felt I should find it out (Continued on page 132)



cJWeDDLING with
Twice she 

came 
between a 

man 
and his 
career

The first 
time 

brought a 
moment" s 
happiness 

to two 
desperate 

souls.
The 

second—

MEDDLING with destiny! That is precisely what 
I attempted to do with the life of my son, whom 
I adored more than life itself, but in so doing, I 

nearly wrecked both his health and happiness. However, 
the story of my son’s life is so interwoven with my own 
love story that I can’t tell it without telling first of myself.

I was an American girl and, though not a Catholic, 
my father decide'd that a convent outside of New York 
was the best place to send a motherless daughter. The 
majority of the girls were, of course, Catholics. My room­
mate was a dear, named Adroit Darnello, who had been 
sent here from Europe for her education. I can’t even 
tell you what country she came from, for I wouldn’t 
wish any of them to know that I am telling this story. 
At the close of school I was permitted to return with 
Adroit to her native country, where I was to spend the 
summer, with the understanding that my father was to 
come over for me in the fall.

YOU can imagine how thrilled I was, and that I under­
took the journey with all the romance of my emotional 
soul just waiting for an outlet. We met several attractive 

men on the ship, but saw very little of them, for the eagle 
eye of Adroit’s aunt, who was chaperoning us until we 
reached the Darnello home, saw to it that we behaved 
as young girls direct from a convent should behave. And, 
in those days, that was very circumspect indeed!

After an all-too-brief stay on deck, we were hustled off 
to our stateroom where Adroit and I would gaze longingly 
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out of the porthole at the moon as it silvered the waters. 
Adroit would hug me tightly and whisper, “Wait till you 
meet some of my fine young countrymen! I tell you, 
Lyda darling, they are the most perfect lovers in the world. 
The sunny clime has warmed their hearts, has put fire 
into their eyes, has mellowed their voices. They aren’t 
cold as are your Americans. You will love them all— 
and find one in particular. Then you will stay near to me 
always!”

Yes, I was sure she spoke the truth. I felt a premonition 
that I would find love waiting for me at the foot of the 
path in the garden of her villa, the garden that 1 had 
viewed so often in her photograph album.

AT last we arrived at the tiny village up in the hills, 
. an. entire day’s journey from the port where we 
landed. Adroit’s family were the “lords of the manor,” 

so to speak; being the one wealthy family in the village. 
Every one adored them. I was welcomed whole-heartedly 
into their midst. I must have been an odd contrast in 
that scene—-Adroit’s mother, father, two little sisters and 
one tiny brother, all were dark-haired, black-eyed, with 
scarlet cheeks that glowed beneath olive skins, and I—I 
was slender, with red-gold hair and a skin so white that it 
made me look delicate, even when I felt my best.

Days slipped by. Soon it was the second week of my 
visit, and though I was happy and had met many delight­
ful people with kind hearts and ready laughter, still no 
lover had appeared at the end of the path in the gaTden.



gripped my heart

The third week, a great event occurred in the Darnello 
family. Their oldest son, Pasquale, who was studying 
for the priesthood, was to come home for a month. Such 
excitement! Such preparations!

“He is .such a fine boy,” Mother Darnello would say to 
me, “the joy of our lives! We are so happy that he has 
chosen to enter the priesthood—it will bring untold bless­
ings to all of us.”

ON the day of his arrival, I felt like an intruder on their 
happiness, so I slipped down to the end of the garden 

near the gate, curled up on the grass beside one of the 
flower beds and tried to read. But I couldn’t, for my book 
would continually fall to my lap, and my mind would 
wander off into rose-colored day-dreams. Then the gate 
opened and a young man stood before me. I saw nothing 
but his face, a face radiant with happiness, which turned 
to surprise and then into a look of wonderment, as he saw 
me.

We must have gazed into each other’s eyes for fully two 

minutes before either of us spoke. Then I jumped to my 
feet and cried, “Why, you must be Pasquale!”

“And you must be Lyda Lawson,” he echoed.
We both blushed, laughed, and then turned up the 

path together.

SUCH cries of joy and excitement when the Darnellos 
saw us! “But, Pasquale, we did not expect you till 

the afternoon train,” his mother protested. “And where 
is your bag? How did you get here?” and a thousand 
other questions that tumbled over one another.

I stood by, watching them, or rather, watching Pasquale. 
In fact, I hadn’t taken my eyes from him since he had 
entered the gate. My heart was beating wildly and my 
breath came almost in little gasps. Several times before, 
under emotion, my heart had acted so. But why should 
it do so now? I wondered.

The next ten days, I believe, were the happiest of my 
life up to that time. In the morning, Pasquale would read 
and study, and no one was permitted to disturb him; but 



every afternoon a jolly family group would go out on 
some excursion. Sometimes, Adroit, Pasquale and I 
would be accompanied by Mother and Father Darnello. 
Again, one or two, or perhaps all, of the younger children, 
would go with us while the folks remained at home to 
have a veritable feast ready for us on our return.

WE would go for boat rides on the sapphire blue lake, 
which was just a half a mile distant, or we would 
drive along its beautiful shores in the old victoria with its 

two gray horses.
At these' times, Pasquale never tired of pointing out the 

beauties of this mountainous country he loved so dearly. 
Or again, if the day were hot, we would all gather in the 
garden and he would tell the younger boys of his own child­
hood adventures.

At night, when we met around the fire in the big central 
hall—'for the nights grew cold in the mountains—Pasquale 

He stood defiantly before us and cried. "I don't want to go into the church. I—I’m going 
to be an actor.”

would talk seriously to his father on problems of the world. 
At these times I would sit back in the shadow, watching 
the play of emotions in his sensitive face. They would talk 
in their native tongue. Of course I had studied it at 
school, but when they talked to each other, often I 
couldn’t follow. When Pasquale glanced in my direction 
and saw a look of puzzlement on my face, he would ex­
plain in English for me. He never, for long, permitted 
me to be an outsider in their family circle.

Twice, Adroit, Pasquale, the older of the two younger 
sisters and I had gone for long climbs up the the mountain­
side. These trips were too hard for the older members of 
the family, though Mother Darnello hated to have 
Pasquale out of her sight for a moment; but she busied 
herself in his absence by planning some new surprise for 
our return

Adroit and her sister would hurry ahead, light of foot 
and graceful, but the steep paths were difficult for me. I 

would stop, panting 
and laughing, to call 
their attention to 
some view while I re­
gained my breath; not 
willing to admit that 
I couldn’t climb as 
they did. Often Pas­
quale would reach 
down a hand to help 
me to some steep 
place. When I had 
reached safety, he 
would abruptly drop 
my hand, turn from 
me quickly, and be 
silent for quite a 
while.

THEN, at the be­
ginning of the 
third week, they 

planned a special 
mountain climb. This 
time we were going 
to take our lunch and 
climb to the top. Pas­
quale said he hadn’t 
been to the top for 
four years, and that 
he wanted to get a 
view of the valley 
below from this van­
tage point. It was a 
real gala occasion, and 
both the younger sis­
ters came along. Also, 
a young cousin, Nar- 
vil, a serious lad of 
nineteen, who had 
come down from a 
neighboring town for 
the ‘week-end.

As we started, my 
heart sang for joy. A 
long day ahead of us; 
a brilliant and cloud­
less sky; the earth a 
soft, rich green!

But the climbing 
seemed more difficult 
this day than usual. 
I tired more quickly, 
and found that I had

(Continued, on 
page\5\)



Have Thought of Zi iis /
THE mother-in- 

law in the home 
is a problem that 

almost every wedded 
couple has to meet. 
In some cases it al­
most amounts to a 
tragedy and it is as 
old as the marriage 
rites themselves. Mil­
lions of jokes have 
been written about 
her, but if the truth 
were known, there is a 

She loved her husband and 
she loved her mother. Both 
were vital to her happiness. 
So what did she do when 
forced to choose between 
them? You'll be surprised!

heartache for every joke. The But such was not for me.
joke is probably humanity’s pathetic attempt to laugh off 
an unpleasantness.

When I was twelve my father died, leaving a tottering 
and almost bankrupt business as a heritage. My mother, 
a strong-willed, self-reliant and determined woman, filled 
the breach vacated by father so efficiently that this busi­
ness soon became an asset instead of a liability. Nothing 
could swerve her from a purpose she thought was right. 
At times she was downright stubborn, when attempts 
were made to point out her errors.

She lavished her affections on me and built herself 
around me like a wall, warding off all harsh contact with 
the world. Whenever I was faced with a problem mother 
stepped to the front and solved it for me. It was, “Don’t 
bother about it, dear. Mother will take care of it.” Or, 
“Never mind, honey, now just leave it to mother,”

every day of my life.
As a result I grew 

up wholly dependent 
upon her, feeling 
hopelessly weak and 
unable to face life 
alone. I believe it 
is nature’s plan to 
put obstacles and 
problems in every life 
for each person to 
overcome and thus 
build character.

Even my friends were
chosen for me, and if any young man showed more than a 
passing interest in me, he was promptly cut off the list.

AFTER graduating from high school I was sent to the 
. State University which was a co-educational institu­
tion. It was the first time I had ever been away from 

home and mother’s attention, and I felt as though the 
props had been yanked from under me.

It was here that I met Harry Benton. I felt irresistibly 
drawn to him from the beginning and fell deeply in 
love with him. Probably because I saw mirrored in him 
the dominant qualities so prominent in mother. He 
fitted right into my life where mother left off when I was 
sent alone to college. My apparent helplessness seemed to 
draw him and imbue him with a desire to play guardian 
over me, just as mother had always done. I know I felt 



comfortable and safe when he was near to look after me.
Past experience had taught me that if mother suspected 

I was in love with him she would immediately pick him 
to pieces and throw him out. I loved him so deeply that 
I couldn’t bear the thought of giving him up. That was 
why I deceived my mother for the first time. We met 
secretly and corresponded secretly. The result was that 
when Harry graduated we eloped and were married.

It was a terrible shock to mother who had never sus­
pected a thing, and it left her gasping. For a while 
she stormed and made all kinds of remarks about the 
jobless ingrate who had stolen her daughter. Finally, 
realizing that her capable hands were tied and she could 
do nothing about it, she decided to make the best of what 
she cons’’ fered a bad bargain.

HARRY hung out his shingle and began to practice law.
Mother bought and furnished a new bungalow for us. 

I could see it was distasteful to Harry to have to live in it, 
because his nature was such he didn’t want to be under 
obligations to any one; least of all to his wife’s mother.

There were rather slim days while Harry was getting 
his practice established, and if it hadn’t been for mother’s 
help, we would have been in serious straits. Accepting 
this charity irked Harry and I know if it were not that 
my welfare and comfort were uppermost in his mind, he 
would have turned mother down flat. Besides, mother 
wasn’t very nice in her manner of tendering us aid, either.

Each year she took a two-months’ vacation and spent 
it with us. It seemed that, deep down in her heart, she 
had never forgiven Harry for our elopement and blamed 
him alone. The two months she spent with us were two 
months of torture for Harry and of suspense for me”.

I knew two unyielding natures such as theirs were 
bound to clash some day, and all I could see. was that it 
spelled ruin to our marital hopes.

I loved my mother as devotedly as any daughter could 
but, in spite of myself, I got to looking forward with mis­
givings to her visits. Almost every day of the last month 
of her visit was blue with bitter words between her and
Harry. He became so irritated by her presence 
carried a grouch on all the time.

I was in tears most of the time trying to play 
the role of peace maker between them. I would 
plead first with one, then the other, and in that 
way managed to stave off the inevitable climax 
for a while. I was meek and willing to agree 
to this or that, or anything—to keep peace. 
Each day was one of suspense for me and night­
fall usually found me so nervous that I could 
scarcely sleep.

This year, mother’s annual vacation was 
nearing its end, and Harry and I were both 
looking forward to her departure. In spite of 
my deep affection for her, I felt that I couldn’t 
stand the strain of her presence much longer. 
It would be such a relief when Harry and I 
could be alone once more.

Then came the climax that left Harry and 
me both speechless.

At breakfast, mother announced she had de­
cided to give up her business interests and come 
to live with us.

“You two are so young and inexperienced,” 
she added, “I am sure I’can be of so much help 
to you if I just remain here with you.”

I was dumfounded, and the news left me 
actually sick. I walked to the corner with 
Harry that morning and we discussed it on the 
way. I told him I was.sure I couldn’t stand 
any more of it, but what could I do?

“Well, Babe,” he said, “we’ll just have to 
make the best of it. I certainly can’t order 
her out of her own house, and as long as we 

continue to live in her house, my hands are tied. If she 
keeps her nose out of my affairs we can get along, but I 
will not stand for her dictating.”

“I don’t know what to do, Harry,” I cried helplessly. 
“I have pleaded with her not to interfere with you and 
your affairs, but she only answers, ‘How will he ever learn 
if he won’t take advice from his elders?’ Then she actually 
gets worse instead of better.”

“Just forget about it, Babe,” he said consolingly, 
“We will manage some way.”

His car came along then, and he kissed me good-by 
and hopped aboard. I walked home feeling terribly 
disheartened.

We managed to pull through the first week of her ex­
tended visit, but on Sunday came the long expected flare- 
up. For the first time mother and Harry came right out with 
personal remarks. It was a terrible scene. Harry was 
spitting out oaths, while mother was threatening to do 
everything from having me divorce him to calling the 
police and having him ejected. She looked around for 
something to strike him with, but all she could find was a 
sofa pillow, and I remember how ridiculous she looked as 
she held it threateningly over his head.

I COWERED deep in the cushions of an armchair, too 
frightened to make any attempt at pacifying them. 

Here were two mighty wills in battle, and neither would 
give an inch. Finally Harry said he would pack up our 
belongings in the morning and leave her house.

“Babe and I can get along without you, and I want 
you to understand I won’t have you interfering in our 
affairs again,” he ended up.

“Babe will not leave this house,” mother shot back at 
him.

“We’ll leave that to her and you cannot stop her, if she 
wishes to go,” he replied.

I quavered under the flame of anger that shone in their 
eyes as they both looked 
at me, expecting me to 
make a decision at once. 

I was too frightened to attempt to pacify them



anything understandable. It was too much for me so I 
rushed to my own room weeping, without answering 
either of them.

When Harry came to bed I feigned sleep. I was too 
nervous and unstrung to want to talk about it, or to make 
a decision.

All night I tossed and rolled trying to think of some­
thing I could do to bring peace into our home once more.

All my life I had been dependent upon either mother or 
Harry, whenever I was in trouble. Now I was face to 
face with the biggest problem of my life with no one to 
turn to.

HARRY was awake at four, and began talking about 
his plans for moving out that day. I prevailed 

upon him to put it off for a week and we would both try to 
think of some solution in the meantime. “You know, 
Harry, she has been both father and mother to me, and 
you must remember she is my mother,” I said, and then 
continued, “I am sure she means it for the best, but it is 

Mother looked ridiculous as she held a sofa pillow threateningly over Harry’s head

because she is used to being obeyed that makes her so 
impossible to get along with.”

“Well, we’ll try it another week,” Harry said, “and if we 
can’t get her to move, we will have to go, because as long as 
she lives under the same roof with us there will be friction.”

We dressed, and I hurried downstairs to get breakfast 
ready. My hopes of a truce were dashed when they met 
across the table. Hostilities were resumed and it was 
even more bitter than the night before. Harry’s rage 
was awful to see. He even glared at me as he put on his 
coat and hat.

I followed him to the porch. Holding on to his coat 
lapels, I begged him to overlook mother’s remarks but I 
could make no dent in his angry mood. He took both 
my hands in his and jerked them from his coat so roughly 
that he hurt me.

“I tell you, Babe, I won’t put up with it any longer and 
I don’t have to. Either your mother goes before the end 
of the week, or I go. You can either come with me or 
stay with your mother, I don’t care which. But under­

stand this, I will not live under 
the same roof with her—and 
that’s final,” he roared.

Then he whirled away and 
down the steps stamping his 
feet in determination.

I went into the house, heart­
broken. There stood mother 
in the parlor, with the blood of 
battle in her eyes. She was 
bristling all over with indig­
nation. I knew it was hopeless 
to think of ever bringing peace 
between these two again.

I WENT to my room and 
flung myself across the bed. 

My nerves were all unstrung 
and I shed copious tears. I 
was so unused to it all, and felt 
so weak and small compared 
to these two angry people. 
What a queer quirk of fate 
that these two who had always 
shielded me and solved my 
problems should now present 
me with the biggest problem of 
my life. Now I had no one to 
turn to and it seemed as though 
the world had dropped from 
under me.

I had to choose between my 
mother, who had been so good 
to me, and Harry and our happy 
home we had built such high 
hopes for. All day I remained 
there, turning this problem 
over and over in my mind, 
seeking an answer. Late in the 
afternoon I went downstairs to 
prepare dinner.

When Harry came home in­
stead of greeting me with his 
usual affectionate kiss and lov­
ing embrace he actually glared 
at me. I suppose, at the office, 
he had spent the day brooding 
over bis quarrels and in his 
angry mind pictured mother 
and daughter at home plotting 
against him. The truth of the 
matter was that I hadn’t spoken
a word to mother all day. 

{Continued, on page 122)



He was furiously angry

ONE of my earliest recollections as a small child 
was of my father's coming home one night, swoop­
ing me off the floor and playfully tossing me up 

into the air. He had done it dozens of times before; 
the reason I screamed so on this particular occasion was 
due to the fact that he crashed me right up into the chan­
delier and broke a globe with my head. The scar’s there yet. 

Long after my mother thought I was asleep, I lay and 
listened to her soft sobbing, wondering what it was all 
about. It was the first time I had ever seen her cry and 
it scared me to death, and perplexed me, too. She had 
not cried when father, white and shaken, carried me into 
her room with blood streaming over my face, but after I 
was all fixed up and snuggled down in bed with a silver 
dollar and a box of animal crackers, very well pleased at 
being the center of attraction, mother began to cry.

I couldn’t understand why she was so angry, either; I 
knew Daddy hadn’t meant to hurt me and was awfully

EVIL
Romance seemed to 
come riding right 
into her life on 
Gavin’s proposal. 
Didn’t he have 
everything a girl 
could want in a 
husband —looks, 
family and money ? 
Yes! But what 
were these worth 
when she learned 
about his terrible 
weakness ? And 
what could she do ?

sorry—he said so over and over—but the 
weary bitterness of her tones as she 
brushed aside his excuses fell like lead 
on my childish ears.

But then I remember thinking all 
grown people were queer; there was no 
accounting for their peculiarities. Daddy, 
for instance, might snatch me up in a 
bear hug one minute, exclaiming I was 
the sweetest little lamb on earth; and 
the next second, as I tripped over his 
feet and upset an ash tray, yell furiously 
at me that I was the clumsiest little 
jackanapes he’d ever seen, aiming an ir­
ritated smack at me that would have 
knocked me endways, had I not dodged 
expertly.

1 LEARNED to dodge early, however, 
just as I learned to accept his sud­

den changes from hilarious good temper 
to snapping ill humor as being just something which I 

couldn’t cure and might as well bndure. I think I was 
pretty philosophical for a little girl; an inheritance per­
haps from my mother, a tall, rather lovely woman who, I 
realize now, possessed to the full Ithat ability to endure. 
As I grew older, of course, I realized what the trouble was, 
and quietly accepted my father’s inability to “let liquor 
alone.” along with his fitful tempers and erratic disposi­
tion, as just part of him.

Little by little, though, I experienced some of the 
humiliations that had embittered mother’s life. Father, 
swaggering unsteadily up to my Christmas tree; his face 
the color of the candles and his eyes as glassy as the shining 
balls, causing sly glances of amusement between my small 
cousins, ripe with understanding that came from having 
overheard others discuss our family affairs. Father at 
an evening party, alternating between fits of pompous 
gravity and boisterous jollity; roaring with laughter as he



RIVEN
tipped his punch over 
mother’s lace dress, and 
her face deathly white, 
as she desperately tried 
to pass it all off as a 
joke, pretending amuse­
ment at “Ned’s high 
spirits.”

Scenes like this, and 
even more unpleasant 
ones, stamped on my 
childish mind an abso­
lute horror of a man who 
drank, and I firmly re­
solved that I would 
never, never marry one 
who did drink. I knew 
all too well the dreary 
round of worries directly 
and indirectly caused by 
drinking, and I was firm 
in my declaration that 
the man I married must 
never drink.

When I was eighteen, 
there was a boy in town 
who had been going 
with me ever since I was 
fifteen; I will call him 
Don Reed.

HE was a big, fair­
haired silent sort 

of chap, steady and de­
pendable as old Dog 
Tray, and his evident 
devotion was both sweet 
and flattering to me.

And though I was 
more than halfway in 
love with the big, easy 
going, sweet - tempered 
fellow, I took care not 
to let him know it; for 
in my youthful inexperi­
ence I wanted change 
and excitement and romance; a marriage that would daz­
zle the community. Above all, I wanted to get away from 
my old life and the old surroundings and, with mother 
and Daddy with me, of course, begin life all over. I felt 
so sure of being able to bring happiness to everybody!

Suddenly it seemed as though my girlish dreams might 
actually come true, for Fate willed that Gavin Quintard 
should come into my life and, with him, that delirious 
sensation known as love at first sight. Schoolgirlish and 
silly as that may sound, there is a wild, sweet thrill to 
that experience to which all other loves must pay tribute 
as having been, for awhile at least, supreme.

Poor Don! I put him as completely out of my mind as 
possible, though the knowledge that he was hurt, hurt me 
far more than I cared to acknowledge. I was deep under 
the spell of Gavin’s fascination; his careless laugh, his 
heady love-making, and the magnetism of his amber­
colored eyes that possessed the power to convey depths 
of adoration in their glance. My finger drooped under the 
weight of a gorgeous ruby and diamond ring, for Gavin 
was one of the wealthiest men in the state; a catch'many

Don took a step 
forward, deter­
mination in his 

face

an ambitious mother had angled for. And here was I, 
little Alice Lambert, daughter of a gone-to-seed architect, 
actually engaged to be married to him. No wonder the 
proud dowagers writhed!

IWAS gloriously happy for a brief space of time, and 
particularly nice to poor old Don whenever I happened 
to meet him, though his white, set face and a certain 

pathetic pleading in his gray eyes, caused a certain pang 
at my heart; I wanted everybody to be as happy as I was. 
But already the first gray shadows were lengthening 
across my path; forerunners of black clouds to come.

Gavin returned from a week-end in the city with an un­
mistakable odor of whisky on his breath, and its influence 
evident in all his actions. There was something so 
sickeningly familiar to me in those bloodshot eyes, that 
thick speech, that jaunty swagger. A pain like a wild 
beast sank fangs deep in my heart as I returned his kiss, 
saying in one little moan, “Oh, Gavin—you’ve been 
drinking—”

“Little Sherlock Holmes!” he laughed confidently, with



the gigglesome good humor of tipsy men, and continuing 
lightly, “Yes, you darling! I’ll apologize in sackcloth and 
ashes—but I did hit it up a bit with the boys in town night 
before last. What can your bad boy give you to make up? 
Don’t look so stricken, little saint. Didn’t you know I 
drank, honey? Most men do, you know.”

“Oh, Gavin, I guess they do. But, darling, darling—I 
can’t endure drinking! I thought you were different. 
Oh, dearest, you don’t know how I feel about drinking!”

HE seemed actually startled at my earnestness, as if it 
were inconceivable that any one could feel so strongly 

on the subject, or disapprove so highly of anything he did. 
From his first rather puzzled amusement, he grew irritated, 
and with the almost insolent assurance of a very rich man, 
I remember his saying:

“Dearest, you sound like a perfect fanatic. I had no 
idea you were such a rabid little dry! But don’t you 
realize what a narrow, intolerant attitude that is?

“My wife must not be so provincial, darling. Why, I’d 
be the laughing-stock of every one who knew you took that 
ridiculous stand about mere friendly drinking among 
friends. I’m not a sot, you know, and never will be, so 
don’t let’s quarrel. There, give me your lips, darling.

“Ever hear of a lovers’ 
quarrel?” snapped 
Gavin. “Best plan to 

keep out of ’em!”

Oh, my sweet little Puritan—” And his lips crushed mine 
in a passion rendered revolting to me by the liquor on his 
breath.

I’ll skip over the endless arguments and discussions 
and debates we went through which served no purpose, 
whatever, in the end; as Gavin could not or would not 
understand how I felt. He attempted to .reason with me, 
argue with me, laugh at me, scold me and finally quarrel 
heartily with me. And though we always made up, it was 
the same thing over and over again.

I felt sure he would give up drinking if he only knew 
what it really meant to me, but somehow I couldn’t ex­
plain my horror of having to live all my life in an atmos­
phere of drunken boisterousness, villainous after-effects 
and, worst of all, disgusting scenes of maudlin amorous­
ness. For if Gavin roused both my,fear and disgust of 
him now, in these moods, how much worse would it be 
after marriage, when I would be forced to accept his 
caresses when and how he wanted to bestow them?

People were beginning to talk; ever since the night 
Gavin took me to a dance and got so drunk he had to be 
taken upstairs to sleep it off. Don Reed took me home in 
his flivver and Gavin never forgave him for it; said I 
should have taken a taxi, that I knew that as well as he.

I was scolded and reproached for the whole thing, but 
the fact of his having been unable to escort me home 

himself never caused him either any worry or 
embarrassment; merely an amusing little in­
cident likely to occur in the best regulated so­
ciety, and which a sensible girl should have 

found screamingly funny.

BET of course I forgave him, as I 
always forgave him. Over and over 
and over again did I excuse, overlook 

and condone things he said, and 
did or didn’t do, when he was 
drinking.

Mother was distressed to 
death. She talked to me a long 
time one afternoon, when Gavin 
had gone with Dad to find 
a pet bootlegger some place out 
in the country.

“My life has been one 
bitter experience after 
another, Alice,” she said 
solemnly. “Your father 
drank before we were 
married, too, my dear. 
And though I knew it 
arid grieved over it, I 
thought he would 
straighten up after our 
marriage.

“My child, the most 
hopeless mistake on earth 
is for a woman to think 
a man will do for his 
wife what he won’t do 
for his sweetheart, or 
that his habits can ever 
be' changed after mar­
riage. It can’t be done— 
I know that weary road 
step by step. I’ve 
watched your father’s 
brilliant mind steadily 
deteriorate, watched him 
going down mentally and 
physically, inch by inch; 
a heartbreaking thing for 
a wife to witness, too. 
(Continued on page 100)



AJo Matter
Where She Went

She wanted to be more 
than just a clinging vine. 
What was love, even 
to a woman, if it didn't 
bring comradeship and 
achievement? She re­

volted, and then—

IWAS raised by an 
uncle and aunt in 
Corvallis, a small 
town in western Ore­

gon. My father died 
when I was a very 
little girl, leaving my 
m o t h e'r with three 
small children to sup­
port. Finding it al­
most impossible to 
make ends meet, she 
consented to my adop­
tion by an uncle, my 
father’s brother.

I was given a fairly 
good education, for my 
aunt and uncle had 
agreed that I should 
have the same chances 
in life as their two 
boys. I had a happy childhood, for 
my cousins were more like brothers, 
tormenting and teasing me at 
times, but always ready to take 
my part in any real trouble.

Instantly I recognized him and, for a second, I thought I would faint

I grew up like most of the girls 
of my time, taking part in dances, picnics and other 
amusements that the young people in small towns enjoy.

AT an early age I began going with boys of my own age, 
zx but somehow I never had any real sweethearts. I was 
dreaming always of some fairy prince that would unex­
pectedly come into my life and take my heart by storm.

I was just sixteen when my uncle, always delicate, 
developed a trouble that soon proved fatal.

Fortunately, I had already finished high school and was 
quite capable of teaching an ungraded school in a country 
district. Immediately I sent in applications to a number 
of different schools, and at last received word that I had 
been accepted by the board of a small school near Moro, 
a town about forty miles from Mount Hood.

I was greatly excited when I boarded the train for my 
school in eastern Oregon, as secretly I had longed to get 
away from home, thereby escaping the strict discipline of

my aunt which, in all probability, was the best thing for me.
It was harvest time when I arrived in the country 

where my school was situated. As I had never lived on a 
farm the rural life appealed to my imagination to such an 
extent that I soon found myself looking for some farmer 
lad with whom to fall in love.

A combined harvester was at work on the ranch adjoin­
ing the one where I was to board and, among the men at 
work there, was one that immediately singled me out and 
made every effort to monopolize all my time.

IWAS secretly pleased that he di<^, for I soon learned 
that he was not a farmhand, but a young lawyer, who 
had come to the country for his health.
I was greatly attracted to him and was pleased that he 

found so much pleasure in my company.
We were soon going to picnics and dances in the neigh­

borhood, and I even took up horseback riding merely to



accompany him on his long rides. We speedily became fast 
friends and, almost before we realized the drift of our 
friendship, we were both deeply in love.

It was my first real love affair and my whole soul went 
out to Bob Reynolds. In him, I saw the prince of whom I 
had so long dreamed.

Bob was a Southerner and lacked none of the chivalry 
usually found in men of the South. His eyes were blue 
but very dark, and lighted at times with such laughing 
devilish ness that one had to look deeply into his soul to 
discover the real characteristics of the man.

Our love-making progressed rapidly. In a few months 
we were engaged, and making plans for our wedding. I 
did not take another school, for we were married soon after 
my first school closed.

It was no hardship for me to give up my teaching, for 
I proved utterly unfit for the work. I lacked the patience 
with which a born schoolteacher is always endowed.

We had a home wedding in the town of Corvallis, and 
after we had furnished a cottage Bob opened his law 
office down on the main street.

Those first months following our marriage were 
one long dream of happiness. If Bob had faults, 
I failed to see them, but blindly placed him on a 
pedestal and was content to worship him.

I had been raised according to the old English 
custom, where the husband is lord of the manor 
and the wife is subject, more or less, to his will. I 
was too young to analyze love.

was too inexperienced to handle it cleverly. 
In those months Bob and I quarreled many 
times, but always Bob would close the scene.

I TRUSTED blindly and, childlike, I 
never doubted but what I would find 

Bob always at my feet. He was 
far above the average man, both 
in character and ability, and al­
though, in that first year of mar­
ried life, he kept me in a doll’s 
house, depriving me of many 
liberties, he petted and pam­
pered me to such an extent that I 
was happy and blindly content.

But as the months passed, 
I saw that, slowly, a change 
was taking place in Bob. His 
love savored more of sym­
pathy and kindness then the 
blind infatuation he had shown 
when we were first married. 
Patiently I made 
excuses for his lack 
of ardor, without 
calling his attention 
to the changes in 
himself that I could 
not help but see and 
feel. So slowly did 
his attitude change 
that he was not 
fully conscious of it 
himself.

He began to seek 
the society of other 
women, and at the 
parties and dances 
to which we were 
invited, I felt a pang 
of jealousy as I 
watched his willing­
ness actually to in­
convenience himself 
to make some young girl comfortable 
who, I knew, was making every ef­
fort to attract his attention.

For a time, I blindly made ex­

cuses for his desire to associate with other women, but at 
last sadly I admitted to myself that Bob was actually 
drifting away from me.

I not only felt it intuitively, but saw it with my own 
eyes; and just as though fate had intended to convince 
me of the fact, I was thrown in with girls who teasingly 
informed me that Bob appeared greatly interested in a 
young widow who had recently come to live in our town.

IWAS on a rack of impatience until I met her. Her 
name was June Winters. She was not only pretty 
and vivacious, but extremely clever in holding the atten­

tion of any man in whom she became interested.
Unfortunately for me, she became interested in my 

husband. So deeply interested that I hardly ever went 
downtown without seeing them together, either on the 
street or in his office.

I remonstrated with Bob, but always he would laugh­
ingly reply that June was only full of fun and that she 
meant absolutely nothing to him.

But my jealousy was aroused, and quietly I took note 
of their familiarity with each other.

Many a night I lay down beside him and, while 
he slept soundly, I softly cried myself to sleep. 

This situation went on for months, but I 



as if I were a child, with words about like these:
“You are foolishly jealous, my little Ann. June is 

nothing more to me than any other girl with whom I like 
to dance and joke. You are nervous.” Then he would 
close the discussion by taking me on his lap, teasingly 
chiding me for my foolish jealousy until, for the time being, 
I was convinced that my suspicions were unfounded.

I clung to Bob in those days and was easily led to be­
lieve that most of my suspicions were imaginary. I begged 
of him to love me, to be square with me, and blindly be­
lieved that my helplessness would hold him.

I DID not realize that the clinging, helpless wife arouses 
in her husband only pity and sympathy. That was to 

be revealed to me later in life.
I was an inexperienced girl, knew very little about the 

world and far less about men, but as the months passed I 
was forced to think for myself. For although Bob denied 
absolutely having any interest in June, I was convinced, 
in the end, that my jealousy was not unfounded.

I went to my aunt and confided in her, but found that 
she, too, thought me jealous.

I went home and decided that, in future, I would keep 

my own council and not look for sympathy, even from my 
relatives.

Constantly I brooded over my unhappy marriage, but 
after a while I learned to keep my sorrows locked securely 
in my breast.

Bob was never cross nor unkind. He treated me in pub­
lic with the utmost courtesy.

But all the time I was thinking, quietly taking note of 
the different stories he would tell, or listening to the lame 
excuses he so often made for staying at the office until late 
at night.

Little by little my anger grew, seething inwardly, until 
one day it suddenly broke all bounds. For the first time 
in my life I became combative, fully determined to end all 
my uncertainties and doubts by one decisive blow. I was 
actually amazed at myself for having the courage to take 
the decisive step.

Not for one second did I doubt the outcome of my ven­
ture. So certain was I of the situation that I went to the 
bank on a certain afternoon, and drew out my entire 
savings account. I then went home, packed a suit case and 
when Bob came home for dinner, I met him at the door 
with a warm smile on my face that covered all the seething 

anger that was boiling deep down in my heart.
After we finished dinner, Bob wiped the

dishes, stopping now and then to kiss or 
tease me. When, at last, we had finished our 
supper work he put on his hat and just as I 
had anticipated, told me not to wait up for 
him, as he was preparing a case and would be 
late in getting home. I kissed him as he went 
out and, as I closed the door, I angrily dashed 
a tear from my eye. Then I dressed myself 
carefully and put everything in the house 
in order.

AT ten o’clock that night, with my suit 
case in one hand and my purse, contain­

ing about five hundred dollars, in the other, I 
stole out in the darkness and, with a pass­
key that I had secured, entered Bob’s law 
office from the back door.

I swung open the door with such suddenness 
that I was in the middle of the room before 
Bob actually realized just what had happened. 
With a pounding heart but outwardly calm, 
I took in the scene before me. In a far corner, 
on a couch, sat Bob with June Winters in his 
arms. I stood silent only for a second, 
desperately trying to swallow a great lump 
in my throat. Then, mustering all my 
courage, I calmly said to Bob, “I only wanted 

to convince myself that my suspicions 
were not imaginary.”

Without even a backward look, I 
walked out of the door, grabbed up my 
suit case in the outer room, and in a 
very few minutes was standing on 
the platform, waiting for the train 
that would carry me to Portland and 
then on to Pendleton, in the very heart 
of eastern Oregon.

I secured a berth, and all that night 
I lay with wide-open, staring eyes, 
conscious only of a heartache that 
hurt too deeply even to bring tears 
as a relief.

In that one night I lived over again 
my short married life and knew posi­
tively that, though Bob was in­
fatuated with another woman, I still 
loved him.

Yes, I loved him, but I would never, 
never go back. (Continued on pagel26)



THE years go by so quickly! My 
son enters college in September, 
and Eleanor, my daughter, will 

be a junior. The baby—-well, she is 
only three years old and—she isn’t 
mine. Hal is her father, but I am only 
her stepmother. Sounds paradoxical, 
doesn’t it? Yet the same problem is 
being duplicated almost daily.

Hal is my husband. We were mar­
ried when he was a struggling young 
lawyer. Tall, dependable and true, 
he possessed a quiet dignity. Eleanor 
came to us in the second year of our 
married life and Stephen arrived on the 
scene two years later.

Our home life was a joyous thing— 
then Eloise came to make her home 
with us. She was my cousin, as fair as 
I am dark—blue eyes, golden hair and 
a complexion like an apple blossom 
with the sun shining through. The only 
home I had ever known had been given 
me by her widowed mother. At my 
aunt’s death Hal agreed with me that 
the only way I could conscientiously 
cancel the debt was to open our home to 
her daughter.

So Eloise fitted into our home life 
without a ripple of disagreeable adjust­
ment. She loved our babies and they, 
in turn, considered her a wonderful 
playmate. She was a stenographer 
and a very competent one; her days 
were spent in the hum of a busy office 
and in the evenings she shared our 
home life with us.

A YEAR had passed quietly, with no 
discernible change to mark its 

going. Then one evening, after I had 
tucked the children into their little 
white beds, I walked into the sun
room. I couldn’t believe my eyes. There was Eloise in 
my husband’s arms! Quietly I retraced my steps, for I 
did not want to see what I had seen nor attach to it a 
sinister meaning. My limbs were trembling so that I 
could hardly reach a chair, and my mind seemed numb as 
I tried to find a simple explanation. Perhaps they had 
been having a playful scuffle. But no! An innocent 
scuffle would not have ended in the passionate embrace 
I had just witnessed.

Then following very closely on this scene came the 
revelation that Hal was spending many evenings at his 
office; getting out work for his stenographer—cases that 
must be prepared for court the next day—were some of 
the plausible explanations. But I could not help noticing 
that Elbise was always absent on these evenings, too.

The climax came without further warning. My hus­
band was called on a murder case several hundred miles 
distant, requiring his absence over the week-end. The day 
following his departure Eloise received a telegram calling 
her to a city in the opposite direction, because of the illness 
of a very dear friend of whom she had often told me.

a

I couldn’t believe my eyes

an

Both had gone. Evening came, with sleeping babies, 
flushed and tousled, a too quiet house and a wife who 
walked weary lengths of every room, pacing with stum­
bling feet against the hours that would bring daylight. 
Lurking shadows—faint noises—the call of homing birds 
in the vines outside; it had once been so dear and sweet!

^P'HE next day, driven by some compelling force, I 
A called the friend to whom Eloise had gone. Breath­

lessly I waited for the answer. Taut wires, a breaking in 
of some strange voice—then the answer.

Eloise had not been there, nor were they expecting her! 
Should she come—■ But I thanked the soft voice and hung 
up. Eloise, herself, had canceled the debt I owed her, 
but what an infamous rate of interest she had charged me!

One thought beat in upon my tired brain; our home 
must be saved, intact, for the children! Their claims came 
first, though it would mean anything but happiness for me.

They came home together. Hal had gone from the 
train to his office and had met Eloise later on the street. A 
very plausible explanation, surely, but when I unpacked



There was Eloise in Hal's arms

his traveling bag to put his clothes in order, I found an 
intimate garment belonging to Eloise that had evidently 
been hurriedly thrust in at the last moment. I went 
through dinner that night as one walks a dream-ridden 
thoroughfare.

“Did you have a pleasant visit with your friend, Eloise?” 
I asked with a simulated interest I was far from feeling.

IWAS thankful that little Eleanor engrossed my atten­
tion at that moment so that I could hide my confusion 
at her answer.

“Yes, indeed, Mary. I had a wonderful time!”
“And did you leave her much improved?” I questioned 

innocently.
“Yes, she was feeling much better when I left; it seemed 

to be a touch of the flu!” She had the grace to bow her 
head as a deep flush stained her cheeks and throat. Later, 
we faced one andther in the living room.

Again and again I tried to speak, but my hands were 
like ice, my blood seemed frozen and my lips were mute. 
I lowered a shade, picked a few dry leaves from the fern

Was ever a woman 
faced with so terrible 
a dilemma? There 
were her husband, 
their children, the 
other woman, and 
the other woman’s 
unborn child—all to 
be considered. And 
no matter what she 
decided to do, some 
one was sure to 
suffer. Did she do 

right when she—

in the casement window, flicked an 
imaginary bit of dust from a book on 
the table, then sat down and tried 
again. My effort seemed fruitless until 
I happened to intercept a glance that 
passed between Hal and Eloise. Sud­
denly my veins Were filled with a molten 
lava, my heart beat a suffocating tattoo, 
and speech, so elusive a moment be­
fore, came to my rescue.

“T HAVE something to say to you, 
1 Eloise.” I fought to keep my voice 

from trembling. Hal looked up, sent 
a keen, searching glance at my white face, then dropped 
the paper he had been reading, rose to his feet and asked, 
“Would you like to have me leave the room, Mary?”

“No,” I answered quietly. “It concerns you really 
more than it does Eloise. Please stay.”

The girl before me had cupped one hand over her 
mouth as though to stifle a scream. Her face, too, was 
colorless—but I must go on to the bitter end.

“Eloise, you did not go to visit a friend. I called and 
she said you had not been there nor were yOu expected!”

Tense silence, save for the whir of motors speeding by 
and the occasional rumble of a truck. The birds were 
again settling into their nests outside the eaves.

“I have not been absolutely blind to what has been going 
on in my home, but somehow I thought you would both 
come to a realization of the unforgivable thing you were 
doing!”

Silence again. Eloise had sunk deeper into the cush­
ioned chair, her face half hidden in the shadows. Hal sat 
with hands tightly locked over his knees, looking intently 
at the floor. I seemed to be a disembodied entity 



speaking without human volition. But I went on:
“I have found you in each other’s arms more than once. 

But somehow I could not bring myself to speak. But 
now—this last! Hal, when I unpacked your bag this 
morning I found a garment belonging to Eloise that I 
know she was wearing when she left. Perhaps you can 
both justify what you have done—-I do not know. Eloise, 
have you anything you care to tell me?”

She pulled herself to an upright position, clutching at her 
throat as though to steady the full throbbing. Hal’s 
color had gone, leaving a thick pallor that had a pitiful 
suggestion of age. After what seemed a century of time 
Eloise began to speak:

“I—I know, Mary. It is a cruel thing we have done to 
you—-but I—I am not going to lie about it! I love 
Hal; have always loved him from the first time I looked 
into his face!”'

I LOOKED from her white face to Hal. He rose to his 
full height and began pacing the length of the room. I 

would have given much to have known just what he was 
thinking. Regret, shame, remorse?—that he should have 
been caught in the same trap from which he had extricated 
so many.

Eloise was crying. I could hear the keys in Hal’s 
pockets, as his long strides struck them against loose coins; 
one of the children cried out in restless sleep overhead, 
and a rising wind was flinging the dry leaves against the 
windows.

“Hal,” the word was almost a whisper but I cleared my 

aching throat and went on, “Hal—can’t you help me— 
don’t you realize what all this means to me? Oh, please—”

He began speaking in quick, trenchant phrases. I 
only hoped, as I looked at his beloved face,- that he would 
not make me hate him by hiding behind flimsy lies, or a 
woman’s weakness.

“They are true, Mary—the accusations you have made. 
I have no defense to offer that you would care to accept. 
I cannot say that I love Eloise—not in the sense in which 
she uses the word! She has always been attractive to me— 
but that’s no excuse for the thing I have done!”

He stopped before my chair with hands outflung:
“Believe me or not, Mary, you are the only woman I 

have ever really loved—and I would give my hope of 
eternal salvation to undo the monstrous thing I have 
done!” He was pacing again, long, uneven strides, brush­
ing against my chair each time he passed me. Then he 
was speaking again:

“I am far more responsible for what has happened than 
your cousin. We’ll let it rest there. The thing that con­
fronts us now is this: what do you want to do about it? 
It is your right to decide, Mary. I realize that I deserve no 
lenient consideration. Oh, what a pitifully short-sighted 
creature a man is!”

He sank heavily into an armchair; his head buried in 
hands that shook. Eloise sent a tense glance in his direc­
tion, then stared straight ahead. The telephone rang and 
Hal answered. Short, curt, decisive statements—some 
pressing court matter evidently—and again his white face 
stared across from mine.

I PRAYED for help. It would be such an easy matter to 
let a wounded pride dictate. The awful ache that I had 

not been everything to the man I loved. Where had I 
failed? In trivial things or in the hidden, deeper contacts 
that make of marriage a precious, lasting thing? Well— 

whatever it was—it was all over now.
“Eloise,” I said, striving for a calm I

was far

“Eloise,” I cried, “why 
have you tried to do 

this thing?”

from feeling, “I am sorry for 
what has happened. There 
are no words to convey my 
real feelings about the whole 
wretched mess.

“I am not going to talk 
to you of honor and loyalty; 
I do not hate you; I do 
not hope for your punish­
ment. The law of compensa­
tion will take care of that. I 
do not blame you as much as I 
blame Hal. But you will have 
to leave my home. For the 
sake of the children, I must 
keep the home together—un­
less you and Hal have decided 
that your happiness lies with 
each other—that even the 
babies are not to be con­
sidered.”

No answer. Wind-blown 
leaves scraped against half­
open shutters, a locomotive 
whistled its way through dark­
ened hills, the clock on the 
mantel chimed another hour. 
Still no word was spoken.

“Hal,” I finally asked, “will 
you remain here—to all out­
ward appearances the same, 
or have you other plans for the 
future?”

In a voice husky with tears, 
Hal answered, “Of course I

(Continued on page 93)



Revealing 
What 

Happened 
When 

One Man 
Spurned 

Life’s 
Greatest 

Gift

He Couldn’t Forget
In Preceding Installments:

JACK COLLINS was my roommate at college, and a 
finer fellow never lived. It was through him that I 
met Sally, who became my wife shortly before com­

mencement. Our wedding was saddened by the fact that 
Jack had died but a short time before, but the memory of 
him and the knowledge of his high hopes for our happiness 
made us feel that we just had to make our marriage a 
success.

We settled on.my dad’s old farm, and although we both 
worked hard, we were unable to pay off the mortgage. 
So losing the farm, we went out to Denver. Here after 
more than two months’ searching, I got a job in a machine 
shop, and Sally took a job teaching school. With both 
of us tired from overwork, we soon became irritable and 
began to quarrel.

As I look back, I realize I was mostly at fault. It must 
have been difficult living with me those days for I was so 
immersed in a new carburetor with which I was experi­
menting. In fact, I was too preoccupied to be human.

Finally I got my patent, and hope of real success again 
came to me. But Fate seemed intent on testing me in 
every possible way. Our house burned down, and- Sally 
in rescuing my patent papers, had her face horribly dis­
figured by burns. Then I acted the complete cad. I 
left her—left her to roam around the world for a score of 

years, never finding anything but misery in the huge 
fortune my patent finally brought me.

I communicated with Sally through Mrs. James, a 
friend. I pleaded with her to forgive me and take me back. 
But all I got in reply was one letter saying she was taking 
steps toward a divorce, and refusing me her address.

Finally, when a very unhappy and disillusioned man 
in middle life, I ran into Mrs. James. She told me of 
Sally’s success as a writer, and invited me to her home. 
Here I met Nova, who seemed the very image of Sally as 
I had first known her in those days back in college.

NOVA and I were strangely drawn to each other from 
the first. I remember sitting one day and watching 

her quite miserably. Why did she have to look so like 
Sally? My arms ached from wanting them about her— 

but, to save myself, I could not tell whether they ached 
for Nova, or the woman I had lost and whom she reminded 
me of so poignantly.

Nova faced about suddenly. Our eyes met, and held.
“Why do you look at me like that?” Nova asked 

shakily.
I couldn’t very well say, “You remind me of the girl I 

used to love and, because of that, I think I am falling in 
love with you.”

Instead, I said, “Let’s go for a drive up the canyon.” 
* * *



After we had covered a number of miles I pulled up 
beside the road and stopped the motor where we could 
look out over a great canyon. It was a magnificent 

sight.
Suddenly Nova turned to me and asked softly, “Don’t 

you want to tell me about Sally?”
I was utterly flabbergasted. “What do you know 

about me—me—and Sally?” I questioned.
“Oh, Uncle James told me she was your wife once, and 

he thinks you still love her.”
For a moment I could say nothing. “Do you know 

Sally?” I asked.
“Yes!” she replied. “And I love'her! Everybody loves 

her! I could take a message to her if you wanted me to.”

HALTINGLY, with long aching pauses, I told Nova 
about Sally. I knew the cad I’d been—and so did 

Nova when I had finished. But I read not condemnation 
but understanding in her wide gray eyes.

“Nova, I’d give my interest in heaven just to have 
Sally back for one day!” I said brokenly, dropping my 
head into my arms on the wheel.

Nova spoke softly, her arm about my shoulders. “If you 
love her like that, why don’t you go to her? Is it because 
of the—the—-of her—-disfiguration?”

“No!” I cried. “Not the scars! They can never make 
any difference now. It’s Sally I love—the 
dear, beautiful, shining soul of her! Nova, 
I knew ten minutes after she walked out of 

"Oh, I’m sorry!" 1 said. “I’ve made a mistake!”

my home, game as a little soldier, never by word or look 
reproaching me for my rottenness, I knew then that the 
scars could never make any difference, but it was too late! 
I’ve never been able to make her understand.

“I’d give my soul, such as it is, for one hour of the old 
heaven of Sally’s arms!”

“Are you quite sure of that?” Nova asked earnestly.
“Nova, it is the only thing I am sure of any more,” I 

said wearily. “Her smile was the most beautiful thing 
I’d seen in years—another perfect soul shining through 
a pair of wide brown eyes.

“Then, Bob,” she laughed softly, “I’m going to drop 
heaven right square into your poor, hungry heart. I 
know positively and absolutely that Sally loves you the 
same way. Her divorce was to free you—not herself.”

“Nova, don’t lie to me,” I begged. “Don’t tell me that 
unless—you are sure!”

“I am sure, Bob,” she repeated, “as sure as I’m living. 
Sally loves you with every throb of her heart. She has 
always loved you.

“Do you want to go to her right away?” she asked 
suddenly. “It isn’t far.”

“This night, if you’ll tell me where she is!” I answered 
eagerly.

“Not tonight, impatient one,” she smiled. “But come 
to me in the morning. Then I will give you a letter, which 

you are not to open until you reach Denver. 
Then you will go to the address enclosed—and at 

the place you will find your 
Sally. But the sweetest secret 
of all Sally, herself, must tell 
you.”

SHE would not tell me more, 
though I promised faith­

fully that I would never tell 
Sally that she told.

Finally she lost patience. “If 
you ask one more question, 
Bob St. Clair, I’ll not help you 
at all! Isn’t it enough that I’m 
dropping heaven into your lap; 
that you must demand to know 
where I got it?”

Next morning I went to the 
James’ home, half afraid to 
believe that last night was 
anything more than another 
dream.

“Nova, you’ve made me the 
happiest man on earth,” I said 
earnestly, holding her hands 
hard. “But, Nova—I want you 
too!”

She smiled mysteriously. 
“Your and Sally’s happiness 
will be my happiness, Bob— 
and—polygamy was abolished 
in Utah years ago.”

She made me promise not to 
open the letter she had given 
me until I reached Denver. It 
took a lot of courage to keep 
that promise, but I kept it.

The train seemed barely to 
creep along. But the telegraph 
poles darting by my window, 
like teeth in a comb, assured 
me we were making very good 
time, all things considered.

After dinner I went into the
observation car to smoke and 
to see if I could find some one 
to talk (Continued on page 145)
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tragic truth 
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the First Stone?
AMAN may live with his wife for twenty-five years, 

as I have lived with mine, and still be a stranger to 
. the real woman. The gentle look, in a woman’s 
eyes that goes with a kiss, a cup of good coffee or a button 

sewed on in a hurry, will never tell him how those same 
soft eyes might harden if a crisis came.

A quarter of a century ago I married Melissa in one of 
the big northwest cities where the ships from the Inland 
Sea were bringing loads of gold and fish from Alaska.

I was never introduced to her, but met her one day on 
the wharf after a ship from the Yukon had docked. She 

was crying. I begged her to tell me what was the matter. 
She looked hard at me through her tears, seeing perhaps 
that I was greener than the usual dandies that hung about 
the wharf, then she let me take her to one of the greasy 
little eating houses built over the water, while she told me. 
Her father had been killed in the Klondike; buried when 
the rotten timbers of a gold mine crashed.

I never asked her past; I didn’t care. It suddenly came 
to me as I looked at her yellow hair there in the smoky 
light, under the foolish looking hat which was the fashior 
then, that I didn’t want to go tothe Yukon to look for gold, 



after all. I wanted to marry Melissa and take her back 
to my father’s farm in the Ozarks. The old folks hadn’t 
wanted me to go, anyway.

My mother loved Melissa from the time she saw us 
come up the flagstones through the swinging gate, a few 
weeks after that, and saw the strange girl stoop to pet the 
old crippled watchdog.

From the first, she would never let Melissa do any hard 
work.

“No, dearie,” Ma would say, “keep your hands white 
and beautiful while you can. Dishwater will make them 
old and rough like mine. You sit and play the organ for 
me, and I’ll do them up in a jiffy—it’ll make the time go 
faster.”

And sometimes Ma would slip to the door while Melissa 
pumped the red pedals and pushed the stops, and hum 
softly to the tune of “In the Good Old Summer Time,” 
while she polished away at an old blue platter.

“You look like that Saint Cecilia picture on the wall 
yonder,” Ma told Melissa once, “—only there ain’t any 
little naked angels above you, to scatter roses down onto 
your head!”

Melissa had laughed at that, and next day she insisted 
on taking something out of a whole trunkful of pretty 
clothes she had, and dressing Ma up for church down in 
the village.

“My what a lot of pretty, frilly things!” Ma had smiled, 
and lifted her hands. “Wherever did you get them all?”

I saw the color come into Melissa’s face then, but I 
thought nothing of it, because she had been scooping over 
the trunk till. “Why, they’re not nearly so pretty as 
these nice red-and-white patch quilts of yours,” Melissa 
protested, nodding toward the old four-poster bed. 
“You’ve got me beat a thousand miles!”

That pleased Ma and she kissed Melissa and patted 
her hair. “Never mind—you’ll learn. Anyway, your 
mother must have been mighty handy with a needle.”

“Oh, she’s been dead for years,” I saw Melissa smile 
sadly; “It was a girl friend of mine in Seattle—where Jim 
met me—who helped me make most of these.”

“Was she as pretty as you?” Ma slipped on the waist 
and stood admiring herself before the streaked little mirror.

“1\/TUCH prettier, really.” Melissa was smoothing 
1VJL the waist for Ma, and buttoning it up the back.

Then, I remember she added casually, “Oh—she is an 
older woman than I. She has a little girl.”

Then suddenly to the amazement of us all, Melissa 
leaned forward on my mother’s shoulder and began to cry.

“Why—what’s the matter, honey?” Ma was dum- 
founded. Don’t you want me to wear the waist?”

“Yes—yes, of course I do,” Melissa’s sobs quieted 
down after we had petted her awhile. “I just got to 
thinking about Mollie and her little girl, and I felt so 
sorry for them that I couldn’t help it,” she explained. 
“You see, when her husband died, he didn’t leave them 
any money.” And she started to cry again.

“You’re just nervous,” Ma led Ker out into the cool 
back yard, all shady under the thick leaves of a great 
spreading walnut, and with big mossy flagstones leading 
down to a spring-house by the creek.

“Here,” she told Melissa, “I’ll fix the cream,.and you 
can sit in the shade and churn for me while I’m gone to 
church. That’ll get your mind off o’ things. This big 
barn of a house is too hot for decent folks today, anyhow.”

Which was true. It was big and gray, and unpainted, 
like so many old houses in the hills. 1 he tiger lilies in 
the front yard had dried up, and out in the corn fields 
the rocks would have burned a blister on a person’s hand. 
I went with Ma to the hot little church down in the village, 
because Melissa insisted, and we sat at desks too small 
for us, and listened to a sermon two hours long. The 
place, during the week was used for a schoolhouse. 
Babies cried during the sermon, and had to be taken out. 

I was glad that Melissa hadn’t come with us.
“What did the preacher talk about?” Melissa was her 

old cheerful self again by the time we got home, and was 
working salt into a big yellow plate of butter, almost the 
color of her hair. She repeated, “Was it a good sermon?”

I pinched her round little cheek and added a kiss. I 
worshiped Melissa. After that, I quoted for her the text 
from the twenty-third chapter of Matthew, “Woe unto 
you, Scribes and Pharisees, hypocrites, for ye make clear 
the outside of the cup and of the platter, but within they 
are full of extortion and excess.”

“Does that mean me?” She turned her small face up to 
mine seriously.

“Silly! Of course not!” I took the wooden spoon away 
from her playfully and tasted the butter. “It means all 
the doctors and lawyers and merchants and chiefs who 
fool the people. And it means all the pretty wives, too, 
who fool their husbands,” I added with a wink. “So you 
be careful this fall when we hire the hay hands.”

Melissa just hugged me tight and looked far down the 
valley without saying a word. I was hurt that she hadn’t 
even smiled at my little joke.

THE next spring Melissa joined the Ladies’ Circle of 
the church in tKe little village at the foot of the hill. 
The women liked her because she played the organ for 

them, and tended their babies at the sewing bees. This 
gave her an excuse, she told me, to mingle with them 
without having to talk.

There was old Mrs. Creary, owner of the farm next to 
ours, who always wanted to know about Melissa’s child­
hood, and what kind of a home she had had; again, there 
was Aunt Nancy Perkins, midwife in the village, who 
always grew personal about why Melissa and I bad not 
yet called her for the birth of a child. In the village of 
Pettigrew a woman did not graduate to the inner circle 
of gossips until she had first felt the pangs of delivery.

These old women frightened Melissa.
“They tear the heart out of a girl’s reputation,” she 

told me one night as she trembled in my arms after coming 
home from the meeting. “This afternoon as I warmed 
the milk and fed their sweet little bhbies, I listened to old 
Granny Cole tell of a woman and a man who were ridden 
out of town on a rail, not many years ago, because they 
lived together unmarried.”

I remembered the incident. The woman, pale and 
frightened, had fallen off as they passed over the tracks 
to the station and her head had struck the iron rail. But 
they had shoved her on again and held her there by main 
force, the rabble of cursing men and shrieking women, 
and had loaded them on to the tiny train.

Nowhere in America, except in the Ozarks away from 
the world, had I heard of such things being done in modern 
times.

Next morning I watched Melissa swish daintily around 
in the kitchen, with Ma giving her little things to do, and 
I was certain that it was only another little touch of 
nervousness like that Sunday when we had left her to 
churn while we went to church.

The crops grew tall in the fields and ripened, and seeding 
time came again before we could be aware that a winter 
had passed. Melissa would bring jugs of cool water to the 
fields, as I plowed between the waving green stalks in 
laying them by, and sometimes she would trot, laughing, 
along by the plow as the dark earth turned up in a furrow. 
I knew she was happy.

It was on a warm afternoon like this when she came up 
the hill from Pettigrew, with a radiant face, to announce 
that a new dressmaker had come to town. The last one 
had passed away with a slow cancer.

“But why should you be so happy about it?” I heard 
Ma banter as I came up with tbe horses; “You’ve got 
plenty of pretty things!”

Melissa had stopped with a sudden, scared little look 



and whispered something to Ma which I didn’t understand 
until long after. Ma had stopped with a load of kindling 
she had picked up in the woodyard, and turned and called 
to me.

“Say, Jim! The new dressmaker in town is Melissa’s 
old chum from the West, that the child was cryin’ over 
that Sunday! You take the hack in the morning and 
bring ’em up here for dinner!” Ma’s big heart interpreted 
everything in the light of good food.

1 turned to Melissa in a mood to pirich her cheek. “So! 
You thought you’d surprise us!
But how about that trip through 
the sun—don’t you suppose it’ll 
make the baby sick?”

Then Melissa gave us the 
scare of our lives. Her face went 
all chalky and her voice went 
higher. “No, no! Don’t have 
her up here to dinner—please! 
She don’t like to visit. Just let 
me go to her once in a while, 
that’s all.”

“Why—of course, honey,” Ma answered 
as to a child; but I could see how puzzled she 
was. “You don’t have to ask me, you know— 
you’re your own boss.”

“I—I got so lonesome to see her baby,” 
Melissa was stammering helplessly. “It’s 
such a pretty baby! I told her to come—”

“You were right, dearie,” Ma petted as the 
two went into the kitchen together to start 
supper. “We’ll have to send her down a 
chicken occasionally, and a few vegetables, 
till she gets a garden started. I know what this 
store grub is!”

MA went in Melissa’s place to the next 
meeting of the Sewing Circle in town, 

and came back with a worried face.
“They’re beginnin’ to talk about Melissa’s 

friend,” she told me that evening when we 
took the buckets out to the barn to milk the 
cows. “Edna Creary and Nancy Perkins 
swore this afternoon they’d heard of men goin’ 
to this Molly Bowen’s house after dark—she’s livin’ in 
the little white house over the tracks—and it seems the 
men are talkin’ about it, too. She’s been here two weeks 
now, and has several dresses started; and talk like that 
ain’t goin’ to help any.”

Ma drew a long breath, and the two of us looked at each 
other. Neither of us said a word, but I knew we were both 
seeing the same thing—that woman who fell from the rail 
ten years ago; and the gash on her head where it hit the 
edge of the steel on the tracks.

Days flew past; I had almost all the corn laid by except 
that in the little field down by the road. As I worked my 
team there in the mornings, men stopped on the way to 
town to drink from my cool jug, wrapped in old gunny­
sacks, and then they’d chuckle about the Bowen woman.

“She’s a good looker,” they always finished. “Around 
thirty-five, I should judge. The women are jealous o’ her 
and want to run her out ’cause the postmaster’s wife has 
started takin’ in sewing herself, and don’t want any 
competition!”

Getting the current of all this talk, I could see that 
Melissa was running a risk by going to see the woman. I 
could see how things stood; Melissa had got acquainted 
with her in Seattle and had taken the woman’s own story 
about her life. The child was probably illegitimate.

“You’d better stop going there, honey,” I told her that 
evening. “The women are all pretty much worked up, I 
guess, and I don’t want to see you get talked about.”

Melissa went on working out a spider-web pattern in 
crochet, and didn’t answer. It was the first time 1 had 

really given out an order since my father had died the 
spring before, and I was left master of the place.

The next night Melissa went to bed earl}' and left me 
reading. Our room had a side-door opening to a path 
that led to the road to Pettigrew.

It was late when I remembered that I had left the bars 
of the lower cornfield- down, and that stray cattle might 
even then be inside tramping it down and chewing off the 
tops. But even as I turned the fence corner on the way 
to put them up, I met Melissa, bareheaded, running

Bravely facing the 
ring leader of the 
mob. she cried, 
“Will you deny 
before these people 
that, even now, you 
are not legally 
married to your 

husband?”

toward the 
house.

“I put up the 
bars!” said, 
breathes. “I 
remembered 
looking down in 
the field from 
the house when 
you left it this 
afternoon, and
saw you leave them down!”

Which was impossible, because there was a cluster of 
three big white oaks between the house and the bars. It 
was the first time since I married her that the slightest 
doubt about Melissa had slipped through my mind.

“Melissa, honey—tell me the truth!” I shook her by 
the shoulders, p,nd suddenly I felt like a brute as she 
crumpled in my arms, crying. I carried her to the house, 
my face hot with shame to remember how rough I had 
been with her.

As I worked in the lower cornfield the next afternoon, 
little groups of women passed by, their long skirts 
trailing the dust as they held mysterious little whisper­
ings among themselves. Some deviltry was being planned 
among, them, I guessed, and my mind flew suddenly to 
Melissa’s friend in the village. (Continued on page 160)



I felt that I was listen­
ing to the ravings of a 

maniac

UXUPCX
In the Preceding Installment:

IWAS nearly twenty, and a farmer’s daughter, when 
Ben came into my life. He was paying a visit to his 
grandparents in the only town I had ever known, a 
town so small that some maps do not show it. It had 

absolutely nothing to nourish the cravings of youth.
There'was not even the conventional “opera house,” 

where an occasional troupe of cheap actors might have a 
night or two of business. There was no library, except 
the small one in the schoolhouse. There was a photog­
rapher, a dentist, who came there once a week, and a 
store where some magazines, some optical goods and an 
occasional “novelty” might be purchased. Otherwise, 
the stores were purveyors to the commonest needs of 
humanity, all bunched along the dusty main street one 
block long, where there was never any activity except on 
Saturday afternoons.

Since I had never known anything else I did not fret 
for anything different, but I felt the deadness of the life. 
The village boys had started coming out to the farm when 
I was about seventeen, but their awkwardness and atti­
tude of condescension annoyed and bored me. We had a 
very good home library, for my father had been a college 
man; and I often felt it hard to keep my lips from curling 

with disdain at the utter ignorance of my callers. It often 
ended in mother’s giving them a bowl of doughnuts, or 
some other refreshments, which usually seemed to take 
their minds off me.

In fact, it was not really Laura Pendelton to whom they 
were paying attention, but rather to the idea that any 
girl of the countryside, who was young, healthy and had 
been born there, deserved to have some lad or other marry 
her. They were, it seemed to me, curiously indifferent 
as to whom they mafried, and often “swapped” girls,” as 
the expression was.

SOMETHING different would have to come my way, 
I secretly told myself. I wanted no cut-and-dried 

marriage. I wanted love,'ardor, a story in my life.
Ben and I met in church. We seemed to fall in love at 

first sight. Within a week we were engaged and it was 
all over town that Laura Pendelton was going to marry 
Ben Butler and go right away with him and actually live 
in New York.

He was “in Wall Street,” he told me, which meant less 
than nothing to me. He told me he knew “the right 
people,” and I thought he meant people who were solid 
citizens, like old Mr. Scudder, who owned half a dozen 
farms and was vice-presidtent of the bank, but Ben laughed
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great riches 
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The glamour 
of high society 

hypnotized 
her. She was—
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LINDED
so at that, that I had no idea who the right people could 
be. He said I would soon “catch on.”

We settled down in Greenwich Village, when we got to 
New York, because most of Ben’s clients to whom he sold 
stocks and bonds lived around there. Here, married life 
began in earnest for me. Ben had to go in for social 
affairs, as he met customers at them. I’ll never 
forget the first party to which he took me. Everybody 
drank. Everybody' seemed to make love to everybody 
else. I repulsed all the men who came to me paying stupid, 
drunken compliments.

But Ben! He was holding bunches of cherries over a 
girl’s head, while she tried to snatch at them with a too 
red mouth. I had never in all my life seen women’s 
mouths painted, and the effect of these raw looking lips, 
often in faces which were dead white, had already been 
making me shudder. There was a feline grace about 
this girl, a sensuous effluvia which sickened me, and 
there was Ben acting —I had no word for how he was act­
ing, but I knew that a big lump was rising in my throat.

*****

MY artist friend was observant, as I have found nearly 
all artists to be. Just as I was dumbly shaking my 

read at this terrible Ivan, whom I saw swimming in the 

unshed tears in my eyes, like a black nightmare of a head, 
a cool voice said:

“Come over here and talk to Nina, Ivan. You’re 
neglecting her, she says.”

Mysteriously, a moment afterward, I found Ivan out 
of his place beside me, the chair occupied again by the man 
who was not interested in me, and the artist was offering 
me a goblet of wine.

“FA RINK it, Mrs. Butler,” he urged. “It will not 
JLv hurt you a bit. It’s really fair claret; cheap, too.

You’d pay a good deal more for it, in a place that has more 
pretensions than Tony’s.

“It’s a harmless sort of a place, too,” he went on, 
seemingly talking half to himself, and oblivious to the 
strained attention I was giving him. “None of these 
people are quite as gay as they pretend. It’s—well, it’s 
the fashion, Mrs. Butler, to pretend that you have no 
moral scruples at all; but most of these folks are just as 
honest and decent as anybody. Ivan, now—■”

He stopped to chuckle and I swallowed hard on the 
lump in my throat and - found that it was not there. 
“Ivan,” went on the slow, comfortable voice,” is the de­
voted slave of an old mother who rules him with a rod of 
iron. She doesn’t allow him to stay out after eleven. 



You’ll see him make some excuse pretty soon—-that he 
has a date with a girl, most likely. Well, he has, and he’d 
better keep it, I can tell you! A date with the only girl 
who seems to make much difference to him; his mother.” 

“But—he said—he seemed—■” I did not know how to 
put into-words what I wanted to say.

The artist nodded and grinned, as if he and I understood 
the eccentricities of the bewildering Ivan perfectly.

“Uh-huh,” he agreed, “he sure is some fusser of the 
girls—so long as it’s in public. Most of the girls say he 
runs like a scared rabbit when they catch him alone.”

I am ashamed to say that, although I remember every 
word uttered by that slow, drawling and friendly voice, I 
have forgotten the name of the man.

He soon faded out of our lives, in the strange way that 
people do fade out in New York, but I shall never forget 
him, for talking on and on, describing the lives of the 
different people at the table, he made me see them for 
what they were; the half frustrated, creative type, playing 
gallantly even if futilely, at being something other than 
ordinary human beings.

But for him, I might have made a scene that night, for, 
according to the laws of social usage to which I was accus­
tomed, Ben had offered me a deadly insult in his actions 
with the girl.

I am sure that for the moment he had entirely forgotten 
me for, as the artist and I talked, Ben flashed me a quick, 
startled look. I saw it out of the corner of my eye, though 
I was apparently absorbed in my companion.

After a few moments Ben got up and came over, to lean 
on the back of my chair, 
to rest a proprietary hand 
on my shoulder; to take 
just a slightly exagger­
ated air of the husband.

IWAS new to all the 
oddities of human 
nature, but the giggle 

which seized me carried 
with it all sorts of per­
ceptions of more sophis­
tication than I had ever 
had before in my life. I 
knew that Ben had for­
gotten me for awhile; 
that he was afraid I had 
noticed it; that he had 
been afraid I might show 
the jealousy of a little 
country bumpkin; that 
he had been first re­
lieved and then a little 
peeved, when I didn’t; 
then, right afterward he 
had perceived that I was 
paying too much atten­
tion to somebody other 
than Ben Butler.

The artist, although 
his face remained blank, 
for Ben’s benefit, gave 
me one glance which 
sent me off again.

Since then I have 
grown used to having 
people talk about my 
“infectious chuckle,” so 
I suppose that was what 
drew those people to me 
that night. That and the 
magnetism of Ben who 
always caused heads to 
turn in his direction. 

Anyway there I was, for the next hour mysteriously ihe 
center of attention, with Ben playing up to me and people 
receiving what I thought were perfectly simple remarks 
with shouts of laughter.

That night I said to Ben, with a firmness that I had not 
known that I could put into my voice:

“I like these people very much, Ben, but I believe that 
they are just a crowd of half successes who whistle to keep 
up their courage, as it were; and I don’t think we ought 
to be quite as familiar with them as they seem to want to 
be, do you?

“Don’t you think that if we make—oh, just a shade of 
difference—friends and all that, yet not allowing them to 
be too close to us—that it will be better? You say you 
want people who will help you climb and that we’ll start 
in The Village, but don’t let us make ourselves too cheap.”

HE stared at me, that shrewd husband of mine, never 
once suspecting that I was only echoing ideas which 

that dear friend of mind, whose name I was shortly to 
forget and whom I was never to see again, had put into 
my mind.

He stared at me with genuine admiration and said I was 
the little wise lady and he could see he’d married more than 
a pretty country girl. That was the beginning of Ben’s 
belief that I was as shrewd as he was; a belief which I 
fostered, because it helped me to control him for his own 
good sometimes, but a belief which was entirely false. I 
never have had shrewdness about people, and never will. 
I have learned to ponder on them (Continued on page 105)



Lutie laughed good-naturedly, “Do you all want me to cough when I open dat do’, or jes 
"tend lak I don* see all dem kisses, Mistah Tom?”

He was frantic. The woman he loved more than 
life had suddenly vanished. Why ? Why ?

MV partner’s wife called at the office about closing 
time this afternoon to take him home. Jim’s 
private office opens into mine, and as she always 

does, Alice Barnard stepped into my room.
A charming lovely woman, it is a pleasure to see her, a 

real solace to hear the warm friendship in her voice, the 
hearty welcome of her invitation, “Come home to dinner 
with us, Tom. I have the car outside and can wait, while 
you and Jim clean up the day’s work.”

For just a second I hesitated. I like to go to their home; 
am there often. Then a wave of overwhelming loneliness 
swept over me, and I murmured, “Thanks, Alice, I’m 
sorry, but I can’t tonight.”

“I’m sorry, too, and the children will be disappointed. 
But you know there’s always a standing invitation there 
for you. Be sure to come with Jim tomorrow night. I’ll 
have some of your favorite dishes, so don’t fail me.” 
With that she was gone.

But not before I had caught the quick look of compassion 
and womanly intuition. Alice needed no excuses nor 
explanations from me; she understands that there are 

times when my lonely, aching heart cannot bear to see the 
happiness in their home; when the evidences of love and 
trust between her and Jim, which have constantly grown 
deeper through the years, make me realize too cruelly what 
I have lost.

For I, too, have known wedded love and happiness; 
that utter dependence of a man and woman upon each 
other, that little haven that two lovers can build 
around themselves, the world outside unneeded and 
unwanted.

SAY what you will of parental love, love for parents, 
devotion between brothers and sisters, there is no 

human Ipve that can be so deep, so tender, so vitally 
gripping as true married love. I have known all relation­
ships; I had the best parents in the world, a devoted 
brother and sister, and I have been a father; but the shrine 
of all shrines in my heart is the love that endures, and will 
endure, for the beautiful wife who was mine for eight 
happy years.

Jim, Barnard, my partner, and I finished the mining 



engineering course at the old mining school at Houghton; 
having been chums all through the four years.

Then Jim went to Denver and I to South Africa. My 
experiences there were thrilling and interesting, to say 
nothing of the money I saved. But the West was always 
calling, especially Jim. He had gone into business for 
himself and wanted me to join him, which I did in a few 
years.

In the meantime, Jim had married, and he and Alice, 
so happy themselves, were eager to have me join the 
benedicts, so through them, I met many charming girls. 
Somehow, though fond of their society, my heart was un­
touched until I met Janet Herndon.

How can I ever describe Janet? I can tell you that she was 
petite and lovely; that she was as 
ful to look at; but I could never 
make you see the sweetness of 
expression in her velvety brown 
eyes, the grace of every move­
ment; hear the low vibrant voice 
nor could you guess the beauty 
of the daily life she led, endear­
ing herself to all who knew her.

It was at an evening bridge 
party that Alice gave, entertain­
ing an intimate little group of 
married friends. I tried to beg 
off, pleading both the poor game 
I played, and that I’d feel sadly 
out of place, a lone bachelor. 
But Alice insisted.

good as she was beauti-

“'VTOU’LL just spoil it for me, 
A Tom. At last I’ve been able 

to coax Janet Herndon out of her 
retirement. She is a widow, one 
of my dearest friends, but we 
just haven’t been able to get 
Janet out with the crowd since 
that disreputable husband of 
hers went to Alaska. She needs 
a little society; this is her first 
move, and I not only want you 
to come, but actually need you 
to fill a table, Tom.”

In mock despair, I groaned, 
“A widow! Heavens, Alice, I 
had an idea that you W’ere really 
a friend of mine!”

She smiled, a very confident 
little smile. “Hadn’t you better 
wait until you meet Janet? She’s 
the loveliest thing I know, isn’t 
she, Jim? You tell him about 
Janet—I must do some phoning 
right now.”

Jim dropped his paper in his 
lap and lighted his pipe before 
he spoke. “Janet grew up here 
with Alice’s circle of friends, and 
she is really an unusually 
attractive woman. By Jove/’ 
he turned to me impulsively, 
“you’re such an old idealist, I’d 
like to see you two fall for each 
other. I believe she’s the very 
girl for you,” and waving my 
attempted protests aside, he told 
me her rather pitiful story.

She had been the most courted 
girl in her set, and was barely out 
of high school when Clay May­
nard, a dashing Southerner, 
cameto town. As is often the 

case with a young girl, she was more flattered by the at­
tentions of an older man than she was in love with him, 
and too young to clearly understand her feelings. . So 
after a whirlwind courtship, though it was wisely op­
posed by her parents, they were married.

He had plenty of money, built a splendid home and 
lavished gifts on her. For a year or more she was ap­
parently happy. Then he began to neglect her; drink a 
little, gamble more. Janet gave no sign that she knew, 
keeping her troubles to herself. But a few years later, 
when he went to Alaska on some mining venture, she 
rented her big house and returned to her parents’ home.

In the meantime, a rumor gradually leaked out that it 
was doubtful if he .intended to come back; that she did 
not hear from him. Her friends hoped it was true, urging 

Clay Maynard followed by Jim and the detective stepped into the room



her to get a divorce, knowing she was happier without him. 
But her religion forbade that; she just stayed quietly 
at home, helping her father in his office.

Clay Maynard had been gone over a year when Alice 
called Jim up one day.

“Maybe I’m a wretch, but I’ve just heard what I call 
good news. Janet had a letter from some friend of Clay’s 
in Alaska, telling her that he is dead and buried; he had 
told this man to write to her.”

“How is Janet taking it?”
“Of course, she feels rather bad—she thought once she 

cared for him, you know, and she’s sorry for him. But 
Janet is too honest to pretend she is grief-stricken.”

And Jim went on:
“We were all relieved. She was so young, she is such 

At sight of Maynard, I could feel Janet trembling

a splendid girl, and death seemed to be the only escape 
for her since she doesn’t believe in divorce. We were glad 
he had the deceficy to shuffle off. He owed it to her after 
treating her so badly.

“But she hasn’t thrown it off, as we hoped she would. 
She is reserved—had an awful shock, I suppose, when she 
was so young and innocent. She isn’t bitter at all, but 
the experiences she had with that rotter sort of scared her, 
I guess. At any rate, she fights shy of men.

“So you are safe, old top. But believe me, if any man 
ever wins Janet, he is a lucky devil, she would be a wonder­
ful wife.”

Suffice it to say that I fell desperately in love with 
Janet Herndon the very night I met her; nor did I make 
any attempt to keep the fact from Alice and Jim. Besides, 

I needed their help; Janet was 
shy and reserved. But Alice
was my faithful ally, trying in 
her tactful, womanly way to 
help me, knowing that Janet 
and I would be happy to­
gether.

I am wholly sincere when I 
say that I believe that no man 
every loved a woman as I 
loved- Janet; as I still love 
her memory. It seemed im­
possible for me to concen­
trate on business affairs in 
those days; Jim chaffed me 
good-naturedly, but I didn’t 
care.

Nothing was of any 
moment to me except 

that I might win Janet for 
my wife. The wall of reserve 
that she had built up around 
her, the result of her early 
disillusionment, was hard to 
break through. It was an 
eternity before I had an op­
portunity to declare my love 
for her.

Never shall I forget that 
beautiful, white moonlight 
night. We four had driven 
to a little tavern, several 
miles out of town, for dinner. 
We intrigued Janet into danc­
ing—the first time for years—- 
and we were all very gay and 
youthful that night. •

Alice was dancing with me 
and said, “There’s an old 
rustic bench down by the 
river—that’s the magic spot 
where Jim asked me the big 
question. We’re very senti­
mental about that bench, and 
we are going down thare after 
this dance. You’ll find us 
there,” And when the dance 
ended she and Jim disappeared.

Janet and I danced again, a 
dreamy old waltz; to this day 
I cannot bear waltz music. 
When it was over we walked 
down the path to the river 
and found the old bench, but 
Jim and Alice were gone. In 
all these years, never a word 
has been said, but speech is 

{Continued, on page 115)



Love beckoned her 
with all its 

enticing beauty— 
the love for which she 
waited and longed. 

And now 
it was hers, if—

TO look at me you would think that I am 
only an ordinary woman, past my first 
youth, calm with the wisdom that years 
and experience have brought me, satisfied with the 

solving of this problem we call Life, with no thought 
beyond the welfare of my two children, and no more 
worries than fall to the lot of the average woman. 
But underneath my apparently placid exterior, I 
anj seething. I am like a restive horse, champing 
at the bit and stamping his feet, ready to be off the 
minute the rein is slackened. But I, myself, am 
holding the reins tight—and sometimes I wonder 
if it is worth while. It is not the young people who 
have the hardest time nowadays, nor the really old.
Each of these generations has its own 
standards, wide apart though they- 
may be, and to these they adhere. It 
is the generation in between the 
young and the old that is being ground 
to pieces; we who have inherited the 
standards of our fathers and mothers 
and have acquired, to a certain extent, 
the standards of our children.

MY mother is one of those women 
who is typically mid-Victorian— 

that is, she believes, a woman’s place 
is in her home, satisfied with her 

husband and her family. She thinks 
that it is a man’s duty to earn the 
living for the family, and that a 
woman should always be ready to 
sacrifice herself for her husband and 
children. To her there are only two 
kinds of women; bad women and good 
women. There is nothing in between. 
The good women are faithful to their 
husbands in both the flesh and the 
spirit. If the marriage ceremony has 
been pronounced over a man and a woman it makes them 
one forever and forever; that is, unless one or the other 
does something very bad. The worst thing she can think 
of is for either a man or a woman to become interested in 
some other woman or man; that is downright treachery. 
A promise is a promise and should be kept if the heavens 
themselves tumble down. She thinks that love is some­
thing that can be curbed; that it contains elements that 
are not quite “nice,” but which, in the married state, 
have to be accepted by the woman as part of the trials of

“How do you 
feel about it, 
Holden?” I 
asked in a 
voice I tried 
to make 

steady

One Thing
life; that the man gets all the pleasure out of marriage 
and that the woman submits as a price for the unquestioned 
loyalty and support of the man.

These opinions of hers, and also the many misleading 
stories about love that I read as a young girl, were respon­
sible for my first marriage. I thought marriage was the 
goal of a woman’s existence. I still think so, but lather 
as a means to an end than the end itself. True marriage— 
that marriage that fulfills and completes both man and 
woman—-is the biggest thing in life. It is responsible for



J Couldn't Do
the most wonderful things that have been done or will be 
done in the world—music, art, poetry, inventions, progress; 
for God created them male and female, and each needs the 
other to bring out the fine things He has endowed us with.

When I married Malcolm, at the age of twenty, I thought 
my life was secured. Malcolm was a decent young fellow 
with some brains and a little ambition; a boy of Scotch 
descent belonging to a family hardly the equal of mine 
socially, but upright and respected. You know how the 
Scotch regard the men of their families. The men are the

■•It’s all right with 
me,” he said

masters, the gods 
and everything 
mtfst revolve 
around them. I 
am American for 
generations back, 
and the women in 
our family have 
always been con­
sidered the equal 
of the men. I had 
not completed my 
education when I 
married Malcolm. 
I though't that, 
safely married, I 
had all the educa­
tion Ineeded after 
two years of col­
lege. I had al­
ways read a great 
deal, having in­
herited a love of 
books from my 
father, and having 
never been taught 
to do anything 
domestic at home 
—for my father 
was well-to-do 
and we always 
kept servants—I 
always had plenty 
of time to read, 
although I did 
other things too.

1R0DE horse­
back, played 
tennis, swam; in 

short was a nor­
mal, healthy girl 
of the times, with 
perhaps more 
than the average 
amount of intelli­
gence, for my 
school work was 
always ridicu­
lously easy. I 
was not a huge 
success as a house­
keeper after I 
married Malcolm, 
though I honestly 
tried hard. But

Malcolm’s mother and sisters thought I was wasting time 
when I read, instead of spending every minute doing 
housework. I can see their disapproving eyes now when 
they came into my little house and caught me reading.

For a while after my marriage I was not exactly un­
happy, although I felt that there was something lacking in 
my life. Surely life meant more than just three meals a 
day and economy, and making clothes for the baby I wasex- 
pecting. Surely that could not be all! If it were, then how 
did it happen there were- so many wonderful things in the 
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world—pictures, books, music—which I craved? But I 
went on doing what I was supposed to do, all the time 
dully wanting something that I was not getting. Malcolm 
was, I suppose, as good to me at first as the average 
young fellow is to his wife, but he expected his wishes to 
be law. We were poor, but I didn’t seem to mind that. 
I was never moved by him to any heights of bliss nor to 
any depths of despair.

Sometimes I wonder if this lack of feeling in me was 
responsible for his doing what he afterwards did.

I accepted life as it was laid out to me, a little disap­
pointed that it could be so tame and uninteresting, but 
reconciled to a certain extent by the reading I did, in spite 
of my disapproving Scotch in-laws. I had my baby, took 
good care of him, cooked the meals, tried to make my own 
clothes and to save a little money each week out of Mal­
colm’s tiny salary.

HEN I met Harry. It 
was while I was visit­

ing a friend in the country 
four years after my mar­
riage to Malcolm. I then 
had two babies—a boy and 
a girl. I considered myself 
an old married woman—I 
was about twenty-four— 
and never dreamed of hav­
ing any attraction for a man 
other than my husband. I 
never was pretty, but had 
always been healthy-look- 
ing and was full of life and 
fun, although this had been 
dulled somewhat by my 
monotonous existence since 
I had been married.

Harry took me out horse­
back riding, which I loved; 
he came to see me at my 
friend’s house, laughed with 
me, enjoyed being with 
me. I felt, not like Mal­
colm’s wife when I was with 
Harry, but like some one 
else—myself, whoever that 
was. Suddenly I realized 
something that shocked 
and startled me: I would 
rather be with Harry than 
with Malcolm! The very 
thought of it made me feel 
like a bad woman! A 
woman with two children 
interested in a man not her 
husband! What would my 
mother think if she knew 
how I felt? It was indecent!

Finally one night when 
we were out riding, Harry leaned over and kissed me; not 
at all in the way Malcolm kissed me. I was frightened at 
the way I felt. I knew that something was awakened in 
me that I had never known before. I let him kiss me 
again, but that was all.

Never, even though I murder some one, will I feel 
more guilty than I did that night when I came back to my 
Tiend’s house, crept upstairs at the terribly late—for me— 
hour of ten o’clock, went to my room, where my babies 
were sleeping, and looked down at their little faces. Cer­
tainly I must be a bad woman to feel the way I did! Trem­
bling I undressed and went to bed, first kneeling beside 
their little beds and kissing their little hands lax in slumber.

Well, nothing came of that. As it happened I did not 
see Harry again. He married a year later. Those stolen 

kisses under the stars had meant nothing to him. But I 
hugged to myself the memory of what he had given me; 
not so much his kisses, but what he had made me feel 
about myself. Yet all the time I felt ashamed, for the 
feeling he had aroused.in me I had never once felt for 
Malcolm. It was something apart from him—something 
very precious, like a jewel, yet something that must be 
concealed.

After a while Malcolm, who had never treated me as I 
had been used to being treated at home—with courtesy 
and consideration—became unbearable to me.

I heard he was going around with other women. I 
suppose he had cause to, for I was now as cold as steel to 
him. He admitted his affairs, and we went through the 
awful agony of divorce. It was only the knowledge that 
there must be something more in life than I was getting 

that gave me courage to go 
through with that, for my 
people thought it was a ter­
rible disgrace. Nobody in 
our family had ever been 
divorced. But I went 
through with it, feeling in a 
way as guilty as he because 
I was not loyal in the spirit 
to him. Of course I got my 
children, and went home to 
live with my own people 
again.

THEN I began to write 
little things for my 
children. I had always had 

some ability along that line, 
inherited from my father, 
who was one of the most 
charming men in the world, 
well-read, full of wit and 
understanding.

I made -up my mind that 
I would fill my life with my 
writing and my children. 
All about me were my 
friends, happily married, 
apparently, and satisfied to 
be doing the things that 
people of our fairly well-to- 
do class were doing—taking 
care of their homes and 
children, going out occasion­
ally, having little parties. 
They were all very loyal to 
me, thinking that Malcolm 
had not treated me right 
and respecting the small 
ability I had for writing 
that I had. I was almost 
happy, but not quite. I 
knew I wanted something 

that I was not getting—just what, I was not sure. I read 
all I wanted to, went to plays and concerts, took care of 
my children and wrote a little.

After a few years another man came into my life. He 
was much older than I was, a fine mcral man, a lawyer by 
profession, a widower with no children. He said he adored 
me, and I believe he did think as much of me as he could of 
anybody. He told me that he would take care of me and 
the children and that I could go on with my writing, 
which by now had become almost as important to me as my 
children. He seemed to be interested in the same kind of 
things that I was—books and things like that—but I 
didn’t want to marry him. I felt, somehow, that a woman 
should feel toward her husband the way I had felt toward 
Harry—-only infinitely more so—- (Continued on pagt 86)



or
" I almost wished that the canoe would upset

A man and 
the two 

women who 
wanted 

him, meet 
the great 

crisis of all 
their lives—

Northern Lights
I FIRST met Arthur Duncan when I was seventeen. 

At that time I was holding my first position as a 
stenographer in the office of my father, who was 

head of the Scagwas Fur Trading Company. It was 
through my being in father’s office that we got acquainted, 
as Arthur was working in one of the company’s stores up 
at Pigeon Lake. He was only nineteen and the shyest, 
dearest boy that I had ever met.

He had been out from Scotland only two years, and 
like many of his nationality, had taken to our Northern 
woods. Like many of his kind, the wilds had laid their 
spell upon him, and he was doomed to spend his life there.

Every three months he came into town to “report,” 
and for lack of something better to do, most of the two 
or three days was spent in our office. During those 
times he and I became quite friendly. I would try to 
draw him out about the life he led up North; and about 
his people back in the Old Country. Finally we struck 
up a very sincere friendship, the effects of which were to 
influence me all through my life.

WHEN Arthur came to town, the sun shone, the 
birds sang and I trod on air. When he went away 

I didn’t even have the comfort of letters, as the mail was 
delivered only four times a year at Pigeon Lake—and 
Arthur had the contract for carrying it.

One time when he was in, and we were alone in the 
office, I tried to question him about his views on matri­
mony (at this time we had known each other for two 
years), but he only shrugged his shoulders and said:

“I hate to think of that part of life. You know, Miss 
Gagnon, my life will all be spent in the wilderness. It’s 
got me all right, and I could never ask a white woman to 
share it with me. I suppose,” he shrugged, “that I’ll 
end up like most of the rest, by marrying a squaw.”

Though his eyes twinkled as he said it, my heart con­
tracted at his words. I loved the boy, but didn’t realize 
it at the time. That he was greatly interested in me, I 
could tell by his eyes. They were the dearest, clearest 
brown eyes in the world with just the saving grace of a 
twinkle in them. When we talked together he' would 
look down at me from his greater height and his eyes 
would say the intimate things that his shy lips did not 
dare to utter.

FINALLY, the spring I was twenty years old, and
Arthur was down on one of his trips he got up the , 

courage (I helped him along) to ask me to go to a movie. 1 
When he took me home I invited him in. We found 
ourselves alone, excepting for my brother, who was in 
his room studying.

I felt rather shy and awkward with this quiet boy, but 
I touched a match to the fireplace, turned on the soft 
shaded lights, and asked him to sit on the big sofa. We 
talked and listened, alternately, to music on the gramo­
phone. The cozy'fire and soft lights gave us a very inti­
mate feeling. After a long pause in the conversation, I 
got up and put on a record that every one is familiar 
with, Victor Herbert’s “Gypsy Love Song.”

I went over and deliberately sat down quite close to 



Arthur. As the last strains were dying out, he reached 
over and took my hand, and pulled me closer.

“Yvonne,” he breathed in my ear. “Oh, Yvonne! I 
hate to go back up there alone.”

There are moments that we live for, in a way, and 
dream about; hardly daring to hope that they will ever 
chance our way. And then, when they do come, we are 
stricken dumb. That is the way that I was.

I had loved this boy for three years and when, at last, 
he expressed his feelings for me, or at least was trying to, 
I couldn’t help him out. I just sat dumbly stroking his 
dark glossy head with my free hand.

Of a sudden he dropped my hand, caught me roughly 
in his arms, and bruised my lips with a wild, passionate 
kiss that I can never forget. As suddenly as he gave way 
to his feelings,-so he just as quickly pulled himself together 
again.

“'VTVONNE! What have I done? I want you so, and 
I I can’t have you!” The tears welled up in his dear, 

kind eyes, and he jumped to his feet, made for the hall, 
grabbed "his hat and was away out of the front door into 
the night. I ran to the door and called after him, but 
the night wind blew my words back into my teeth. He 
was gone!

Four years passed, and I only got the most fragmentary 
news of Arthur. At the time I had last seen him, he was 
in full control of the Pigeon Lake Post. Before he got 
back there again, my father 
received a letter from him 
asking to be relieved of the 
responsibility, as he wished 
to leave the company. All 
the news that I could glean 
from different men who came 
in from that area was that he 
had gone into partnership 
with a few fellows, and they 
had started a small fur trad­
ing company of their own. 
They were operating three 
posts around Moon River. 
This was so typical of Arthur; 
he had gone to a remote place 
so that he would not compete 
with the Scagwas Fur Trad­
ing Company and indirectly 
hurt my father!

My love for him had never 
wavered. I knew that really 
he was my man. He was only 
keeping away from me be­
cause he had nothing to offer 
me but a life on the frontier, 
full of hardships.

But what had that to do 
with love? He was the only 
man in the world for me and 
I would have gone to the ends 
of the earth for him. Yes, 
I would go to the end of the 
earth for him! I had not the 
remotest interest in any other 
man, although my father had 
acquired a partner, one 
Armand La Follette some 
ten years my senior, and I 
knew that it would have 
given my parents great pleas­
ure to see us united. But, 
although I liked him well 
enough, I could never find 
any response in my heart to 
his advances.

So, at the age of twenty-four, I withdrew my savings 
from the bank, asked for a month’s holiday, made ar­
rangements for an Indian guide whom I knew to be trust­
worthy, and without definite explanations to any one, I 
started out for the Moon River territory.

I could write a book on the beauty and thrill, alone, 
of that trip. The campfire and bed under the stars. 
The bacon and bread breakfasts, with coffee and canned 
milk. The long hours of paddling, and at last, after many 
days, our arrival at Moon River settlement.

MYJndian guide had no difficulty in getting information 
as to Arthur's whereabouts; and, after portaging and 

paddfing for another day, we finally landed at a small 
wooden dock, some hundred yards or so from a tiny log 

cabin set back amongst the evergreens. 1 told Charlie, 
my guide, to stay in the canoe and let me go to the cabin 
alone, as I did not want any one to witness our meeting.

With hands trembling and my heart almost choking 
me, I walked up the little path and reached the front 
door. I was sick with nervousness, as I felt that I was 
doing a very daring thing; trailing a man into the wilder­
ness to lay my heart at his feet. But I knew if I did not 
take the initiative, that I would lose him forever. And 

in losing him, I should lose my own soul. 

Arthur came 
speeding in a 

rowboat

So I gathered up my courage and 
knocked at the door. As I did, there 
was a growl and then a sharp bark.



This was a welcome sound; I knew that there was some 
one at home. Presently I heard a fumbling at the latch— 
and the door opened. My heart stood still!

A young Indian girl stood looking at me with wonder 
in her eyes. She was a comely girl and it was plain to 
see that she was soon to become a mother.

My lips at first refused to frame the question, but years 
of training in self-control came to my rescue, and I man­
aged to mouth, in my best mixture of French, English 
and Indian:

“Does Arthur Duncan live here?”
“Um. Hu-hu. Art’ur ’way now. Up, up!” she said, 

pointing up the river.
“T’morra he come.” She beckoned me in and pointed 

to a rustic seat. Evidently she saw' the pallor of my face, 
and started to make me a cup of coffee.

I ASKED her if she was his wife, and when she finally 
understood me, she nodded. I had still a last hope. 

Perhaps I had gotten on the trail of the wrong Arthur 
Duncan. It was a common enough name. But this hope 
was shattered, too, when I noticed, tacked onto the walls 
of the cabin, a little motto from the Sanskrit, that I had 
once given him, “Look to this day for it is life, etc.”

I was completely heartsick. But to please the poor 
girl, I swallowed a few mouthfuls of her coffee and, after 
mumbling some excuse, I fled to Charlie and the waiting 
canoe.

remove my clothes, and through some of our hazardous 
trips through the rapids I almost wished (if it hadn’t 
been for faithful old Charlie) that the canoe would upset.

lime went by; my disappointment and grief grew less 
poignant. I didn’t blame Arthur in the least. He felt 
that he was doing the honorable thing in not marrying 
me, and I suppose that he felt the need of a wife and 
little children to brighten his lonely life. No doubt he 
had had his own battles to fight with himself before taking 
such a step as he had. The only person I did blame for 
the whole wretched business was—myself. Why had I 
not reached forth and taken my only chance of love?

Why, oh, why? That is the question that rapped at 
my brain like a trip hammer, until I nearly lost my reason.

But two years later, in what must have been exactly 
Arthur’s state of mind when he mated with the Indian 
girl, I married my father’s partner, Armand La Follette.

It was, no doubt, like many another marriage. Friendly 
and companionable, but passionless. Never did I thrill 
to his touch. Never did a look from his eyes send delicious 
little shivers down my spine.

But he was a good husband to me, and a good provider; 
when he died, nine years later, he left me a very sub­
stantial income. I was lonely for him, although the money 
he left me afforded me great consolation. I had had no 
children. I regretted it now, as I seemed to have nothing 
to think of but myself. I had deluded myself with the 
foolish idea that they wouldn’t be “love children,” and I

told myself that I could never 
mother anything else.

However, I had money! 
So I turned it on myself, and 
spent most of it on clinging 
to my beauty which, I knew 
I couldn’t hold much longer.

I READ health books, 
dieted, exercised, had 

body massages, marcels, man­
icures, wore beautiful clothes, 
and got a very congenial set 
of friends around me who 
used to come and go at will 
in my apartment. My life 
was well-ordered and highly 
respectable. I seemed to be 
popular, but I was lonely, in 
spite of it all.

One spring day, about a 
year after I was widowed, I 
was walking down the street 
when a man’s face in the 
crowd arrested my attention. 
It was Arthur, and he had 
passed without noticing me; 
so I turned and caught up 
with him.

“Mr. Duncan, do you re­
member me?” I asked.

“Yvonne!” he cried, and 
the color drained from his 
face.

“May I walk with you a 
way? I haven’t seen you for 
so many years that I should 
like a word with you.” My 
old shyness was all gone.

We walked in silence for 
(Continued 'on />agel49)

I had a strangle-hold on 
Nona and we were coming up 

for the last time
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They were a 
pathetic group

In Preceding Installments-.

IT was Sunday in “The Pines.” We were a 
Presbyterian elder’s family in- Huntsville, 
North Carolina. Our father was professor of chem­

istry at Boyd College, a denominational institution, and 
what a riot of a family we were!

Robert, my brother, was the oldest of us three children. 
He was twenty-two and had one more year at Princeton.
Then there was Barbara. She was nineteen. I was six­
teen. Karl Verdier was Robert’s college chum, spending 
the holidays with him. He came from somewhere in 
Europe.

We youngsters were having a Sunday poker and gin 
party. The gang included beside Bob, Barbara, myself 
and Karl, who’d quite won my heart, the young and beau­
tiful Cornelia DeWitt, who had an old husband, and was 
fond pf Bob.

Old DeWitt hung around with mother and father. In 
fact, we hoped he would make father wealthy by investing 
the family nest egg and making it hatch a fortune.

Well, being fond of Karl myself, you can imagine my 
surprise that night when I saw Babs sneaking out of his 
room in her negligee.

Now, I thought mother should know how things stood 
between Babs and Karl, so I told her that Babs and Karl 
were desperately in love with each other and were going 
to be married.

I saw her smile fade slowly—then a quick look of fright, 
and the color draining from her cheeks.

The next morning mother called us children all together 
and gave us a long talk. She told us of her own and 
father’s lowly birth, and of her high ambitions for our 
future. She didn’t mention Karl directly, but inferred 
that the DeWitts, rather than certain nobodies, were the 
people we should associate with.

THAT evening Bill Carter, scion of a real Southern 
aristocratic family who was sweet on me, drove me out 
to the DeWitts’ magnificent estate at Lake Wahna. When 
we got back we found old man DeWitt terribly excited 

because Cornelia had telephoned and said she was at a 
notorious road house, known as the Hut. DeWitt thought 
she was with Karl, but I knew this couldn’t be true, as I’d 
seen Karl and Babs at Lake Wahna. Whom then could
Cornelia be with? My brother Robert! Yes, I was certain 
it was Robert. Hurriedly I sent Billy to the Hut and he 
found Cornelia drunk there, and with Robert. He rushed 
her home, and in a few minutes she was in her bed and 
comfortably dead to the world. Mr. DeWitt apologized.

“I’m an old fool,” he croaked.
“Yes. You see yourself there was nothing to it,” I 

reproved.
“Of course,” he agreed.
Later I found Robert huddled in a chair on the front 

porch. He was sober enough. He said, “I’m in a devil



INNER
“Father,” I said, “I 
will tell you. It’s all 
so—so terrible—but I 

will tell you.”

The thrilling 
adventures of a 
real modern girl

of a fix, Sis. Cor­
nelia refuses to let 
me break with 
her. And—she’s 
got me in her 
power—Peggy—- 
she has!”

It was not very 
long after this that 
Cornelia threw a 
big house party, 
and during the 
festivities, she 
and Robert 
slipped off again 
to the Hut. I dis­
covered they had 
left, and being 
sure where they’d 
gone, I followed. When 
I arrived, Cornelia was 
entreating Robert to 
run away with her. He 
refused. She seemed 
the desperate one now, 
and when her pleading 
left him unmoved, she 
drew a gun and shot 
herself. Frantically, I 
tried to revive her, and 
as the proprietor and 
some employees broke 
into the private room, 
she came to enough to point to Robert and whisper, 
“He—he— ”

Then she fell back—dead!
* * *

ORNELIA was dead!
For terrible seconds there was no sound. Every­

thing that happened in that upstairs room will always be 
indelibly stamped on my memory.

The room seemed to be filled with stern, horror-stricken, 
leering faces. I recognized no one. I told them that 
Cornelia had killed herself. To my helpless consterna­
tion, I saw that they did not believe me. I heard scared 
voices, angry voices, accusing voices.

Billy Carter rushed in—chalk-white—and saw the 
worst. It was he who took the pistol from my hand. 
Mr. Drennan himself appeared. The coroner and police 
officers were sent for. Many of the men turned and fled 
into the night. I heard frightened screams of women and 

the starting of frantic automobiles, as if in a panic.
I heard a messenger dispatched to Wahna Lake. An­

other to The Pines.
It was then that something of the' full force of our plight 

came to me. I tried to slam the door of my mind against 
the vision: mother and father listening to what that mes­
senger would have to tell them. I could not bear that 
vision! It blinded me. It choked me. It tightened 
iron bands around my heart!

SOMEBODY covered Cornelia’s body with a sheet.
I wondered why they didn’t pick her up and put her 

on a bed. Why leave her there—crumpled up on the 
floor—’Staring? Somebody said the coroner must see her 
just as she was. Everybody then went out on the porch 
to wait for the coroner and the officers.

Billy held my arm and I took hold of Robert. I re­
peated to Billy, “She did it, Billy. She shot herself.”

Billy said nothing.
Didn’t Billy believe me, I wondered. They must be­

lieve me. I would compel them to. Silly. Absurd!



The coroner came. The police officers came. They 
all pushed back, into the room. Someb'ody raised the 
sheet from Cornelia. Somebody was asking questions. 
More questions. Robert was talking.

Robert told it—just, as it had happened. They sent 
for me. Billy led me back into the room. I told them 
how it was. I heard 
them talking about 
“investigation” and 
“grand jury.’’ I 
didn’t know what it 
meant.

Finally I saw one 
of the officers lay his 
hand on Robert’s 
shoulder, and I heard 
the word “arrest.”

This heartrending story was told by Peggy Peyton, herself, 
to Mrs. May Dixon Thacker, well-known lecturer and 
author, wife of Rev.J. Ernest Thacker, Assembly Evangelist, 
of the Presbyterian Church in the United States, and sister 
of Thomas Dixon, who wrote the famous novels, “The 

Leopard’s Spots,” and “The Birth of a Nation.”

Then the other officer came up to me. Robert pro­
tested—violently, uselessly, futilely. For angry, deter­
mined men would “keep the law.”

Billy spoke. “Peggy, you will have to be under arrest.”
He turned to the officer and said something. The 

officer demurred, but finally nodded his head. They led 
Robert downstairs to a car. Billy took me downstairs— 
to his car; but the officer went with us. We three crowded 
into the roadster in silence.

Peggy Peyton in a prison cell!

ECKED in—with a clanking of big keys. No light, 
except from the corridor, dim, eerie. Billy’s agonized 

face. That vision of mother and father!
Alone—with a cot, a stool, a basin and a bucket. An 

iron-barred window near the ceiling. The awful smell!
And—Robert? Oh, where was Robert, was my heart­

tearing thought. 
In another cell— 
somewhere. I 
could stand it my­
self. I was tough. 
I could stand any­
thing. But Robert 
couldn’t. No, he 
couldn’t! What 
was happening to 
Robert?

I sat down on 
the cot.

Peggy Peyton in 
a jail cell! •

What had I done—to 
be locked in a cell? I 
hadn’t done anything. 
I had done nothing at 
all!

Life had toppled—split in 
two—carrying me down under 
the debris!

And Cornelia was dead; lying there 
in her cloth of silver dress and her glitter­
ing jewels. I could see her ghastly face 
with open mouth and staring eyes: 
the blood darkening her silver dress—her jewels drenched 
with blood. I would always see that face! Poor Cor­
nelia. Gin crazy. Sex crazy. My soul shuddered. 
My body was cold as ice.

I asked myself again and again why I hadn’t done 
something to prevent this thing. I could have done some­
thing. Maybe if I hadn’t said, “Mother will not let him,” 
it might not have happened.. Who could have dreamed, 
though, that she would do that? It was all over before 
one could think.'

I thought of the patriarch. He had loved her. My 
heart contracted with pity for him. Then—always—-I 
was thinking of mother and father. What were they 

doing now? I looked at my watch. It was four-thirty. 
I knew that, by that time Billy was there, for his last 
words to me had been that he was going to The Pines.

A Sabbath dawn—at The Pines.
I thought of the Sunday before, when I had slipped 

down early to clean up. One week ago! It seemed like 
a thousand years!

Peggy Peyton in a 
jail cell!

And, sitting there 
in the incredible con­
finement of that cell, 
after a while it seemed 
that if some one had 
stabbed me, I would 
not have felt it. I 
was so drenched with

She cried, “Stan’ back! I ’se a-carryin’ 
Marse Robert his dinnah!”

horror, that there had come a certain stage of numbness. 
I was grateful for that numbness.

Peggy Peyton in a jail cell!
Peggy, from The Pines where the birds in the trees were 

singing a joyful welcome to the dawn, and the squirrels 
were munching acorns and scurrying around. Free and 
happy! Free! Free!

“What have I done, what have I done?” I asked myself 
again and again.

And over and over, I repeated, “I have done nothing. 
I have done nothing.”

I fell back across the cot in exhaustion, with that mad­
dening beat in my brain, “I have done nothing. I have 
done nothing.” Merciful oblivion at last! I slept.

A woman came with a cup of coffee and a piece of 
bread and butter. She said she was the jailer’s wife.

She looked gloat­
ingly at me. I 
hated her. I looked 
through the high 
barred window.

It was Sunday 
morning. Barbara 
would be hurrying 
to Sunday school. 
No, Barbara would 
not go to Sunday 
school. The serv­
ice at eleven? 

Would father attend 
the service, I won­
dered. I knew he was 
scheduled to preach 

that morning, as the min­
ister was on a trip to a 
conference.

IN a very little while I 
heard footsteps in the 

corridor and the big key 
turned in my door. Billy 
entered first, and other 
men behind him. Billy 
said: “I’ve come to take 

you home Peggy. We’ve arranged bail for you.” He 
handed me a package. “Babs sent you these clothes, so 
you wouldn’t be seen leaving in those evening things. 
Get into them right away.”

I got up.
“And—Robert?” I asked.
Billy dropped haggard eyes. I knew before he spoke!
“It is impossible—'yet. The grand jury meets at ten 

o’clock.”
I sat down again and I stated, “I won’t go—without 

Robert.”
Billy now looked me squarely in the face, and there was 

something about that look that (Continued on page 138)



"Get acquainted, 
you two,” she 

called out

WHEN love 
comes! Some­
times I wonder 

if it isn't all heartache 
and no pleasure; if all 
the suffering we know 
beforehand isn’t just 
preparation for the mis­
ery it brings. Perhaps I 
expected too much.

All my life I had con- 
tented myself with 
makeshift pleasures. 
But Love, when it came, I thought, would be different. 
It would be real, joyous, all satisfying. It would make 
up for the slights and heartaches that had shadowed my 
growing-up days, for I was always “that poor little 
cousin” of Lois Taylor’s. Then when love came, I must 
still take second place to Lois—and at what a cost!

IF Daddy had lived, everything would have been differ­
ent. I wouldn’t have been “a poor relation” all my 

life. The silver spoon that Lois Taylor was born with 
would have been mine instead of hers. It was Daddy 
who had had the vision to make the investments in the 

What was her first loyalty— 
to her rich cousin, to the 
man they both adored, or to 
herself? Love gave her the 

answer

first place. He was one of the few who believed the barren 
brown hills of Derrick—it wasn’t named that then—- 
concealed a fortune in oil. But when mother was widowed, 
with a baby daughter to support, distracted with grief 
and worry, she gladly accepted Uncle Allan’s offer to buy 

out father’s interests.
Only a few months 

later oil was discovered. 
Derrick boomed; Uncle 
Allan became an oil 
baron. Aunt Marcia 
swelled about with 
maids, butlers and 
chauffeurs; built “Tay­
lor Place;” bustled off 
with baby Lois on sum­
mer trips North and 
winter trips South. And 

mother opened a boarding house for oil workers!
Lois Taylor was a princess, a slim, golden fairy-book 

little girl. She was pink-and-white and fragile with 
flower blue eyes. Me—my hair is red, as Daddy’s was.

AUNT MARCIA wears stylish stouts. She is one of 
those heavily iftipressiye persons who talks baby 

talk when she wants to be coy, and booms at you like a 
pirate captain when she loses her temper.

Uncle Allan is a prince. He wanted to do the decent 
thing and give mother a percentage of the oil profits, but 
what chance had he against Aunt Marcia? It was some 
little inheritance of hers that had financed the buying of 
father’s shares. When Uncle Allan suggested helping 
mother, Aunt Marcia rushed to her lawyer and had the 
money .tied up by an audit system. All Uncle Allan’s 
expenditures were checked. Aunt Marcia eased her



conscience, if she had one, by generously giving us their 
cast-off clothes.

To me, Lois’ chic, dainty little garments were sacred, 
and I crowded myself into them almost reverently. 
Though she was a few months the older, I was more ro­
bust, and I suppose I looked like a locust bursting from 
its shell. For a whole year I had worshiped Lois in a little 
scarlet jacket she wore, and then it descended to me.

How I strutted and swaggered in it, picturing myself a 
jaunty golden-haired princess. I wore it the day Uncle 
Allan drove by to take me up to the Consolidated lease. 
He was to confer there with an architect from San Fran­
cisco about the new officers’ quarters. Lois, in a soft 
green coat with ermine collar and cuffs, a beret to match 
pulled down over her curls, eyed me disapprovingly as I 
clambered into the car.

“VTOU ride in the back, Bea,” she directed." Daddy
A wants me in front with him.”
"Why, ride with your cousin, dear,” cried Uncle Allan 

in his jovial way. Lois silenced him with a look—Oh, 
so like Aunt Marcia’s!

I shrank back into my corner. Lois was ashamed of me! 
My heart swelled almost to bursting. No one spoke 
while we climbed the long hill which the new buildings 
were to crown.

“Pile out, you youngsters,” said Uncle Allan, “and play 
around. I’ll be in conference an hour or so. There’s lots 
to see and do.”

Fascinating vats of mortar, piles of sand which men 
w6re sifting through a large screen, the tall scaffolding of

the building, cried out their invitation to come and ex­
plore. But Lois drew her skirts disdainfully about her 
and perched on a large stone.

“Come on, Lois,” I pleaded, but she only tossed her 
head. ' Self-consciously I edged away, but soon I was so 
engrossed that I forgot Lois entirely.

“This here’s goin’ to be a swimmin’ pool,” exclaimed a 
voice so close to me that I jumped. There, pitching 
pebbles into a big shadowy excavation, was a sunny- 
faced little boy. “All green, tile, it’s gonna be,” he 
elaborated chummily, “ ’n there’s gonna be a patio ’n a 
fountain, ’n tennis courts, ’n maybe a golf course. Swell, 
huh? My dad’s designin’ it. He’s ’n architect. Who’re 
you?”

“I—I’m Bea,” I stammered.
“Capital or little ‘b’?” He grinned, and I grinned, too.
“Just Bea. Beatrice Taylor.”
“ ’N I’m Jimmy Coyle. Come ’ere,” mysteriously, and 

he led the way through two beams of scaffolding.

WHAT an adventure! Balancing like tight rope walk­
ers, we picked our way along floor beams, crawled up 
skeleton staircases, chinned ourselves dangerously from 

rafters, laughed and shouted and dared each other. Time 
flew. Suddenly the loud, repeated honking of a car 
called me back to earth.

“Oh, that’s Uncle Allan! They’re ready to go. I’m 
keeping them waiting.”

“Let ’em wait,” said Jimmy Coyle in lordly fashion, 
but I was already scrambling down.

Lois stood beside the car, slim and imperious. Uncle
Allan was still deep in conversation with the architect.

“My dad,” explained
ii n«rhw—Jimmy proudly, nodding

toward the 
"You’re 

scarecrow, 
burst out 

face

stranger.
an absolute

Bea Taylor,”
Lois. “Your

is dirty, and
you’ve split out that 
old coat of mine at 
every seam. The idea 
of your wearing red, 
(Continued

on page 80)

"All your life,” 
Aunt Marcia 
said, “you have 
been a wicked, 
impossible 
child. You 
have repaid my 
every kind­
ness with a 
viper’s sting.”



Io the public.. • «i “secret”

Phis is the first time any gum 
manufacturer has ever re­
vealed the ingredients of his 
product to the public 1 1 1 I 
do it largely as a matter of 
personal pride, I’ll admit. I’m 
proud of the purity and qual­
ity of Baby Ruth Gum 1 1 1 
Here’s what Baby Ruth Gum 
is made of: pure chicle, from 
Central America. Full-cream 
milk. Pure cane sugar. Finest 

Real
Mint

BabyRuth You can't 
CHEW OUT 
ITS FLAVOR

COMPANY, Chicago
Makers of Baby Ruth Candy 

and
Chicos, the New Spanish Peanuts 

Sold in Sealed 
glassine bags

* NEVER IN HULK

peppermint money can huy
—lots of it! 7 / / There you 
have the secret of its cool, re­
freshing flavor—the real mint 
flavor thatyou can’tchewout.
That is why it sweetens the 
breath, aids digestion, so ef­
fectively. And that is why it is 
sweeping the country with un - 
precedented popularity 111 
Try Baby Ruth Gum today. 
I’m sure you will be delighted!



Vivaudou's smart touches of love­
liness are to be had at your favor­
ite beauty counter.

X"OLOR notes complete the 
beauty ensemble. The deli­

cate bloom of an early rose held 
captive on your cheeks “lights 
up" your face — brings radiant 

sparkle to your eyes. This rose- 
leaf flush is the gift of Vivaudou 
Rouge... almost magical in its per­
fect invisible blending with nat­
ural skin tones! In lovely shades.

FOR that priceless comfort...for 
that secure knowledge of per­

fect grooming throughout the 
day — take a blossom - scented 
shower of Vivaudou Mavis Tal­
cum. It's a delicate film of com­
fort. This fine Italian talc — pure 
—deodorant—pleasantly fra- 
granced—keeps you feeling and 
looking immaculately fresh. The 
world's largest selling talcum— 
because it is the world's finest!

V. VIVAUDOU, Inc.
New York Paris Chicago Toronto Los Angeles

There is untold charm in skin 
"like a gardenia." Velvety 

smoothness—petal softness — 
creamy coloring of skin—the per­
fect background for subtly-shad­
ed make-up — is achieved with 
Vivaudou Mavis Face Powder. 
Clinging — caressingly fine — it 
brings to your skin delicacy and 
freshness — exquisite texture — 
the irresistible fascination which 
wins tribute from all eyes. Beau­
tifully blended tints for every type.

Vividly accented lips become 
an enchanting curve of scarlet 
sweetness—a striking contrast to 
creamy skin...And so, en fin, for 
perfect loveliness—Vivaudou 
Lipstick. Richly smooth, it "goes 
on" evenly—stays on for hours. 

Glorifying shades.

'MAVIS’ 
TALCUM 
WVMIMV
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Making a Friend of the

Refrigerator
Are You Getting All its Cooling Pleasures 

and Health Saving lvalues During
These Warm Day si

By HELEN B. CROUCH
of the New York State College of Home Economics 

at Cornell University

T
HE most delicious salad I ever saw 
or tasted started the conversation. 
Our small bridge club was meeting 
with Janet that hot July afternoon, but 

the game had gone very slowly. When tea 
time arrived we were all glad to put away 
the cards; even Ellen, our most enthu­
siastic player, had begun to look bored 
and ready to go home. In such weather, 
none of us had much appetite, either for 
cards or food.

The sight of the refreshments which 
Janet brought in, however, quite changed 
the atmosphere. Iced coffee and crisp 
green lettuce curled about a mass of 
bright frozen fruit. Nothing ever looked 
or tasted more refreshing.

We all agreed that Janet was a wonder. 
She had a knack for choosing something 
simple and different for tea, which was 
twice as welcome as the fancy foods many 
of us spent hours preparing. She had 
much less to get along on than the rest of 
us, and two small children to look after, 
but she managed somehow to entertain 
often and easily. Whatever time of day 
or night her friends came in, she always 
had delicious food ready to serve them at 
a moment’s notice.

How did she do it? We asked her that 
question, and she surprised us by an­
swering. “It’s all the result of making a 
friend of my refrigerator.”

Of course we all laughed but she in­
sisted and, finally, when we begged, she 
sat down to tell us all about it.

“When I married I didn’t know the 
first thing about keeping house or cook­
ing. I hadn’t the least idea of how to buy 
or prepare food, to say nothing of econo­
mizing. All our first meals came out of 
tin cans or from the delicatessen around 
the corner.

“AAF course I had no idea how to use 
left-overs, so whatever remained 

after a meal was thrown out, or spoiled.
“We went through Jim’s monthly check 

almost before it came in, and a lot of it 
was spent for food. But I worked hard 
at my job. and soon learned to cook Jim’s 
favorite dishes, as well as to iron his 
shirts. He cheered me on by praising 
each new accomplishment.

“However, after the babies came, it was 
another story. Expenses went higher and 
higher. Food bills doubled or tripled in 
summer. I had my hands full looking 

after the babies who were sick most of 
the time and I didn’t pay much attention 
to the house or to Jim’s meals.

“One summer afternoon, about as hot 
as this one, we had our first real 
quarrel. Jim came home to supper, and 
there was nothing in the refrigerator but 
some wilted lettuce and sour milk. Even 
the ice had given out. Jim declared that 
no other wife he knew of was as poor a 
manager as his; that the meals I gave him 
were awful, especially in summer; and 
yet we spent enough cn food to live at 
an expensive hotel. After that he went 
out, slamming the door behind him, leav­
ing me to shed some tears in private.

“T ONG before Jim came home. I had 
‘ made plans for remedying the situa­

tion. and resolved that there was to be 
no more wasted or spoiled food in our 
kitchen. I read all I could find in cook 
books, on using up left-overs. And then 
1 decided to make a friend of my re­
frigerator, which had been scandalously 
neglected. It was going to help me cut 
down the food bills and guard the health 
of the family by keeping the food I 
bought fresh and unspoiled.



“The refrigerator and I were going to 
outwit the molds, yeasts and bacteria 
which were spoiling the food, and also 
the health and happiness of my little 
home. I knew that moist foods such as 
milk, meat, vegetables or cooked foods, 
spoiled most quickly in my warm kitchen. 
They were going to be protected in the 
future by my refrigerator, which would 
not only keep them cold enough to pre­
vent the growth of organisms causing 
spoilage, but would also protect them 
from dust and flies. I abandoned once 
and for all the window box and the cellar 
as places for keeping food.”

“Where did you learn about looking 
after a refrigerator?” Ellen interrupted 
to ask.

“Books, bulletins, the magazines; 
everything I could find in the public 
library,” Janet replied. “And I collected 
a lot of valuable information.

“ T DECI DED that most refrigerators are 
like most people; the better you treat 

them, the better they serve you. So if 
my refrigerator was to give maximum 
efficiency it must receive intelligent care. 
I treated myself to a little home-study 
course on the subject which has certainly 
paid.”

Thinking of that salad, we all agreed 
and urged her to tell us more.

“That’s what I thought at first,” said 
Janet, “but I soon learned that keeping 
the refrigerator constantly well-iced is 
really an economy. When the ice gets 
too low the temperature rises, the walls 
of the refrigerator become warm again, 
and when new ice is put in it has to do 
double work. This not only means that 
the ice melts more rapidly and is there­
fore wasted, but the temperature in the 
food compartment may be too warm to 
keep the food successfully.”

“What about washing the refrigera­
tor?” some one asked.

“'T'HAT’S another important thing,”
A said Janet. “The authorities say 

this should be done once a week. Empty 
the entire compartment of both ice and 
food and wash the inside thoroughly, 
using a cloth wrung out of cold water in 
which sal-soda (about one tablespoon to 
four quarts of water) has been dissolved; 
then wipe dry. Pour strong sal-soda 
water down the drain to remove the slime 
which may collect there. If this cleaning 
is done rapidly the refrigerator will not 
get too warm during the process and ice 
will be saved.

“There are lots of little things that I 
learned about looking after the refrigera­
tor. One of these was not to put food in 
the ice chamber. Every inch of ice 

surface is needed to cool and clean the 
circulating air.

“I also learned that if the walls and 
shelves are kept dry, food keeps better. 
Any moisture which collects inside should 
be removed with a dry cloth and if food 
is accidentally spilled, wash' and dry the 
shelves at once. A small spot of decay­
ing food, I have found, can cause a very 
unpleasant odor which may taint the 
milk or butter.”

XT'HAT about saving ice by wrap- 
» » ping it up in a newspaper?” asked 

our youngest member who had just started 
housekeeping.

Janet laughed and shook her head. 
“That’s the best way to let the food 
spoil. Evaporation—the melting of the 
ice—is what cools the refrigerator. There­
fore, actual contact between the air and 
the ice is absolutely necessary. Also the 
film of water on the melting ice absorbs 
the odors and they are carried with it 
down the drain pipe. The best way to 
economize on ice is to have a well insu­
lated refrigerator with a door that fits 
perfectly and to keep that door closed 
tightly.

“It also pays to cool hot foods before 
putting them in the refrigerator.

“And if ice melts too rapidly—for ex­
ample, if a full ice (. Continued on page 104)

“'fhe big thing,” she continued, “is
to keep the refrigerator clean and cold. 
The best way to keep it cold is never to 
allow the amount of ice to fall below one- 
half the capacity of the food chamber.”

“But,” protested Ellen, “isn’t 
that awfully expensive? Keeping 
so much ice in the refrigerator
must cost a lot.”



HOUSE
that Love Built

Beginning the 
Great 

Adventure of 
Leslie 

and Isobel“It will be dis­
tinctive enough 
with you in it!” 
I replied. "And 
what we want 

is a home!”

“You can’t get 
your way by 
paying me com­
pliments,” was 
her feminine 

retort

E
LEANOR and Gertrude got their 
start in the bottom drawer of the 
chiffonier. Our apartment was so 

small that we couldn’t make room for 
them anywhere else. Of course, both of 
them were never there at the same time; 
because Eleanor was, and for that matter 
still is, eighteen months older than 
Gertrude. When Gertrude’s turn came, 
Eleanor graduated from the bottom 
drawer to a crib in the other room.

It really wasn’t so bad as it sounds. 
When the drawer was pulled halfway out, 
and a pillow placed in it, it was a con­
veniently placed, snug little bed. But 
it was not an ideal arrangement. Nor 
is a city apartment the most healthful 
place in the world in which to bring up 
children. As a matter of fact, if we had 
had our own choice, we never would have 
lived in one.

Isobel and I had married too soon to 
suit everybody but ourselves. I had 
obtained a position as a draftsman with 
the not too fabulous salary of twenty- 
five dollars a week. Our early home life, 
although happy, was far from luxurious.

/"A UR flat consisted of a small living room 
with a tiny alcove, a little bedroom­

nursery where the cribs were placed, the 
dining room, our bedroom and a glorious 
back porch. On the whole, it wasn’t 
bad, but then there was always the 
trouble of getting the baby carriage up 
and down stairs. Besides, the back 
porch offered the children no chance to 
get next to the good earth. Though wide 
and sunny, it had no facilities for sand­
piles and mud-pies.

The alcove and living room were so 
small that when the landlord offered to 
repaper them for us, we told him in mock­
seriousness that he would have to take 
off the old paper before putting on the 
new, because an extra thickness wouldn’t 
leave any room to turn around in. He 
grinned. To the glory of landlords, let 
it be said that he was the soul of kindness.

Even the janitor took a fatherly in­
terest in us. I remember well the morn­
ing Eleanor came. I proudly announced 
to York, who liked to be called the 
“superintendent,” that we had a brand- 

new daughter in our apartment.
“You don't need to tell me nothin’,” 

he responded, “she told the whole block 
the minute she arrived.”

I have no quarrel with apartments. 
They are ideal for childless homes. But 
when Eleanor and Gertrude came. Isobel 
and i began to dream of something else; 
a real home in the suburbs where there 
would be a lawn and trees and flowers—- 
and maybe chickens and a cow. Well, 
that’s exaggerating a bit, but we did 
want something that looked a little like 
them. Anyway, there were going to be 
lots of things we didn’t have then.

I sat down at my desk to draw up the 
plans while Isobel curled up on the box 
couch in the alcove to offer suggestions.

Although we didn't know then, our 
dream house was later destined to come 
into existence almost exactly as we 
planned it.

'T'HE visionary dining room was drawn 
up around the one good piece of 

furniture we had—a buffet or sideboard 
which Isobel’s brother had given us for 
a wedding present. The sewing room­
to-be was drawn up to a scale which 
would include the box couch. The rest 
of the furniture, such as it was, would 
fit in anywhere.

Isobel insisted on having an entrance 
hall. She did not want the front door to 
open right into the living room. This 
turned out to be a happy piece of luck, 
for the hall fitted in perfectly with all 
the rest of the rooms on the ground floor, 
and offered a convenient place for the base 
of the stairs, back of which there was 
plenty of room for a little den which 1 
was to use for an office.

As the plans progressed, it seemed to 
me that Isobel’s suggestions were domi­
nating. She dictated, “Now, Leslie, I 
want a big living room on one side of 
the hall, and a dining room and kitchen 
on the other side. Upstairs—”

“Wait a minute, what about windows?” 
I asked.

“Windows?” she echoed questioningly. 
“Hm, let me see, windows. Yes, of course 
we must have windows.”

“Yes, but what kind of windows?”

“Oh any kind, so long as there are 
plenty of them, but we must have an 
excellent long view or, at least, a close 
view of hollyhocks and things. Maybe,” 
she smiled, “we could tie that cow you 
were speaking of, outside the living 
room. I think a few cows are always 
attractive. They make a house look so 
contented.”

A FT ER this poetic interlude, we consid- 
ered the upstairs. It was to consist 

of a bedroom in each corner, a sewing 
room, and at the back a bathroom, just 
over my den.

I finished the drawing. It was just 
a rectangle, with a plain roof, ridge 
pole in the middle and gable ends. The 
roof was broken by two chimneys; a 
large one which carried two flues, one 
from the fireplace in the living room, and 
the other from the furnace in the cellar, 
and a smaller chimney for the kitchen 
stove.

“Kind of box-like, isn’t it?” queried 
Isobel, after I showed her the plans.

“Nice and plain, though,” I replied, 
“just a housy house. Every break in a 
roof line, you know, means just that 
much more likelihood of a leak. Every 
time a timber is cut, that much more ma­
terial is wasted.”

“Yes, I know. But I would like to have 
something distinctive about our house.”

“It will be distinctive enough with you 
in it. And what we want is a home. 
We haven’t much money—haven’t any, 
in fact! We can’t pay for style. Some 
day we may be rich and build another 
house—a big fancy one with lots of cows 
around it.”

“You see, darling.” I went on, stealing 
Isobel’s own thunder, “I realize that we 
have ermine and orchid tastes and a 
working-clothes income. We have to 
build a home to take care of a growing 
family. One of these fine days Eleanor 
and Gertrude are going to have friends 
and parties.”

“And there will be some sons, too,” 
volunteered Isobel; rather confidently, 
I thought.

But pinching her cheek, I replied, “if 
that’s the case, we (Continued on page 114)



Handy Household Hints
Those Convenient Trays
NE of the most convenient things in 
my kitchen is a tray on which I keep 
the salt and pepper shakers, catsup, 

sauces, sugar bowl and things of that sort.
When I set the table for a meal, all I have 
to do is set the tray on the table, and I 
know nothing is forgotten. This saves 
trips from the kitchen to the dining room. 
I have a special place in my kitchen cabi­
net for the trav when it is not in use.—■ 
Mrs. L. M. S.'

Your Dressing Table
An old discarded piano stool may prove 

very useful when used as a dressing table 
stool. It turns easily and a view from 
every angle may be seen in the mirror. 
Pad the top and drape with chintz, taffeta 
or anv kind of material desired.—Mrs. 
C. O’B.

For Attractive Beds
I use two pairs of pillow cases to a pair 

of pillows. The outer ones are for show 
and the inner for use, and the pillow-case 
against which the head rests is free from 
dust. My beds always look neat and it 
takes only a minute to slip the cases oil 
and on.—M. W,

Renew Linoleum
When the pattern had worn off the 

linoleum rug in my dining room, I finally 
found this way to make it look like new. 
1 painted the rug with two coats of black 
paint. Then with a ruler I measured off 
the entire rug in nine-inch squares and 
painted every other square in 
Chinese red lacquer. Then I gave 
the rug one coat of varnish and, 
last of all, a coat of wax. Result, 
a stunning tile patterned rug for 
less than two dollars.—M. B. G.

Less Dirt
Do you know that round dish 

cloths won’t spatter when wrung, 
as square, oblong or any other 
shape will do? There are no long 
ends to flap.—C. H.

Make Your Ironing Easy
If you must do your own iron­

ing. why not try hanging hubby’s 
or brother's shirts on coat hangers 
after they have been ironed? You 
will find it not only saves you the 
trouble of buttoning and folding 
the shirt, but hubby is also saved 
the trouble of unbuttoning it. 
Also, the shirt will never be 
wrinkled as often happens when 
it is folded and laid in a drawer.—■ 
Mrs. L. K.

Save Shoe Laces
When the metal tips pull off shoe laces 

I take scissors and trim the laces to a 
point, then put some glue or mucilage on 
the ends and twirl them to a point be­
tween thumb and finger. It will put a 
nice point on the lace.—A. E. T.

Handkerchiefs and Socks
A large pocket, for soiled handkerchiefs 

and socks, sewed on the side of my laundry 
bag saves trouble when I want to wash 

these articles between wash davs.—Mrs. 
I. L.

To Clean Brass
Brass knockers and door knobs that 

are exposed to the weather will stay 
bright longer if rubbed with paraffin after 
they are cleaned and polished with a soft 
dry cloth.—Mrs. E. R.

Put Tags to Work
When storing boxes on high closet 

shelves, attach tags by cords long enough 
so that one can read the list of contents 
without climbing a stool or stepladder, or 
taking down the wrong box.—Airs. C. K.

Speed Up Your Baking
When I bake potatoes in the oven of 

my gas stove I place them on the floor of 
the oven and cover them with an earthen­
ware or enameled bowl. This concen­
trates the heat and potatoes cook in much 
less time.—I. L. S.

For Children and Invalids
To serve eggs on toast to children or 

invalids cut the toast in small cubes, 
leaving the slice in its original shape, be­
fore putting on the eggs. Then the toast 
is easily eaten.—Mrs. O. L. C.

To Restore Color
To restore the color to ivory handled 

knives after they have become yellow, 
rub them with fine emery or sand paper. 
This will restore their whiteness and re­
move the spots.—M. F, W.

Have you some time-saving tricks 
that your experience in the kitchen 
has taught you? Have you invented 
any little conveniences that lighten 
the home maker’s burden in the 
kitchen and dining room? If you 
have, be sure to describe them, and 
mail your items to HANDY HOUSE­
HOLD HINTS, TRUE Story Maga­
zine, 1926 Broadway, New York.N. Y.
We promptly pay $2.00 for every 

hint chosen for publication.
Material submitted and found 

unavailable will not be returned.

Soaking Lessens Work
After removing the beans from the 

crock I put in a teaspoon or two of baking 
soda, fill the crock with cold water and 
set it in the oven until water is heated, or 
even overnight. The crock is then washed 
as easily as a tea cup.—S. H. S.

The Ever Ready Dust Cloth
Take a pint jar and pour about a table­

spoon of oil or polish in it, and turn until 
jar is covered with polish. Put your dust 

cloth in and put the cover on. The cloth 
will be just right to dust with. Add more 
polish to the jar as it is needed.—Mrs. 
A. P.

To Initiate New Tins
Cake burns easily in new tins. To 

avoid this trouble butter the new tins 
well and place them in a moderate oven 
for fifteen minutes. There will be no 
further danger of your cake burning.— 
H. L.

Blotters Will Help
I keep a supply of large white blotters 

in a drawer in my cabinet, and when any­
thing is spilled on the dining room linen I 
use a blotter instead of a napkin to take 
it up.—E. E. J.

Utilize the Ice Pick
The handiest thing in my kitchen, by 

all odds, is an ordinary every-day ice 
pick. Try it for cleaning the small holes 
in your gas stove burners. It makes just 
the right size hole in your salad oil cans 
from which to pour the oil while making 
salad dressing. To punch an extra hole in 
a belt that is too large, it can’t be beaten. 
And to punch holes in the metal tops of 
bottles of pepper sauce, etc. In fact, I 
couldn’t keep house without it.—Mrs. 
W. B. Black.

Quick Cocoa
I save more time in preparing my break­

fast cocoa than on any other item. At the 
first of the week I rub together thoroughly 
one cup of cocoa, one cup of sugar and 

one-half teaspoon of salt. I add 
just enough milk to make a paste 
and boil the mixture over a slow 
flame for two or three minutes. I 
then seal the thick chocolate mix­
ture in a pint jar for use during all 
that week. In preparing cocoa in 
the mornings, I merely have to 
heat the milk and stir in four 
teaspoonsful of the chocolate 
mixture for each cup of milk used. 
Never boil the milk, as boiling 
hardens the protein and renders 
the casein of the milk insoluble.— 
Mrs. A. A.

Keep Soap Wrappers
The inside of soap wrappers is 

good to smooth irons on.—Mrs. 
W. F. O’C.

Ever Handy Paper Bags
Before attempting to clean the 

stove I always slip my hand in an 
empty bag, and then take hold of 
my stove brush or cloth. By do­
ing this I find that I keep my 

hands from getting full of stove polish 
which is so hard to remove. It also keeps 
my hands from getting bruised against 
the stove, as they otherwise often would. 
—Mrs. T. C. R.

For Fresh Sandwiches
When I prepare sandwiches quite a 

while before they are to be served, I put 
them in an earthen bowl and set it in cold 
water. This keeps the sandwiches moist 
for several hours.—Mrs. D. L.



MY grandfather was an epicure. He 
loved good food and was proud of 
his wife’s skill in cooking. He de­

lighted in her flaky pie crust, her light 
cakes, and her roasts done just to a turn. 
But of all the dainties prepared in her 
immaculate kitchen none pleased him 
more than her sparkling jellies made from 
summer fruits. He wanted jelly on the 
table at breakfast, dinner and supper. 
When there were guests, he made a point 
of drawing their attention to the jelly 
almost as soon as the meal started.

“Marmalades and jams are all right for 
amateurs,” I remember hearing him say, 
“but it takes a real expert to turn a little 
fruit juice and sugar into jelly like this. 
My wife has been doing it for thirty years 
without one failure.”

Jelly making was my grandmother’s 
hobby; an art which she had perfected 
during long years of experimenting until 
she knew just how much sugar was needed 
for every different fruit, just how long to 
cook the fruit and all the other secrets of 
making perfect jelly.

CHE regarded canning as simply a me- 
k ' chanical job; a yearly task which was a 
necessary part of a good housekeeper’s 
business. But when it came to making 
jelly, she considered herself dealing with a 
true art.

Currants, apples, berries, plums, grapes 
and quinces—all these and others as they 
came in season were brought to the kit­
chen by my grandfather, and were con­
verted into clear, bright, deliciously 
flavored jelly that always jelled—for my 
grandmother.

I can see again the rows of jars standing 
in the window in the sun, and remember 
my grandmother’s critical glance when 
she turned the first jar of a batch out in a 

dish for supper. The way it quivered was 
her test, because her expert eye could then 
tell whether it was firm enough to hold its 
shape and yet was tender and delicate.

The fame of grandmother’s jelly was 
established in the countryside long before 
my day. It was in demand for socials, 
church suppers, and fairs. The girls who 
were planning to marry drove over to my 
grandmother’s each year to learn the 
secrets of jelly making by watching her. 
Neighbors, whose jelly turned out tough, 
syrupy, or simply a soft and runny mass, 
came in to ask my grandmother’s 
advice and often sighed when they saw 
the rows of bright glasses on her shelves.

RUT that was years ago. Today’s 
chemists and food experts have car­

ried on many investigations of jelly mak­
ing, and have solved most of its mysteries.

The modern young housewife can take 
her first lesson in the art of jelly making 
by reading scientific bulletins instead of 
by driving a horse miles across the county 
to watch and ask questions in an old- 
fashioned kitchen.

My grandmother had no idea of techni­
cal terms. The chemical composition of 
fruit juice and the reactions that cause 
jelly to jell were so much Greek to her. 
She knew how, but not why.

The practical advice my grandmother 
gave many a young bride was the result 
of long experience, and is as dependable 
today as it was yesterday. An old 
worn notebook, in which she wrote in 
a fine hand her simple directions for 
jelly making, is still kept on the kitchen 
shelf and used with success by her grand­
children.

Food experts today say that successful 
jelly depends on the right proportion of 
four things—acid, liquid, sugar and pec­

tin; that it is the pectin that really makes 
jelly jell.

Pectin is the substance in fruits which 
has the power of coagulating the juice 
after it has been heated with proper 
amounts of acid and sugar. Now fruit 
juices vary in the amount of pectin they 
contain. Some have too little to make 
jelly. If you wish to make jelly of these, 
they must be used in combination with 
other fruits which contain larger amounts 
of pectin.

Pectin, of course, was unheard of in my 
grandmother’s day. but she knew which 
fruits were best for jelly. The list in her 
notebook includes apples, crabapples, 
currants, raspberries, blackberries, blue­
berries, grapes and quinces. Quinces, 
however, because they have such a small 
amount of acid, were generally mixed 
with other fruits, apples especially, when 
employed for jelly.

' ■ 'HE juice from such fruits as peaches, 
strawberries and cherries, which are 

lacking in pectin, can be used for jelly 
only if pectin is added. A generation ago 
this was accomplished by adding to it the 
juice of other fruits rich in pectin. Today 
the housewife can add the commercial 
pectin which is sold by every grocer.

The amount of sugar, my grandmother 
used to say, makes or mars the jelly. Too 
much makes it soft and mushy, and too 
little makes it tough. We know today 
that the proper amount depends on the 
quantity of pectin present in the fruit.

My grandmother’s rule was to use one- 
half to three-quarters of a cup of sugar to 
each cup of the juice of any fruit in the 
easy-to-jell group.

The jelly utensils were kept together 
on a special shelf in grandmother’s kit­
chen, and on jelly-making days the first 



thing done was to assemble them, so as to 
avoid last-minute hunts for missing spoons 
or measuring cups.

The list of proper utensils given in the 
old notebook is as follows:

1. Large wooden spoon.
2. Wooden masher
3. Measuring cup
4. Sharp-pointed peeling knife
5. Preserving-kettle of enamel or granite 

ware
6. A large bowl
7. Small saucepan
8. Jelly bag of Canton flan­

nel, three-cornered shape
9. Jelly glasses with covers 

which fit.
Old - fashioned housewives 

covered their jelly with paper 
dipped in brandy. Today, 
however, melted paraffin is 
generally used so, to the above 
list of utensils, the modern 
housewife should add a sauce­
pan to melt the paraffin.

The whole process of jelly 
making in my grandmother’s 
kitchen, from picking over the 
fruit to sealing the glasses, re­
mains very clearly 
in my mind, for I 
was a frequent and 
interested spectator.

First, the fruit 
was picked over, 

washed, and placed 
in the big kettle. For 
juicy fruits, like cur­
rants or grapes, only 
enough water was 
added to prevent 
burning—about one 
cup to every four or 
five quarts of fruit. The less juicy fruits, 
like apples or quinces, were cut in small 
pieces and covered with water. Skins 
and seeds were included.

The kettle containing the prepared 
fruit and water was then placed on the 
flame and heated slowly. The contents 
were stirred occasionally with the big 
wooden spoon, and when they began to 
simmer, the fruit was crushed with the 
wooden masher.

As soon as the fruit was cooked through, 
the kettle was removed from the stove, 
and both the pulp and juice were put into 
the jelly bag to drain half an hour or more. 
No one was allowed to touch the jelly bag, 
since pressing it might make the jelly 
cloudy.

After being allowed to drain until no 
more juice dripped off. the pulp was re­
turned to the kettle, covered again with 
water, and allowed to simmer for fifteen 
or twenty minutes. Then the process of 
extracting the juice was repeated a second 
time.

The next step was to measure and boil 
the juice. Grandmother never cooked 
more than six or eight cups of jelly at a 
time, because she said the capacity of the 
preserving kettle must be four or five 
times the amount of juice cooked, to al­
low for the rapid boiling necessary. She 
saw to it also that the stove was hot. Slow 
cooking may spoil the color, flavor, and 
jellying properties.

When the juice was measured into the

preserving kettle, it was boiled rapidly for 
three minutes and any white froth which 
rose to the surface was skimmed off. Then 
the sugar was added and stirred into the 
juice until it was dissolved. As the cook­
ing continued my grandmother now and 
then took up a small amount of juice in 
the spoon and tested it by allowing it to 
drop from the side. When the drops 
flowed together, making what she called 
“a sheet” from the spoon, the jelly was 
considered done and was poured into clean, 
hot glasses.

The glasses were then set for a day in 
a sunny window to become firm before 
they were sealed.

PLAIN apple jelly, perhaps the easiest 
to make, was often used by grand­
mother as the basis for various fancy 

jellies. Sometimes she gave it a new 
flavor by cooking a lemon or an orange, 
cut in thin slices, with the apple juice, and 
removing them just before adding the 
sugar. Sometimes she put a lemon 
verbena or rose geranium leaf into the 
mixture for a few minutes before pouring 
it into the glasses. Or she might place a 
rose leaf in the glass as it was being filled. 
For mint jelly she used plain apple juice, 
adding a small spray of mint for each cup 
of juice. The green color was obtained by 
adding vegetable coloring to the hot 
mixture.

Here are some of the favorite jelly reci­
pes, copied from the old notebook:

Apple Jelly
Wash firm, perfect, slightly underripe 

apples, and remove blossom and stem 
ends. Cut into quarters; nearly cover 
with water. Cook until soft, mash and 
strain through a wire strainer, then 
through a jelly bag. Return pulp to 
kettle, add a small quantity of water and 
cook fifteen minutes. Strain the juice as 
in making the first extract.

Measure three-quarters of a cup of 
sugar for each cup of juice. Boil three or 
four cups of juice for from three to five 
minutes, add the sugar and boil until the 
mixture sheets from the side of the spoon. 
Fill hot, clean jelly glasses to within one­
sixteenth inch of the top and cool. Cover, 
label, and store in a cool, dark place.

Some of the best apples for jelly are 
Greenings, Northern Spies, Spitzenbergs, 
Kings and Baldwins.

Crabapple Jelly
Follow recipe for apple jelly, leaving 

apples whole instead of cutting in quarters.

Currant Jelly
Currants are ir. the best condition for 

making jelly between the last of June and 
early July, and should not be picked 

directly after a rain. 
Cherry currants make 
the best jelly. Equal 
proportions of red and 
white currants make an 
excellent light colored 
jelly.

Pick over currants, 
but do not remove stems; 
wash and drain. Mash a 
few in the bottom of a 
preserving kettle, using 
a wooden potato masher; 
so continue until berries 

are used. Cook slowly until currants look 
white. Strain through a coarse strainer, 
then allow juice to drop through a double 
thickness of cheesecloth or a jelly bag. 
Measure, bring to boiling point, and boil 
five minutes; add an equal measure of 
heated sugar, boil three minutes, skim 
and pour into glasses.

Place in a sunny window, and let stand 
twenty-four hours. Cover and keep in a 
cool, dry place, And always in the dark, 
of course.

Grape Jelly
Grapes should be picked over, washed, 

and stems removed before putting into 
a preserving kettle. Heat to boiling 
point, mash, and boil thirty minutes; then 
proceed as for currant jelly.

Wild grapes make the best jelly. 
Green grape jelly may be made from 
grapes which are just beginning to 
turn.

Plum Jelly
Wash the fruit, place in a pan set in hot 

water and heat until the fruit is softened 
and the juice comes out freely. Strain, as 
for apple jelly, and obtain a second ex­
traction of juice. Add one-eighth of a 
cup of water to each cup of juice, boil 
three minutes, add three-quarters of a 
cup of sugar to each cup of juice and cook 
until the mixture sheets from the spoon. 
Fill glasses, cover, store in a cool dark 
place.



“IT’S the BERRIES! 59

Betty Learns the Meaning of “Consideration
O, Billy. Three dishes of blue­
berries should be plenty for any 
human being. Besides, they cost 

thirty cents a quart.” Mrs. White’s tone 
sounded final, so Billy had to be satisfied 
with the berries he had already eaten; but 
it gave him something to talk about.

“Do you mean to tell me,” he as'ked, 
“that you have to pay thirty cents for a 
measly little box of blueberries? Why—”

Billy was started on a speech, and the 
Fates themselves could not have proph­
esied where he would have stopped, if 
Betty hadn’t cut him short with:

“Yes, thirty cents, and that’s cheap, 
too, ’cause it takes almost half an hour to 
pick that many.”

“It takes who almost how long to pick 
how many whats? Why, I could pick a 
quart in five minutes!”

Billy’s boast caused quite a rumpus. 
Mr. White smiled and said, “Billy, for 
every quart you pick in five minutes, I’ll 
give you one even dollar in real money!”

“You’re on!” Billy cried excitedly. 
“Gee! I’m going to be rich pretty soon.” 
He turned to his sister. “Say, let’s go 
berrying, Betty! And then back to his 
father. “Dad, do you know where there 
are any around here?”

“Why, yes!” Mr. White replied. “Our 
Mr. Brown at the office has some on his 
land. I think he might let you pick some 
for a slight consideration.”

BETTY was always a little bit startled 
when she heard a big word. “Con­

sideration” didn’t mean anything to her, 
and she had quite a time suppressing a 
giggle. But she wanted to find out what it 
meant, but not enough to show her ignor­
ance by asking the definition before Billy, 
and so she bided her time.

That noon, just before Billy came home 
for lunch, Mrs. White phoned her hus­
band. Before she hung up, Betty grabbed 
the receiver and shouted, “Say, Daddy, 
what’s a consideration?” The only 
answer she received was “Shall I give you 
information?” Her father had already 
hung up, and it was the operator speaking.

Mrs. White then explained 
that, for the privilege of using 
his land, Mr. Brown might 
want a few berries. So in this 
case, consideration meant 
blueberries. It sounded rather 
queer to Betty so she just 
said, “Oh!”

When Mr. White came 
home with the news that 
berries would be plentiful in 
another two weeks, Betty 
jumped up and down and 
shouted, “Oh, I just can’t 
wait to go consideration pick­
ing.” Nobody but her mother 
understood what she meant, 
and because it was a puzzle 
to Billy, Betty pretended she 
had a secret. But neither of 
the men folks seemed greatly 
impressed.

Billy suggested that when they went 
berrying they spend the whole day at 
it, so they could sell thirty or forty quarts 
around the neighborhood and make 
a little money. Nobody said a word, but 
he noticed his father look at Betty and 
slyly wink. I Ie started to argue and make 
wild bets about the quantity he was going 
to pick, but everybody just continued 
smiling skeptically. Finally, he decided 
to keep still and show them later.

When the appointed Friday came 
around, as appointed Fridays usually do, 
it found Betty ready bright and early to 
start out for Mr. Brown’s blueberry pas­
ture. Billy always had been the family 
slowpoke, and he poked just as much on 
appointed Friday mornings as at any other 
times. Betty had been ready for ten 
minutes and, as Billy showed no signs of 
starting, she was beginning to be peeved.

CHE stood on the porch stamping her 
foot and ordering Billy to hurry up. In 

exasperation, she finally went into the 
house to see what he was doing. She found 
him in her room with his head under the 
bed, muttering to himself. She just stood 
in the middle of the room and stared. Sud­
denly he jumped up and shouted, “Oh, I 
know—the kitchen stove!” With that, 
he bounded out of the room and down­
stairs to the kitchen.

Betty thought that this was just about 
the last straw. When she had regained 
her composure, she ran down after him. 
She met him walking out of the kitchen 

He hadwith an umbrella in his hand.
suddenly remembered that his mother 
had put it behind the stove to dry. Then, 
as if it were the most natural thing 
on earth to carry an umbrella on the sun­
niest and clearest day of the year, he 
calmly told Betty that he was ready to go, 
and that he didn’t intend to wait for her 
all day. Betty was too curious to be 
angry. Between giggles she spurted, 
“What on earth are you going to do with 

the umbrella? It won’t rain for a week.’
It was now Billy’s turn to look mys­

terious which he did exceedingly well, 
while replying: “Don’t forget the bliz­
zard of 1888, my darling sister.”

Betty had never even heard of the 
blizzard of 1888, but knowing her Billy, 
she knew that she would just have to wait 
if she wanted to find out what the um­
brella was for.

■\I7ITH a varied assortment of pails 
’ ’ and baskets under their arms, they 

set out for Mr. Brown's.
Everybody they met on the way kidded 

Billy about the umbrella, but he took it 
all good-naturedly and shouted back that 
he was going to make some money with it. 
This made Betty all the more curious.

When they reached the berry pasture, 
Billy told her that artistic berry pickers 
couldn’t work very well if anybody was 
looking at them. He therefore was going 
down behind a clump of trees where she 
wouldn’t see him.

Now Betty had something to say about 
this, and she said it! She was going any­
where he was, and she would just like to 
see Billy or any other sawed-off artistic 
berry picker try to stop her! That settled
it.

The argument
Wherever Billy went, Betty went too. 

(Continued on page 120)



How and Why!
Answers to Your Food Questions

By FLORENCE L. BECKER
Nutrition Specialist, Michigan State College

Every home maker is constantly faced with problems of cooking, menu making, preserving, 
baking, feeding the sick, etc. The advice of an expert is often invaluable. TRUE STORY Maga­
zine, therefore, offers its readers the services of Miss Becker. Don’t hesitate to write her. Send 
your letter to Miss Florence L. Becker, TRUE STORY HOME MAKER, 1926 Broadway, New 
York City. If you want an immediate reply, enclose a self-addressed and stamped envelope

Foods for Tired People

L
ESTER S. writes: “I seem to get 

tired so easily after just an ordi- 
nary day’s work. I wonder if my 

diet may be the cause of this chronic 
fatigue. Can you help me out?”

The tiredness which cannot be over­
come with rest is probably due to deaden­
ing of the nerve cells by fatigue poisons, 
acid in nature. The use of non-acid form­
ing foods may help to overcome this con­
dition. These include all

ing two quarts a day, and Paul’s teacher 
says it is not enough.”

I agree with Paul’s teacher. Each of 
your children should be getting a quart of 
milk each day, not all as milk to drink, 
necessarily, but in soups, puddings and 
other dishes. The requirement for each 
adult is a pint a day. If my arithmetic is 
correct, your family should be buying 
four quarts of milk a day. In the long 
run, milk is a food we cannot afford to do

bills but also dentists’. Do not forget 
that even adults can improve the condi­
tion of their teeth by a careful diet, in­
cluding milk.

Baking Soda and Baking Powder
A reader asks: “Are baking soda 

breads more nutritious than baking 
powder breads?”

without. It will save not only doctors’
There is no difference, unless more

fruits (except prunes and 
cranberries) and the succu­
lent vegetables (not the 
starchy vegetables). Oranges, 
lemons, grapefruit and toma­
toes are probably the best 
for you to choose.

What about Ice Cold 
Sodas?

Anna B. O. writes: “My 
daughter insists on drinking 
ice-cold sodas as often each 
day in summer as she can 
get them. I am sure that 
she will chill her stomach 
and this will be bad for her, 
but she does not believe me. 
1 am appealing to you for 
your opinion.”

Cold desserts, if eaten 
slowly at the end of a meal, 
are refreshing and seldom 
harmful. But fast eating of 
sodas, ice cream, and the like 
will most certainly be a shock 
to the stomach. You are ab­
solutely right in your opinion. 
No cold beverages should be 
taken rapidly when the per­
son is warm. The nerves of 
the stomach may be shocked 
quite severely, with the possi­
bility of consequent serious 
digestive disturbances.

The Right Amount of 
Milk

Mrs. John G. writes: “We 
are a family of five, with three 
children of school age. How 
much milk ought we to buy 
each day? We are now buy-

soda is used than is necessary. If this is 
the case, you will be able to
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True
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1. It is composed entirely of 
recipes that are provedly 
popular witii the men folks.

taste it in the bread. When 
you add sour milk, molasses, 
apple sauce or anything else 
which makes the soda fizz, 
you are really making bak­
ing powder. The essentials 
in a baking powder are bak­
ing soda and any powdered 
acid. Let me give you a 
second warning: If you use 
soda, be careful not to use too 
much.

What Is Chili Con 
Carne?

OUR postman is staggering 
under his load nowadays. 

Every morning we receive at 
least 200 letters from readers of 
True Story, enclosing a dime 
for the True Story Cook Book, 
“219 New Ways to a Man's 
Heart.” Frequently 300 letters 
come in one day’s mail. Some­
times more than 500 swamp our 
desk within the span of a few 
hours. Last year, more than 
125,000 women sent dimes for 
these cook books.

And how they like “219 New 
Ways to a Man's Heart!” Thou­
sands of appreciative letters are 
in our files. More pour in every 
day. For this is a new kind of 
cook book.

2. It is written in a simple, 
understandable style that 
makes good results sure.
Many users have written us 

that “219 New Ways to a Man's 
Heart” is worth a dollar and 
more. Yet we continue to dis­
tribute these books (to readers 
of True Story only) at the mere 
cost of handling, 10 cents. Don't 
wait. The current edition is al­
most exhausted. Send your 
dime with the coupon below, 
immediately. Your money back 
from us, of course, if you’re not 
completely delighted.

MAIL DIME AND COUPON BELOW
TRUE STORY HOME MAKER, Dept. CB-7, 
1926 Broadway, New York City.

Please send by return mail the new edition of the True Story cook 
book, “219 New Ways to a Man’s Heart.” I enclose ten cents to cover 
cost of handling.

Name .......................................................................................................................................

Address .................................................................................................................................

Bill R. writes: “I have 
heard of chili con carne many 
times, but I have never been 
able to find out what it is. 
Can you tell me?”

Chili con carne translated 
from the Mexican means 
“beans with meat.” Here’s 
the recipe:

1 quart of tomatoes 
X pound of spaghetti 
1 pint can of kidney 

beans
I pound of chopped 

beef
Salt
1 quart of boiling 

water
1 onion
2 bay leaves
2 red. peppers, seeded 

teaspoonful of
pa prika

Cook the spaghetti in the 
salted boiling water; cook the 
other ingredients with the 
seasonings until the meat is 

(Continued on page 161)



A Vacation Need Not Be Spoiled by

TRAVELING 
with a BABY

Mrs. Elizabeth Alward Kilbourne
Formerly Home Bureau Manager of the City of Buffalo, New York

A tiny traveler exemplifies a mother’s teachings. The clothing equipment 
for a two weeks’ trip is in the suit case on which the baby sits. The best­
loved doll, if taken along on the journey, prevents homesickness, especially 

at night

W
HEN Ed began to broadcast the 
idea of a summer vacation, I 
listened in on his eager planning 
with a good many doubts and misgivings.

As I thought of the two babies, I con­
fess that it sounded a lot more like static 
to me than like the enjoyable program he 
was predicting. To transplant my arec- 
fully trained youngsters from calm nursery 
routine to the hazards of a journey did not 
appeal to me. But a vacation we must 
have, and we could not leave the babies, 
even if we had been willing to do so.

Since that first planning, I have traveled 
more than sixteen thousand miles, not 
only with one baby, but with two. The 
many trips which made up this mileage 
have been by train, steamship and auto­
mobile; in storms, across deserts and in 
hot and cold climates. I am proud to say 
that neither of my two babies ever suf­
fered a moment’s illness or contracted any 
infection. I am sure that any mother can 
have a similar record if she keeps strictly 
to rules for food, sleep, baths, clothing, 
play and sanitation.

'T'HE person who said that “experience 
Y is what we get when we are looking for 

something else,” might well have been 
some one who left home looking for a good 
time and got only the hard knocks which 
come from traveling with a baby without 
proper equipment.

After I heard Ed rave on about travel­
ing light; about getting rid of all the 
“fussy junk” of civilization; about taking 
a comb and a tooth-brush and going 
gypsying, I told him, “Nothing doing!”

“What!” he exclaimed, “plan our trip 

to fit the kids’ routine; why that’s just 
what we are trying to get away from; we 
are going for a change.”

“Then you leave me and the youngest 
members of the family at home. They 
have been made used to certain hours and 
definite living conditions by careful and 
patient training. If you suddenly try to 
change these habits, and fail to consider 
the youngsters, the journey will be ruined 
by cross and perhaps sick youngsters. 
It may be a trip but it won’t be a 
vacation.”

Perhaps I spoke strongly, but I was 
feeling strongly on the subject. I had it 
firmly in my mind that comfortable 
babies would be quiet and happy travelers, 
and that uncomfortable ones would not.

TAI course, I had my own way about it.
Ed is good at giving in on questions 

of this sort.
Because I am sure that any careful 

mother can succeed in having a restful 
vacation, even though blest with babies, I 
am setting down some of the rules that 
have brought comfort to me.

We may plan to take the baby by boat, 
train, or automobile. A boat trip is really 
the most restful for mother and child. 
Even the smallest steamer stateroom pro­
vides a quiet place for baby to take his 
nap and for mother to prepare his food. 
The deck offers a place for fresh air, ex­
ercise. and sunshine.

An automobile trip with overnight rests 
along the route is another attractive plan. 
This is a little harder for the mother of a 
restless run-about of from two to six years 
than for the mother of a very young baby.

A very young baby will be perfectly com­
fortable in a little swing bed in the back 
of the car, or in a basket with a large pil­
low for a mattress. But be careful to see 
that baby’s eyes are not exposed to sun 
and dust on long drives.

The train presents the hardest problem. 
'1 he child has less space to move about it, 
and there is no chance to enjoy sunshine 
and fresh, clean air on the way. The 
noise and the motion are tiring to the 
small child, and mother finds it harder to 
keep the baby, his clothes and his food, 
sweet and clean under these conditions.

Experienced travelers will use hand 
luggage. Trunks and bulky baggage 
are apt to be slow in moving, and it 
is best to keep everything needed for 
baby’s comfort within reach. Imagine 
the fix in which a young mother of my ac­
quaintance found herself when she boarded 
a sleeping car and prepared to quiet her 
hungry and sleepy youngster with a bot­
tle of milk, only to find that she had 
checked the wrong bag and baby’s sup­
per was up forward in the baggage car 
under a huge pile of luggage!

T FIND that the best type of bag for a 
woman to carry, especially when she is 

traveling alone with children, is a light 
straw suit case. The leather ones, when 
packed, are far too heavy for her to 
manage. A two-week’s journey can easily 
be made with two suit cases—one for 
mother and one for baby. With the 
present lightness and compactness of 
women’s clothes, mother’s may be a small 
one. An old-fashioned “shawl-strap” or 
the modern canvas steamer-rug roll is in­
valuable to carry blankets, baby’s own 
pillow and rubber sheet. Add to this, a 
box of food supplies, and a folding screened 
cot; even a folding rubber bath-tub. if 
desired, and you have the largest 
possible amount of baggage you will 
need. This can easily be reduced for 
shorter trips.

But let me warn against the temptation 
of trying to “travel light” with a small 
baby. If you do not start with certain 
needed equipment you will have to get it 
on the way. This adds to the cost of the 
vacation; and it may not be possible to 
find what you need en route. Start com­
pletely equipped and you will have a lot 
less to worry about on the trip.

Your equipment will naturally group 
itself into three main classes: Food, cloth­
ing, and comfort equipment. Comfort 
equipment includes bedding and medical 
supplies.



What to Do about Food
First of all, do not change baby’s diet 

on the trip! If you find, however, that a 
slight change must be made, make the 
change several days before leaving home, 
so that he will be accustomed gradually to 
the new food under normal surroundings.

I have learned that I can not depend on 
steamship, dining car, or summer hotel 
kitchens to prepare properly the foods re­
quired for a small child, though in ex­
ceptional cases the kitchens of large ocean 
liners and the very best hotels provide 
dishes expressly for very small travelers.

THE mother who is nursing her own 
baby will find little difficulty with the 

food problem; but if the baby is on a bot­
tle. never plan to use the local fresh milk 
at each overnight stopping point. This 
causes indigestion as the milk will vary in 
composition with different dairies. In 
New York City, a well-known laboratory 
supplies either one’s own formula or whole 
milk, sealed and sterilized in bottles, and 
packed in ice, all ready for a journey. 
This will be delivered to boat or train, or 
to your own home ready for an automo­
bile trip. It will keep at least ten days in 
perfect condition, and is worth its extra 
cost in convenience and in health in­
surance for the young tourist. Where 
there is no such laboratory, an evaporated, 
or preferably an ultra-violet irradiated 
powdered milk can be substituted for 
fresh milk in baby’s regular formula. 
With enough of such milk you will be pro­
tected against questionable milk supplies 
until you reach home again, but in any of 
these cases it will be especially necessary 
to employ orange juice freely to make up 
for the deficiencies of the prepared milk.

Taking all conditions into account, I 
have found the best outfit to heat the bot­
tles consists of a pan, holder, and can of 
solidified alcohol. The holder, can, and 
pan-handle fit inside the pan itself when 
packed, and the cost is low. Especially 
when traveling by automobile this outfit 
is quick to use, easily carried and readily 
kept clean. To guard against the danger 
of fire. I carry this equipment in a small 
tin box and stand it in the tin box-cover 
when in use. The pan is invaluable for 
heating milk, for boiling baby's drinking 
water, for cooking a portion of cereal, for 
warming broth or vegetables or for steri­
lizing rubber nipples.

I never attempt to carry warm or hot 
milk in a vacuum bottle, because at cer­
tain temperatures a chemical change takes 
place in the milk which makes it unfit for 
baby to drink. So keep the milk chilled in 
transit and heat enough for each feeding.

CEREALS are easily prepared by the 
side of the road, or on a boat, by the use 

of the solid alcohol outfit. The oatmeal 
which requires only a few minutes’ cooking 
is recommended, and also the other cereals 
that cook quickly. Whole wheat crackers, 
arrowroot biscuit, and zwiebach, I have 
found invaluable. Carry them in a 
tightly-covered tin box, especially on a 
sea voyage.

Never give highly seasoned canned 
soups to a baby. Prepare simple vege­
table soups—all are easily carried, easily 
served, and are relished by a youngster.

Vegetables can be had in cans, ready 
cooked, mashed and strained. A variety 
of these canned vegetable purees are in­
cluded in my supplies. They tell me that 
there is a vegetized wafer on the market 
which is said to supply the necessary food 

elements to the child who does not care for 
vegetables, but one should not depend on 
this alone and the child should be trained 
to like vegetables.

I have always been able to get fresh 
eggs almost everywhere; a coddled or 
poached egg is easily prepared on my 
alcohol stove. I never give more than one 
a day.

A great variety of fruits can now be 
had in small eight-ounce cans— apple 
sauce and stewed prunes, pears and 
peaches—all of which or dried unsul­
phured fruits may be used. I have given 
dead-ripe bananas sparingly to my babies 
ever since they were two years old. 
Oranges, like eggs, are protected from dirt 
by nature, and are safe to buy anywhere.

Live your baby plenty of water to 
drink on his journey. You can buy it 
ready bottled on the way; but take care 
not to get carbonated or mineral waters. 
The cheapest way is to boil enough to fill 
two eight-ounce nursing bottles each 
morning. I use a flat rubber cap to cover 
the bottle.

TF your baby is taking cod-liver oil 
daily, this is not the time to omit it. 

Wrap the bottle, well-corked, in a piece 
of waxed paper, then in a square of oil 
silk, and pack in a small tin box. This 
prevents odor and oil from escaping into 
the rest of the luggage.

Never feed baby in a moving vehicle, 
if it is possible to stop by the way and let 
him eat in quieter surroundings.

As my children grew older, I firmly 
resisted their clamorings for hot dogs, 
soft drinks, ice cream, popcorn and candy, 
as additions to their regular food. Ex­
perience has taught me that these, added 
to the strain of (Continued on page 136)



Summer Time Is Salad Time
Here Are Numerous Suggestions Which Will Help to 

Tempt Unwilling Appetites In Torrid Weather
By PROFESSOR BRISTOW ADAMS

of Cornell University

MV men folks are the most ornery 
critters that ever existed. If I 
serve them a salad they always 

tell me they’re tired of it. but if I don’t, 
they always miss it." My friend, Mrs. 
Wolfson, confided this to me. apparently 
with the hope that I might be able to do 
something about it.

1 had been staying with the Wolfsons 
for almost a week, and had had plenty of 
opportunity to observe that Mrs. Wolfson 
was telling the truth, the whole truth and 
nothing but the truth.

“Now I don’t want to cause dissension 
in the Wolfson ranks,” was my reply, 
“but why not ask your men folks in the 
morning whether they’re going to want 
salad that night?”

Mrs. Wolfson sighed. “No, that 
wouldn’t do. You see. they don’t want 
to be bothered with the food question 
until it’s time to eat. 1 think I know 
what the trouble is. They like salads, 
especially in this hot weather, but there’s 
not enough variety to the ones I give 
them. I’m no genius for invention and I 
only know three different kinds of salad. 
Maybe you could give me some more.”

1 had. to admit that I was in a better 
position to provide salad recipes than to 
straighten out family peculiarities.

THAT Mrs. Wolfson knew only 
three different salads rather 
surprised me, for almost any good 

food will also make 
a good salad. Just 
garnish it with some 
sort of dressing, add 
lettuce leaves— 
and there you are!

A little hesitantly, 
I asked Mrs. Wolf­
son what salads she 
already knew.

Without hesi­
tation she replied, 
“Lettuce salad, to­
mato salad and cu­
cumber salad. And 
then, of course, the 
combinations of the three, which, I sup­
pose, really make three more.”

I began to wax enthusiastic. “Why,. 
you’ve caught on already. The important 
thing is to get a number of salad bases 
and combine them to make as many dif­
ferent salads as you want. I know six 
excellent bases: cheese, fruit, vegetable, 
meat, egg, and fish. And by counting on 
only three combinations for each base, 
you have eighteen different kinds of 
salads. Simple, isn’t it?”

“That many would hold me for twenty 
years,” remarked Mrs. Wolfson, “espe­
cially if they aren’t the same as the 
ones I already know.”

By now I was quite eloquent on the 

subject and remarked, “It’s far easier to 
satisfy a man by thinking up one-thou- 
sand-and-one salads than to think up 
stories for one-thousand-and-one Arabian 
nights, as Scheherazade did, to keep her 
husband good-humored.”

Well, the upshot of all this was that 
every night for the next week, Mrs. Wolf­
son and I collaborated on a new kind of 
salad. We always kept in mind what 1 
call the “S.S.S.”—secrets of successful 
salads. They are: Number one: Make 
them snappy looking and don’t be afraid 
to be a little fancy. Number two: Put a 
surprise in each one. Make them look 
like one thing and turn out to be another.

And here are some recipes which we 
evolved from our six original bases;

Walnut Cream
Cream cheese Sweet cream
1 tablespoon butter English walnuts
Salt and cayenne Lettuce

With a silver fork rub the cream cheese 
to a paste with a tablespoonful of butter; 
add salt and cayenne and, if not soft 
enough, add a little sweet cream. Make 
into small balls and on each press the two 
halves of an English walnut. Lay on the 
white heart leaves of the lettuce, and put 

which a cup of 
whipped cream has 
been added. Serve 
very cold on lettuce 
hearts.

Lettuce 
Mayonnaise 
Strawberries 
Honey

all in the refrigerator until ready to use. 
On the instant of serving pour over a rich 
French dressing and send to the table 
with thin, buttered bread which has been 
put in the oven and crisped.

Cheese and Egg
Cottage cheese 
Sweet cream 
Butter
Salt

Garlic clove 
Chicory
6 hard-cooked eggs

Mold the cottage cheese into little flat 
balls, first making it moist with cream and 
adding a little butter and plenty of salt, 
and put on ice. Rub the salad bowl with 
a clove of garlic and arrange in it the 

bleached leaves of chicory to form a nest. 
On this, alternate the little cakes of cheese, 
with hard-boiled eggs cut in half. Over it 
put French dressing, to which a few drops 
of onion juice has been added.

Special Waldorf
Apples (sliced) 
Celery (cut fine) 
Malaga grapes

English walnuts 
(chopped fine)

Slice tops off tart apples; hollow them 
out and cut the removed pulp very thin; 
mix with the white part of the celery, cut 
fine; add the English walnuts which have 
been chopped fine. To this add a bunch 
of Malaga or other tight-skin grapes, 
which have been cut up. Mix with 
mayonnaise dressing and serve in the cups 
made by hollowing out the apples. Set 
the apples in the tender leaves of the 
celery.

Pineapple Delight
Celery Pimentos
Pineapple Lettuce
Green peppers

Cut clean, crisp stalks of celery 
narrow straws about like matches, 

into 
and

throw them in ice water to curl. To a
small can of shredded pineapple 
add a few green peppers and 
pimentos chopj ed fine, and put 
all on the ice. \\ hen ready to use, 

dry the celery in a 
napkin, and mix all 
together with a 
mayonnaise, to

Ambrosia

Make cups of the white heart leaves of 
crisp lettuce, by lapping the stem ends of 
two leaves. Pile a few big red strawber­
ries in the center of each cup and pour a 
little honey over them. Put a.teaspoon­
ful of mayonnaise dressing on a leaf of 
each cup.

Garden Salad
Spinach 
Butter 
Salt
Lemon juice

Mayonnaise 
Watercress 
Egg rings

Take cold boiled spinach, drain it and 
season it with butter, salt and lemon juice, 
and press it into (Continued on page 92)



“Let Us Be Gay”
Is the Message that Color 
Brings into Every Home

T
WO long lanky twins had just come 
home from college for their final 
summer vacation. With a slight 
note of pity in their voices, they were dis­

cussing Jim Marshall, an old friend who 
had recently graduated from art school.

The pity was for what they called his 
mistake in selecting an education. Mar­
tin, who was incorrectly thought to be a 
little taller than his brother Lee, was the 
first to speak.

“Wow! Have you seen Jim Marshall's 
bedroom? It looks like a forest fire on an 
Indian reservation. You wouldn’t think 
a bozo’d have to go to art school to learn 
to throw paint around like that.”

“I can imagine,” laughed Lee. “Jim 
always was a bug on color. Do you re­
member the time he painted that pig red, 
white, and blue for the kid circus we were 
giving?” _

“Well if you think that was loud,” re­
plied Martin, “you haven’t seen anything 
yet. How about it, do you want to make 
a visit to the Marshall family?”

By MARTHA HOLMES
“Sure! Let’s go while going’s good!” 
But true to the old saying about speak­

ing of the devil and having him walk in, 
there came a knock at the door, and in 
walked none other than Jim Marshal).

“Hello, boys!” he exclaimed, “Say, you 
two grow more like each other every day. 
If I didn’t know that you always wore tan 
shoes, Martin, I couldn’t tell you apart.”

"Guess again. Jim, ’cause I happen to 
be Lee; although I will admit that these 
shoes belong to Mart.”.

Everybody laughed, and soon the twins 
asked if they might go over to take a look 
at Jim’s bedroom.

Jim smiled and confided that he had, at 
his mother’s request, painted every room 
in his house with much the same bril­
liancy. At this, Mrs. Duncan, the twins’ 
mother, gasped a little and decided to go 
with them.

More to prepare herself for what she 
knew she was about to see, then for any 
other reason, Mrs. Duncan started the 
conversation into a discussion of color.

“Everywhere I go,” she said, “I see 
and hear a lot about color, color, and more 
color. Magazine articles, advertisements, 
show windows—all of them shout about 
color for everything in the house, from the 
furnace in the cellar to the pots and pans 
and the refrigerator in the kitchen. The 
furniture must be tinted with every hue 
in the rainbow.

“Even the bathroom is supposed to be 
colored nowadays. It used to be easy 
enough to choose white when we wanted 
things to look clean, but now they talk 
about cool colors and warm colors and 
how to blend them. I read a lot about 
harmonizing colors and contrasting shades 
and setting one off against another. To 
tell you the truth, most of the time, I don’t 
even know what they are talking about.”

“Well,” spoke up Jim, “there’s no 
danger of using too much color, as long as 
you use the right ones. Now, if Martin 
here, were going to paint his bedroom—” 
At this, Martin smiled a little, but Jim 
went right on (Continued on page 158)



I/s action is “certain”
says noted skin specialist in statement advocating

YEAST

Dr. Clement Simon of Paris 
is Dermatologist (skin spe­
cialist) of the Hospital of St. 
Michel; Physician at the St. 
Lazare Hospital; Editor-in- 
chief of the “Medical Bulle­
tin” and the “Annals of Der­
matology,” both of Paris; 
Officer of the Legion of Honor. 
He was Chief Physician of 
the Dermatological Base of 
the French Armies in Italy 
during the World War.

\Jnly since the 
work of Pasteur has yeast 
really received scientific 
recognition. . . . Fresh yeast 
has properties which are cer­
tain in the treatment of some 
skin troubles and especially 
furunculosis (boils} . . . The 
eating of yeast introduces into 
the system substances en­
dowed with various and pow­
erful biological activities."

Dr.

MOST recent of famous authorities to 
add the weight of his opinion to the 

almost world-wide advocacy of yeast for 
health, is Dr. Clement Simon, editor of im­
portant French medical journals and a lead­
ing skin specialist of Paris.

His views on the value of yeast bring new 
hope to all who suffer from embarrassing, 
painful skin eruptions—pimples and boils.

A bad skin—like bad breath, indigestion, 
headaches, “nerves”—indicates an unclean, 
unhealthy intestinal tract. As Dr. Simon 
points out, fresh yeast has properties which 
are sure for the correction of certain skin 
troubles. And in a recent survey in the United 
States, half the doctors reporting said they 
prescribed fresh yeast for skin disorders and 
the host of other common ills which result 
from clogged intestines.

Fleischmann’s Yeast is fresh. Unlike dried

CLEMENT SIMON

or “killed” yeast, it contains millions of liv­
ing, active yeast plants. As these pass daily 
through your intestines they combat harmful 
poisons, purify the whole system. The skin 
clears, spirits rise, health and happiness ensue.

For blooming cheeks and vibrant life, eat 
three cakes of Fleischmann’s Yeast every day, 
one cake before each meal or between meals, 
plain or dissolved in water either cold or hot 
—not hotter than you can drink. Start today! 
For full benefit you must eat yeast regularly 
and over a sufficient period of time. All gro­
cers and many leading cafeterias, soda foun­
tains and lunch counters have Fleischmann’s 
Yeast. Buy two or three days’ supply at a 
time and keep in any cool, dry place.

Write for a free copy of the latest booklet 
on Yeast in the diet. Address Health Research 
Dept. P-31, The Fleischmann Company, 701 
Washington Street, New York, N. Y.

FROM THROAT TO COLON 
is one continuous tube. 90% of 
ills start here, as poisons from 
clogged intestines flood the sys­
tem. But here yeast works, keep­
ing this entire tract clean, active, 
healthy — purifying the body 
and clearing the unhealthy skin.

FlE IS C H MANN S^AeAST
A Health

Copyright 1929, The Fleischmann Company



anyway! It simply screams at your 
hair.”

‘‘Have a heart, you!” cried Jimmy. 
“You’ve got another coat, haven’t you? 
Anyway, Bea can show you up chinnin’ 
bars'”

I never wore the red coat again. Uncle 
Allan sent me a dark blue one with brass 
buttons, and a blue cap like Lois’ green 
one. Even the thrill of lifting the rich 
new garment from its tissue wrappings, 
did not wipe out the hurt of that morning. 
Even seeing in the mirror how really 
lovely red hair can look against a proper 
background did not restore my wounded 
vanity.

Perhaps even Lois was sorry, for she 
invited me to go with her and Aunt 
Marcia to the Lakes that summer. I 
should have known from Aunt Marcia’s 
grim frozen look that she disapproved 
of the invitation. But I was so ecstatic 
over the prospect of having a real vaca­
tion trip, of being, this summer, one of the 
fortunate little girls who went, instead of 
poor little stay-at-home Bea Taylor, 
that I didn’t notice the danger signals.

/"\H, how different Aunt Marcia could 
have made that summer ! Lois and I 

were invited to go on a motorboat cruise. 
A boat cruise! I caught my breath in 
ecstasy. The clear sparkling water of 
the lake; the wind and spray beating 
against one’s face. The joyous care­
free boys and girls. My first real taste 
of social life. But—Aunt Marcia ac­
cepted for Lois, and declined for me.

“Why, dear child,” she boomed at 
me, “what would you wear?”

Aunt Marcia played bridge and I 
wandered forlornly down to the water, 
still the little left-behind. Lois returned, 
important, full of the delights of the trip. 
An invitation came to a dance at one of 
the large summer cottages.

“Of course, Bea, you can’t expect to 
be included.” explained Lois. “We’re 
a regular little crowd now.”

Then followed a house party. Crushed 
and lonely I drenched my pillow at night 
and longed for my hot little room at 
Derrick. The lump in my throat 
strangled me at every breath. I begged 
Aunt Marcia to send me home.

“Such an ungrateful little creature,” 
I heard Aunt Marcia saying. “Abso­
lutely penniless. Out of the goodness of 
Lois’ dear little heart she gave her this 
lovely vacation, and she repays her by 
jealously begrudging Lois every plea­
sure.”

In the years that followed, I was still 
the poor little left-behind Bea Taylor. 
Lois and her crowd went to boarding 
school, abroad, to college. I went to 
school with the oil workers’ children, 
took long tramps over the brown rolling 
hills, and learned to play tennis with 
Lois’ cast-off racket.

I was seventeen. One morning I was 
exploring the remains of an old wild-cat 
well. In some way the isolated, deserted 
old relics of lost hopes and fortunes 
fascinated me. Standing on the sag­
ging old platform I gazed out over the 
sweeping panorama of mountains and 
desert, and looked at the huddled little

Only a Poor Relation
{Continued from page 64)

group of buildings below that was 
Derrick. Suddenly footsteps crackled 
through the dried sage-brush and I 
turned to face a stranger.

“I beg your pardon,” he exclaimed, 
“do I intrude?” He was long and lean; 
unmistakably English. About forty, I 
judged, sallow, bored and disillusioned, 
but a gentleman.

“You don’t intrude any more than 
1,” I laughed in answer to his question. 
“This place belongs to the lizards and 
cotton-tails, really. But they’ve grown 
used to me.”

“You come here often?”
“Quite. And you?”
“I’ve just arrived in America.” His 

white riding breeches, his shiny boots 
and crop, told me he was not native to 
Derrick. “It’s my nature to explore, so 
the cotton-tails will probably grow 
accustomed to me, too. I’m Archie 
Fletcher, newly come to the Consolidated 
Lease from India.”

“And I am Bea Taylor.”
“Do you ride, Miss Taylor? I have 

a string of horses to exercise. No polo 
in this bally climate.”

“I only play tennis,” I answered, 
thankful that Lois’ cast off racket had 
given me one accomplishment, and 
thrilled in spite of myself at being ac­
cepted as an experienced, sophisticated 
person.

“Tennis! By Jove, that’s ripping! 
The Club courts are corking, really. If 
I send a car for you, will you play with 
me there some day?”

Would I? The Consolidated Officers’ 
Club! Even Lois Taylor had never been 
there since that morning when a sunny- 
faced little boy had championed me and 
defied her.

IK/IY second visit to the Consolidated 
4’1 opened a new chapter in my life. 
This couldn’t be happening to me—Bea 
Taylor. A company car called for me, 
and Archie Fletcher and I played tennis 
in the early coolness. We plunged into 
the green tiled pool, and then a soft 
footed Filipino boy served us breakfast 
in the patio. Reverently I gazed about 
at the rambling stucco hacienda screened 
with bougainvilea and climbing roses, 
out over the sloping green lawns and golf 
course. Vividly I remembered when a 
little scarecrow in a too-small scarlet 
jacket had tried to out-dare a sunny- 
faced little boy.

Now, several times a week, Archie 
Fletcher and I played tennis or went for 
a horseback ride.

“You ride instinctively,” Archie said, 
for it came to me so easily. Then came 
a dance at the Consolidated, chaperoned 
by the wives of the officers.

Mother, as intoxicated as I at my first 
taste of life, let the butcher go unpaid 
that I might be suitably dressed. Never 
was ball gown more becoming than this 
first and only one of mine—pale green 
satin with fluffy chiffon ruffles.

“Ravishing,” exclaimed Archie, and 
the surprised admiration in his eyes told 
me what my mirror had already revealed 
to me, that for once in my life I was 
really lovely.

I would have been content to let life 
go on just like this forever, I thought. 
Archie Fletcher enjoyed my company— 
my youth, my exuberance, my abounding 
vitality flowed out to him and gave him 
a return of his fast vanishing youth. 
His money and position gave me plea­
sures from which I had always been ex­
cluded. It seemed a fair exchange to 
me, but Fate thought otherwise. She 
had the bill for my new pleasures tucked 
up her sleeve.

One cool glorious morning in early 
fall Archie and I were riding up the 
winding trail to Point Lookout. My 
head was thrown back, the wind blowing 
against my throat and ruffling my hair. 
Suddenly I became aware of Archie’s 
look bent upon me in strange concentra­
tion.

“Roughette, little sweetheart,” he 
breathed, as my eyes at last met his. 
“You are the girl of my dreams come 
true.” He had reined his horse close 
to mine, his arm was about me, his face 
buried in my hair. “Sweet—sweet—do 
you feel it, too? This love that sweeps 
me from my moorings? Tell me you do, 
dear. Rougette, tell me you will marry 
me soon. Today!’'

T REMAINED in his embrace, frozen.
Oh, this wasn’t love! This couldn't be 

the wonderful thing I had been waiting 
for all my life, that was magically to 
atone for the hurts and heartaches. I was 
eighteen—and he was forty. He had 
squandered his youth—his health. Al­
ready he looked on life with world-weary 
eyes. But my life was all ahead. My 
lips were treasured for some one—some 
one whose youth would meet mine and 
whose touch would set my blood to 
flaming.

Slowly I wrenched from Archie’s em­
brace. “Oh, I’m sorry.” My voice was 
low. “So terribly sorry—”

At my first words, Archie stiffened. 
His head lifted proudly. The look of 
tenderness froze to arrogance; the fierce 
arrogance of an offended Englishman.

“Mistake,” he cut in frigidly. “Just 
a proof of my dotage. Do me the favor 
of forgetting my insanity. Shall we ride 
back?”

That was all. A wordless ride down 
the mountain. A curt farewell at my 
door and no backward glance. When 
next I heard of Archie Fletcher he had 
left for the East.

I found my mother in one of her rare 
moments of leisure. 1 dropped on my 
knees beside her and buried my face in 
her lap.

“Mother,” I whispered, “Archie 
Fletcher asked me to marry him.”

“Beatrice child,” mother’s voice was 
joyous. “I’ve seen it coming. It’s what 
I’ve wished for you. You’ll have money 
and position. You’ll be spared this 
eternal grubbing for three meals a day.”

“Mother!” 1 cried in dismay, “you 
want me to marry Archie Fletcher—- 
when I don’t love him?”

Suddenly we were sobbing, in each 
other’s arms, mother smoothing my hair.

“Mother, mother, would you have me 
{Continued on page 82)



IOVELIEST DEBUTANTE in
Washington last season, this 

spring she is its loveliest bride—Miss 
Janet Newbold, whose wedding to 
the grandson of the late Thomas 
Fortune Ryan was a society event.

Young Mrs. Ryan is enchantingly 
beautiful, with wide set amber eyes, 
soft knotted amber hair and ivory 
skin kept satin smooth by simple 
care given faithfully each day.

“ Ever since I was a girl at school in 
Paris,” says Mrs. Ryan, “I’ve been 
devoted to Pond’s Two Creams.

“Now Pond’s two new products 
delight me—the snow-white Tissues

Her trousseau sports suit was brown with a 
chartreuse blouse, most charming with her amber 
eyes, fair hair and clear smooth ivory skin.

and the Freshener. All four are won­
derful to keep your skin its loveliest!” 

This is Pond’s famous Method: 
First — for thorough cleansing, 

amply apply Pond’s Cold Cream over 
face and neck, morning, evening and 
always after exposure.

Then—with Pond’s Cleansing Tis­
sues, soft, ample, absorbent, remove 
cream and dirt.

Next—dab Pond’s Skin Freshener 
briskly over your skin, to close pores, 
banish oiliness.

Last—smooth on a little Pond’s 
Vanishing Cream for protection and 
as a powder base.

Six evening gowns were in the young bride's 
trousseau. This is sojt amber satin.

Send io^ for Pond’s 4 Preparations

Pond’s Extract Company, Dept.U 
123 Hudson Street.............................New York, N. Y.

Name---------------------------------------------------- ---------------------

Street----—----------------------------------------------------------------

Pond's four famous products—Two Creams, 
Cleansing Tissues, Skin Freshener.

Crty- ------------------------------ State---------------—
Copyright 1929, Pond’s Extract Company



marry Archie, or any man, without love?”
“Never, never, dear! Love is your 

birthright. But from your sudden 
blossoming I thought you did love him. 
I’ve suffered so for all the things of which 
life has cheated you.”

Suddenly I knew I was richer than 
Lois. I had a mother to love and rever­
ence; a mother who loved and suffered 
for me, while Lois had only her money 
and Aunt Marcia.

Life was so drab after Archie’s passing 
that I wondered dully if I had done 
wrong in refusing him. Was I demanding 
too much of life? Perhaps I should have 
been content only to receive love. Empty 
week followed empty week, but still a 
fierce little inner voice cried, “No! No! 
You did right to wait for love!”

At Christmas. Lois and Aunt Marcia 
returned and opened Taylor Place. 
Their visit wasn’t to make Christmas 
merry for Uncle Allan who, since Derrick 
was still his headquarters, lived most 
of his time at the hotel. Lois, as she 
dashed in to see me the morning after 
their arrival, informed me otherwise.

“Tj'OR the love o’ he’vum, woman,”
" throwing herself into the one little 

chair my bedroom boasted, “fetch me a 
match. I’m a dead woman if I can’t have 
a nicotine baby—right now!” With nerv­
ous hands she clawed open her vanity case 
and snatched a cigarette. She dropped 
her head back against the chair and, 
through heavy smoke rings, explained, 
“Marcia’s agin ’em.”

What a Lois! The lovely pink-and- 
white and gold of her baby days was gone. 
Iler hair was too vividly golden, her lips 
too hectically bright, her nails too artifi­
cially carmined. Avidly she smoked her 
second, her third cigarette, and with the 
fourth came gradual relaxation.

“That’s to catch up,” she smiled at 
me. A whole day without’em! Marcia’s 
riding her mid-Victorian hobby to death, 
and her little Goldilocks along with it.” 
Lois’ fifth cigarette hung idly between 
her fingers. “Looking wonderful, old 
dear. Rotten shame to waste yourself 
in this jerkwater dump. Gets worse 
every time I come back. How do you 
stand it? Maybe when Marcia gets me 
married off she’ll give you a whirl.

“I’m—” Again that arch look from 
under too dark lashes. “I’m in love my­
self, Bea. Real thing. Even my bat­
tle-ax momma approves his credentials— 
money ’n position ’n everything! Me— 
I think I’d be a bit loco over him, even 
if he begged with a poodle and a tin cup.

“The bunch is having a round robin 
house party, and my contribution is a 
dance tomorrow night at Taylor Place. 
Thought it would be quaint to have the 
bunch motor up here. I had forgotten 
it was such a horror. Marcia is stewing 
about importing decorators.

“By the way," Lois was pouring over 
her vanity case, “do you remember 
Jimmy Coyle?”

My heart leaped. Jimmy Coyle!
“W-what about him?” I stammered. 

Oh, it couldn’t be Jimmy Lois was in 
love with! But what an idiot I was. 
What was Jimmy Coyle to me? I had 
never seen him since his little boy days.

“He’ll be at the dance. Swell kid, 
really! Parties around with our crowd.

{Continued from page 80)
“Say, old thing, why don’t you come 

to my dance? There’ll be some extra 
men. Got any joy rags? Mine would 
fit you too quick!”

“Only this,” I lifted down the only 
too-idle green satin with its chiffon 
ruffles. Lois scarcely glanced at it.

“Wear it and come. We’ll send the 
car. One more cig and I’m off.”

With an airy wave, Lois was gone 
and I threw up the window to rid the 
room of smoke. Was I foolish to accept 
the invitation to her dance? Hadn’t her 
few favors always been more bitter than 
sweet?

But I knew I would go. The thought 
of seeing Jimmy Coyle outweighed all 
the possible snubs.

The great lowrer rooms of Taylor 
Place were cleared of furniture, and 
banked with palms and flowers. An 
imported orchestra was blaring forth 
intoxicating jazz when I arrived.

The shaded lights were kind to Lois.
In her evening frock she was once more 

the frail, ravishing princess. Graciously 
she introduced me to her dancing partner. 
My throat constricted and my head 
whirled. Jimmy Coyle, the bright-faced 
little boy grown up!

“The red-headed red-coat, as I live!” 
cried Jimmy grasping my hand with a 
cordial grin. Oh, how handsome he was, 
straight and bronzed and virile, with 
gray eyes that crinkled when he smiled, 
and strong white teeth.

Some one cut in on Lois and whisked 
her off. “Get acquainted there, you 
two,” she called out, but, despite her 
laughing words I caught the quick dis­
pleasure that leaped into her eyes at 
Jimmy’s cordiality.

T DON’T know whether Lois’ other 
guests slighted me or not. They didn’t 

count. No one counted but Jimmy. 
We danced together again and again. 
There was so much to say! Eagerly we 
interrupted each other in the saying of 
it. Both of us had been waiting all our 
lives for this meeting.

There came a lull in the dancing when 
negro entertainers took center stage. I 
escaped to the dressing room for a touch 
of powder. The sight of my own reflec­
tion in the mirror halted me. Could this 
be I—Bea Taylor? Why, that creature 
in the mirror was radiant! That mop 
of red hair caught golden lights in its 
deep waves. Archie Fletcher had said, 
on that other night when I wore this 
green gown, that I was ravishing. Oh, 
did I look like that to Jimmy Coyle? 
Did he think me beautiful?

Suddenly I heard voices. One rose 
shrill, querulous, from the adjoining 
alcove. Instantly I knew it for Lois’.

“Good Lord, mother, don’t rub it in! 
Don’t I know it was dumb to invite her? 
But I’ve told you and told you it was 
just to head Jimmy off from seeing her 
alone.”

“You know what a traitor she is!” 
This Aunt Marcia’s voice. “Bea Taylor 
has always been insanely jealous of you. 
But—when landing Jimmy has been so 
difficult. Just when things began to 
look promising—to throw those two 
together.”

“But, mother, he was coming anyway! 
You know he’s visiting Archie Fletcher 

at the Consolidated. It was for that 
very reason that I staged this party here 
in Derrick. He intended to look Bea 
up. You know he’s always asking about 
her.

“I know, just as well as if he had told 
me, that the reason he’s never really 
asked me to marry him is because he’s 
cherishing some silly ideal about her. 
He has, ever since that idiotic meeting, 
years ago. If daddy only hadn’t taken 
her that morning!”

“But to have her here, when she’s 
grown to be a really stunning beauty— 
if you care for that blatant type—”

“I did it deliberately, so that she’d 
cut her own throat. In her own territory 
she might show' up to good advantage. 
But here—-a green little country town girl 
in my sophisticated city crowd, her 
clothes a mess, probably not able to dance. 
He’d see w’ith his own eyes how rough 
and crude and boorish she was, and he’d 
be cured.

“Even when I saw' that green thing 
hanging in her closet this morning, it 
didn’t look like much. How could I 
know it would turn out like this?”

T HAD heard enough. It was Jimmy
Coyle that Lois loved! Oh, if she had 

only played fair, I would have sacrificed 
my dreams for her sake. But to scheme 
to make me ridiculous! My heart burned 
with hatred. Blindly I caught my coat 
about me, felt my way along the un­
lighted hall, down the servants’ stairway 
and out into the night. I hurried along 
the deserted streets, white in the moon­
light, gained my own bare little room, 
and sobbed into my pillow as I had not 
cried since those desolate days at the 
lake.

Next morning I awoke with the sun. 
Without rousing myself I lay there, ach­
ing from last night’s buffeting.

Jimmy Coyle had come back into my 
life. It was Jimmy that, unknowingly, 
I had loved, always. Never had I been 
so vital, so thrillingly alive, as in those 
moments of our dancing together. And 
he felt that same strange exhilaration. 
I knew! But Lois loved him. Aunt 
Marcia wanted him for her. Somehow, 
she would manage so that I should never 
see him again!

The sound of pebbles hitting my win­
dow startled me upright. Slipping into 
my kimono, I crossed to the window. 
Below, mounted on horseback, a second 
horse wheeling about, was Jimmy Coyle.

“Wake up, Sleepyhead! Bet I could 
beat you to the top of the hill, and you 
can have first choice of horses.”

My blood leaped. My heart sang. 
I hurried into my clothes and down the 
stairs. The horses whinnied in recogni­
tion. How often I had ridden them! 
Archie Fletcher, I learned, was back. 
Through the glorious early morning we 
rode up the hillside, not racing, but 
shoulder to shoulder, continuing last 
night’s eager dialogue. It seemed as 
if we should never get caught up with 
the things we wanted to say.

We breakfasted at a little mountain 
inn, on waffles and sage honey. Never 
had there been such a breakfast! We 
wandered to a bench under a spreading 
live oak. The air was like a cool, in- 

(Continued on page 84)



Pi ny To t s
NOW-

Tomorrow they ll be Grown up

NOW that they are so small and help­
less, the time when they’ll be 

venturing out into the big, bewildering 
world all by themselves seems far, far 
away.

As a matter of fact, you’d rather not 
think of that time. As you hug them to 
your heart today, you don’t care much 
whether they ever grow up. Ihey’re so 
adorable as they are that you put the 
thought out of your mind, pretending to 
yourself that they always will be babies.

They Change So Quickly!
But soon the high chair and the baby­
carriage go up to the attic; a regular bed 
replaces the crib; a regular bicycle the 
outgrown three-wheeler. Dolls come and 
go and then one day you find that they, 
too, are relics of the past.

The years flash by. Graduation Day 
comes. Why, they were in kindergarten 
just a short while ago! Then off they go 
to high school. Childhood is now but 
a memory.

How Snapshots Help
You look back wistfully to those distant 
years and try to remember what your 
youngsters were like. If you’ve left it all 
to your memory, how disappointed you 
are at the little you can recall. But if 
you had the forethought to take plenty 
of snapshots, everything comes back to 
you as if it were only yesterday that 

Sister’s first tooth came through 
and Junior frightened you to 
death by falling down the cellar 
stairs.

So get your Kodak out and 
use it. Lay up a store of precious 
snapshots for the years to come. 
You haven’t a Kodak? Well, 
that’s easily fixed. There’s not 
a community in America where 
they can’t be bought and the 
cost is whatever you want to 
pay. There’s a genuine Eastman 
camera, the Brownie, as low as 
$2, and Kodaks from $5 up.

New Kodaks with Fast Lenses
And every Eastman camera makes ex­
cellent snapshots. Particularly the Mod­
ern Kodaks. Their lenses are so fast that 
you don’t have to wait for sunshine. 
Fair weather or cloudy, Winter or Sum­
mer, indoors or out, everyone can take 
good pictures with these marvelous new 
Kodaks.

Kodak Film in the familiar yellow box 
is dependably uniform, it has speed and 
wide latitude. Which simply means that 
it reduces the danger of under- and over- 
exposure. It gets the picture. Expert

• KODAK •
ONLY EASTMA1 MAKES THE KODAK

photo finishers are ready in every com­
munity to develop and print your films 
quickly and skilfully.

Don’t forget that childhood lasts but a 
very short time. Tomorrow the children 
will be grown up—take snapshots of 
them now.

EASTMAN KODAK CO., Dept. 228, 
Rochester, N. Y.

Please send me, FREE and without obli­
gation, the booklet telling me about the 
Modern Kodaks.

Name..........................................................................

Address......................................................................

City 29



vigorating drink of water; like smooth 
silk drawn across our faces. Jimmy 
drew me down beside him.

‘‘You don't suppose.” he whispered, 
his lips against my hair, his arms sud­
denly and strongly about me, "that I’m 
going to let you go now that 1 have 
found you? I knew last night, the in­
stant I saw you. that you were the only 
girl in the world for me. Tell me that 
you knew it, too. We don’t have to fall 
in love—we just are in love. Kiss me!”

My lips responded to Jimmy's. It 
was for this moment that 1 had saved 
them. Sheer joy enfolded us. Then, 
like an icy hand, the thought of Lois 
closed in upon me.

“Jimmy,” I cried, wrenching free. 
“What of Lois?”

“You have the right to ask that, 
dear,” he answered slowly. “I have 
cared for Lois. She’s a bright little 
piece of fluff, a pampered little hothouse 
orchid. I—I’ve been pretty close to 
loving Lois. If I had never found you—■ 
perhaps I might have thought my love 
for her the real thing. Now I know how 
slight and meaningless it was. But, 
child, we don’t have to argue about any­
thing that gets us like this!”

Again I was in Jimmy’s arms, unre­
sisting. But we did have to talk about 
Lois. Facts had to be faced. Never 
must she be able to say that I had abused 
her hospitality by stealing her lover.

“Do you realize what you're putting 
me up against?” Jimmy smiled wryly. 
“If we were engaged. I could honorably 
break it. loving some one else. But 
we’re not engaged; nowhere near it. 
It’s just—”

T KNEW that Jimmy was too much of a 
gentleman to put it into words. It was 

just that Aunt Marcia had set her net 
for him and that Aunt Marcia was hard 
to elude.

“What can I say?” lie pleaded. “Shall 
I tell her I must cancel all further en­
gagements with her daughter since I 
must give my time to my fiancee?”

1 have never known just what Jimmy 
did say, but at five o’clock our telephone 
rang furiously. I had waited in frozen 
suspense all afternoon. Aunt Marcia’s 
voice boomed at me over the wire:

“1'he car will call for you immediately. 
Come to Taylor Place at once.”

Taylor Place, the curtains drawn, the 
furniture back in place against their 
departure, looked like a ghostly old 
tomb. Lois huddled in a big chair, her 
face red and swollen, her breath coming 
in long panting gasps. Uncle Allan sat 
by her, his arm about her shoulders, 
trying his best to comfort her. He looked 
nervous and pale. Aunt Marcia paced 
up and down, up and down, reminding 
me of an angry old lioness lashing her tail.

“You -you—you—” she raged, whirl­
ing upon me and shaking her finger in 
my face. “What have you to say for 
yourself? Sneak—thief—traitor!'’

“Traitor!” echoed Lois, sobbing. “I—■ 
1 invite you to my dance out of pity— 
and you steal my lover!”

Once more sobs racked and tore her.
Poor Lois! Suddenly I pitied her. I 

wanted to gather her into my arms and 
promise to return Jimmy to her. But— 
he had said he did not love her. How

{Continued from page 82) 
then could I return his love? She had 
never had it.

“All your life,” Aunt Marcia cut in 
again, “you have been a wicked, impossi­
ble child. You have repaid my every 
kindness with a viper’s sting.”

Suddenly my temper flared. After 
all, my hair f.v red!

“You have never shown me a kindness, 
Aunt Marcia. It is you who have been 
a thief. My father made the investments 
in oil land and Uncle Allan bought his 
holdings for a song. You have grown 
fat on that oil land while mother and I 
have starved. In my childhood you 
were cruel, not kind. You made me a 
scarecrow in Lois’ cast-off clothes. You 
planted the first seeds of bitterness in 
my heart. You are in no position to ask 
a favor of me!”

“Hear, hear, hear!” shrieked Aunt 
Marcia, her face purple. She hurled her­
self into a chair and was well on her W’ay 
toward a sinking spell when she realized 
no one was paying any attention to her.

“ AS for you, Lois Taylor,” I turned to- 
■‘*ward my cousin, my temper still 

flaming, “you invited me to your party so 
that I might cut my men throat! I am not 
stealing your lover. You tried to steal 
mine! In spite of you, we found each 
other. Now it is not in my power to give 
you back Jimmy Coyle’s love!” Head 
high, I started for the door. In the hall­
way Uncle Allan overtook me. He blew 
his nose vigorously and patted my arm.

“You are right, Beatrice. We have no 
right to ask favors of you. But Bea— 
Bea— what is to become of my little 
Lois? What will her life be? 1 can’t see 
the child suffer. I’ve always given her 
everything. But this—this vital thing— 
upon which her life's happiness depends—■ 
1 am powerless to give.”

Suddenly I was sobbing in Uncle Allan’s 
arms. He was so broken, so helpless. His 
tenderness touched me where Aunt Mar­
cia’s tyranny had only hardened.

“I’ll give him up, Uncle Allan,” 1 cried 
blindly. “I'll never see him again. Lois 
can have her chance to win him back.”

Oh, that blind, foolish promise! That 
hideous nightmare of a winter and spring 
that followed, when my heart was wrung 
dry with misery. With every waking 
breath I regretted the weakness of love 
that led me to make those promises to 
Uncle Allan. 1 had a right to love as well 
as Lois!

But stanchly I held to my word. I 
would not see Jimmy Coyle. I would not 
answer his telephone calls—for if I heard 
his voice—-

I returned unopened, his telegrams and 
the many, many letters he showered upon 
me.

Briefly, in one note I explained to him 
my stand:

“Uncle Allan has always been so kind 
to me—befriended me against his own 
family. It was breaking his heart to see 
Lois suffer. 1 couldn’t stand it. 1 had to 
make that promise, even if it broke mine. 
Now that it is made, 1 must keep it. But 
know that I shall always love you.”

I don’t know how 1 could have stood 
the winter if it hadn't been for Archie 
Fletcher. He buried his pride—his stiff­
necked English pride—for he knew of my 
misery—and returned to me as a friend.

Feverishly I followed the society 
columns of the San Francisco papers. 
My pulses leaped, and I grew dizzy when 
I came upon Jimmy Coyle’s name—linked 
with that of Lois at some party. In 
April I read the announcement that, 
somehow, I always knew 1 should find. 
The words blazed into my heart, and 
some part of me went dead.

From the newspaper picture Lois’ face 
beamed triumphantly at me. Below, was 
the announcement of the betrothal of 
Lois Anita Taylor and James Haworth 
Coyle. The wedding would be a brilliant 
social event of early summer.

In the weeks and months that followed, 
I read of the succession of parties honoring 
the bride-to-be. While I, Bea Taylor, 
who had held happiness in her grasp, was 
back in the hopeless old groove—the poor 
little left-behind—in a drab desert oil 
town.

One spring night Archie Fletcher was 
driving me home from an evening of 
tennis.

“You—you’ve heard—about Jimmy 
Coyle, of course?”

“You—mean—he and Lois are mar­
ried?”

“Oh. no! About his father. Made an 
unlucky plunge in stocks. Covered his 
losses—and was completely wiped out.”

“How—terrible!” I gasped. But—■
Lois was rich enough for both.

“Couldn't buck it, poor fellow!” Archie 
continued. “Suicide.”

TIMMY’S father! The world whirled 
blackly. Jimmy in trouble, and I could 

not go to him.
The next day I noticed Taylor Place 

astir. As I passed, Lois ran down the 
steps to hail me. It was the first time I 
had seen her since that fateful afternoon. 
Apparently' she chose to ignore the storm­
iness of that scene. Aunt Marcia followed 
ponderously after.

“Howdoy'oudo, Beatrice?” she beamed 
in her gracious society manner. “Don't 
chat long, Lois dear. We have a great 
deal to do. We sail in two days.”

“Sail?” I cried. “Then you’ve put 
your wedding date ahead?”

“Postponed indefinitely,” and Aunt 
Marcia gave an indulgent rollicking 
laugh. She could be like that. “It was 
only' a foolish, childish infatuation. Lois 
sees her mistake now, don’t you, dear? 
Come, child. We’d give you a lift Bea, if 
we were going in your direction.”

It happened they were, but Aunt 
Marcia sank blandly back into the 
cushions, while Lois gave me a stricken 
look and clung to my hand for a brief 
moment. She seemed to be begging for­
giveness for her past actions; pleading for 
a little pity for the future.

Poor little Lois! She had my pity with­
out the asking. Had I ever thought her 
lucky? As the car rolled off, it seemed to 
me that it bore off the most unfortunate 
little creature in the world. I recalled 
Uncle Allan’s words. “What is to become 
of my' little Lois? What will her life be?” 
What, indeed! A pawn in Aunt Marcia's 
schemes.

Jimmy Coyle, penniless, disgraced, was 
a “childish infatuation.” Lois, resplendent 
with new jewels, new clothes, would be 
strutted up and down in some new mar- 
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riage market. Lois’ heart would not be 
considered.

With Lois’ departure, I felt a sudden 
lifting of my own misery. Now I was re­
leased from my promise. Now Jimmy 
Coyle would return to me, and my love 
and my sympathy would be sweet to him 
in his trouble. And life—life would be
vivid and joyous again.

But Jimmy did not come back to me. 
My note of sympathy was returned. He 
was no longer at that address. My 
misery and despair closed more blackly 
over me. Then I had really lost my 
chance at happiness. The love that had 
flamed for me had died. Perhaps, after 
all, it was Lois whom he had really loved.

Archie Fletcher was still kind to me. 
Listlessly I accepted his invitation to a 
tennis meet at San Francisco. Listlessly 
1 went through the motions of eating and 
dancing at the dinner-dance which fol­
lowed at one of the big hotels.

SUDDENLY I flamed into life. My 
searching, searching eyes rested and 

clung. My heart hammered in my throat. 
There in the doorway he stood—Jimmy, 
Jimmy Coyle! My glance compelled his, 
and 1 bowed eagerly. Without moving 
he bowed in return, in a distant formal 
manner.

In a distant formal manner! Jimmy 
Coyle. I dropped my eyes to hide the 
swift tears that seared them. My heart 
constricted. In that moment, life for me 
ended. Then it was Lois that he loved! I 
had been only a passing incident. Pain 
like a knife stabbed me and I could not 
breathe.

Archie Fletcher reached out and patted 
my hand.

The One Thing I Couldn’t Do 
{Continued from page 56)

with a steady, lasting glow7. But I was not 
so sure about it as I am now. I told Evans 
all the worst things about myself; about 
my not being domestic, about my feeling 
that my writing was one of the biggest 
things in my life, even about how7 1 had 
felt toward Harry while I was married to 
Malcolm. He said nothing would make 
any difference to him. Everybody 
seemed to think that it w7ould be a good 
thing for me to marry him; it w7ould 
give my children a normal home, a father, 
an honorable name. I respected Evans 
very much but never for a moment did I 
deceive myself into thinking that I loved 
him. What I had once thought was love 
had failed me. Perhaps this elusive thing 
called love was all a delusion, found 
only in plays and books, but not in life 
itself.

Respect—the affection of a good man— 
these were things not to be despised. I 
would put the longing for love aside. 
I w7ould try respect. So I married him.

He proved to be a man of very forceful 
opinions. You know the way some 
advertisements show7 a man pointing at 
you with his forefinger that follows you 
everywhere? Well, that’s just how Evans 

“I’ve been through it, too, little girl.’ 
he whispered.

It was his first reference to his old love 
for me. And I had not known then how I 
had made him suffer!

“May I invite young Coyle to join us?” 
he continued. “Poor chap! He’s reticent 
since his trouble. Supersensitive. May I 
tell him that you wish him to come?”

TAUMBLY I nodded. Unreasonably I 
■L' caught at the suggestion that Jimmy 
was waiting for us to take the initiative 
and the ache in my heart lessened.

Jimmy came, his face lighting divinely 
at Archie’s message. We danced. I 
know what w’ater is to the man dying of 
thirst. I know' what food is to the starv­
ing. The music ceased and we danced on, 
unheeding, for what need had we of music?

My heart w-as beating against his heart. 
Jimmy’s lips were touching my hair in the 
way I loved.

“Dearest, dearest,” he w7as whispering, 
“it’s you I love. It’s always been you. 
My life is empty and you fill it to comple­
tion. Bea—little Redhead—I love you 
utterly. But—how can I ask you to 
marry me when I am penniless?”

“Penniless?” I laughed exultantly, 
my heart doing queer things. “Pov­
erty has no terrors for me. I’ve always 
been poor—until now! We—you and I, 
Jimmie—are the richest people in the 
w7orld. We have each other.”

When love comes! Oh, it’s w7orth the 
heartache and the misery. That inner 
voice advised me well. I did right to wait 
for love. And, oh, how7 glad I am that I 
gave Lois her chance. I played more than 
fair, and love came gloriously—as it was 
destined to do.

affected me. And it got on my nerves.
I w7ent on writing with more and more 

success in a small way. I also went back 
to college—w7e have a university here in 
our city—for I had the time and leisure to 
do so, finished up my work there and got 
my degree.

Of course, associating with people in 
college gave me the courage to think for 
myself. There I found the intellectual 
companionship for which I had been 
yearning for many years. For a while it 
didn’t make much difference to me what 
Evans thought; but W’hen he began to try 
to make me think as he did I rebelled. 
I got so that I wouldn’t argue with him, 
for I couldn’t agree with him in many 
things, and I saw7 it did no good to express 
my opinion, so I said nothing at all. He 
wanted to raise the children as he had 
been raised forty years ago on a farm, but 
of course, I would not consent to that. 
We were courteous to each other, but 
that was all. The children noticed it and 
began to lose respect for him on account 
of his dogmatic assertions; modern 
children do not accept everything from 
their elders the way we did.

{Continued on page 88)
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Finally we were all so unhappy—I 

couldn’t do my work and neither could 
Evans—we got on each other’s nerves so 
that we could hardly bear to be in the 
same room. I was bitterly disappointed. 
Surely, surely life held something more 
than this constant bickering. So we 
agreed in a friendly way to live apart. I 
would not accept any support from him, 
as I felt that it would not be fair.

Now comes the last man on the scene— 
Holden Sargent. I met him several 
months ago at the house of a friend. 
The type of my friends has changed 
greatly from that of the ones 1 had when 
1 was married to Malcolm many years 
ago. I like people who are doing things— 
artists, poets, writers, dancers—and I am 
accepted as one of them, for I can talk 
their language and understand their 
ambitions and temperaments. I have 
accomplished a little myself, having 
several books in print now, with the pros­
pect of more. The minute I met Holden 
Sargent I knew that he was what I had 
been seeking all my life. Here was some 
one who would give me all that life held. 
I had toward him that same feeling that 
Harry had aroused in me years before, 
which had been lying dormant all this 
time. He had a background of all of 
those things which I love—books, music, 
culture. He was honest almost to the 
point of rudeness, especially in regard to 
himself. I felt there was no sham of any 
kind. He is not well-to-do—in fact I 
think that you might call him a failure 
in business. His wife, who is a profession­
al dancer, twits him about it all the time. 
She makes probably three times as much 
money as he does. He has wonderfid 
possibilities, but they are being dwarfed 
by his bitterness toward life. He has 
done some of the loveliest paintings that 
I have ever seen. His ambition was at 
one time to be a sculptor, and he has done 
some remarkable work with the crudest 
kind of implements. But his marriage 
has killed almost everything of the kind 
in him.

I STRUGGLED against my feelings to­
ward Holden Sargent. Surely at my 

age—I am thirty-seven now—a woman 
should be proof against such feelings! It 
was hardly decent, I felt—you see the old 
standards of my girlhood still had hold 
of me—yet oh, how wonderful! To long 
to see him; to hear his voice; gently to 
touch his coat in passing him! The very 
mention of his name by any one sent a 
glow through me—my name on his lips 
spoken in the most casual way, made my 
heart gallop, my blood run hot with 
something I hardly understood. When 
he was in the same room with me, 
although there might be dozens of other 
people present, I was aware only of him. 
Everything about him—the way he rolled 
a cigarette, his little mannerism of tossing 
his head sideways, the iron-gray hair 
that waved back in profusion from his 
forehead, his firm mouth, his hands, his 
eyes—became infinitely precious to me.

I was haunted by his image. No matter 
what I did or where I was, it arose before 
me; the simplest thing I did was imbued 
with his presence. My nights were filled 
with dreams of him; my days with longing 
for him.

But still I struggled against it. His 
wife was my friend. It was not right 
to feel that way toward her husband, 
even though she did not love him herself.

She boasted of her affairs with other 
men—in her profession as a dancer she 
comes in contact with men as unconven­
tional as herself. She is an artist—tem­
peramental—people excuse her for such 
things. But she would not leave Holden. 
They have one child, a boy about thirteen 
years old whom she used as an excuse, 
claiming that she wanted him to have a 
home. But was it a home? It was a 
house with four walls and a roof, where 
they sleep and occasionally eat, but can 
there be a home without love and 
harmony within it? Time after time I 
have heard Jacqueline say she was tired 
of Holden and wished he would leave 
her. But when he tried to, several times, 
she threatened to shoot him. So he 
stayed on, partly, I judge, to avoid 
scandal.

<ANE night Jacqueline and Holden came 
to see me. I could feel the minute 

they entered the room that there was un­
usual tension in the air. Holden’s lips 
were compressed and her dark eyes were 
smoldering.

“Holden and I have decided to separate, 
Nancy,’’ Jacqueline told me, sitting down. 
“I am sick and tired of him! A failure! 
I can’t stand him another minute!”

I was struck dumb, for somehow I 
never thought it would really come to 
this. I had heard her rant against him 
many times before, of course, but it had 
never actually gone so far before. I 
looked at Holden. I could see that he 
was hurt. It is not a pleasant thing to 
have such things said in such a tone 
about one. My throat seemed held in 
a vise.

“How do you feel about it, Holden?” 
I asked in a voice I tried to make steady.

“It’s all right with me,” he said, tossing 
his head in the way I loved so. “Either of 
us can get a divorce in five minutes. All 
she will have do is say that I don’t sup­
port her, and that would end it. If she 
feels that way about me I want her to 
go ahead.”

“Well, I am going to all right,” 
answered Jacqueline. “I can’t stand 
him! I want to be free, free!” And 
she buried her head in her arms. She 
was suffering, there is no doubt of that. 
Perhaps she was thinking of her boy.

Across her head Holden looked at me. 
Then, like a levee before a rushing river, 
something gave way within me. All the 
inhibitions of my youth were swept away 
in that instant that Holden looked at me. 
I closed my eyes for a moment, for I 
felt dizzy. I knew that I loved him with 
a love that was overwhelming and over­
powering. I forgot Jacqueline sitting 
there with bowed head, I forgot myself, I 
forgot even Holden in that electric in­
stant that the realization came to me. I 
loved, I loved! I loved, passionately, 
wholly, unreservedly. Nothing, nothing 
in my whole life had ever given me such 
exultation, such ecstasy! Life was not 
stale, monotonous, uninteresting. It was 
real!

Well, Jacqueline didn’t leave him. She 
(Continued on page 90)
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Address Miss Mildred Hadley, The Delatone Co., Dept.

CLIP AND 
MAIL 
TODAY! .

(Established 1908)

Trial 
Offer!

HIAIOKE 
CREAM 7 Miss Mildred Hadley, 

/The Delatone Company, 
Dept. 137, 233 E. Ontario 

f St., Chicago, Ill.
r Please send me, in plain

wrapper, prepaid, trial package of 
Del-a-tone as checked herewith, for 

which I enclose 10 cents.
□ Del-a-tone Cream
□ Del-a-tone (powder).



beauty powder 
If you want to know the 
meaning of “face powder 
satisfaction” just dip into 
Black and White Face 
Powder and fluff it over 
your skin. Note how 
velvety soft it is—how 
smoothly it applies—how 
closely it clings—how per­
fectly it blends in texture 
and tint—how soothing 
and how pleasing it feels! 
Then look into your mir­
ror. What a revelation! 
Gone are all imperfections, 
every trace of coarseness 
and sallowness! And in 
their place is radiant, 
youthful beauty—the nat­
ural beauty of Black and 
White Face Powder. Try 
it and see! Your dealer has 
it or will get it. Price 25c.

BLACKZEWH ITE 
Tface Powder 

JdotUf/i.Jnc.

{Continued from page 88)
changed her mind—on account of the 
boy, she said. They would go on, un­
happy, chafing each other, embittered, to 
give the boy a roof and four walls that she 
called a home.

The next night Holden came over to 
see me. Jacqueline was out dancing 
somewhere. We had a wonderful evening 
before my wood fire, reading, smoking, 
discussing the things we were both in­
terested in; his ambitions, his so-called 
failure, my work. Peace, harmony, con­
tentment. It was as though a great, pro­
tecting bird had spread its soft wings over 
us, as though a storm-tossed ship had 
suddenly glided into a haven.

It grew late. The wind howled around 
the house; the fire leaped in the fireplace; 
the children were sound asleep upstairs. 
Then, suddenly, as Holden held a match 
for me to light my cigarette, his hand 
touched mine. In an instant we were in 
each other's arms. Forgotten was Evans, 
the good moral man I had married out of 
respect, forgotten was Jacqueline with her 
bursts of temper; forgotten was every­
thing, save that we were together, body 
and soul, in what must have been a union 
of that spark of divinity whose product is 
all that is true and beautiful in the world. 
Not a word of love passed our lips. It 
was unnecessary. It is not what one says 
that means the most—it is what is left 
unsaid.

“You will go away with me, Nancy?” 
Holden whispered, his trembling lips on 
mine.

“Anywhere,” I breathed back.

WE decided to go the next day. It 
didn’t matter much where—just so 

we could be together always. My mother, 
who lives with me, now that my father is 
dead, would take care of my boy and girl. 
I made enough money from my writing 
to provide well for them all. The children 
would soon be old enough to go to col­
lege; they did not need me any more. 
Soon they w'ould be living their own lives, 
and I would be forgotten. Surely I had a 
right to my own life!

That night, after Holden had gone, I 
lay far into the dawn living over what 
had come to me. Love, real, true, won­
derful love upon which alone is builded 
happiness. It was mine, mine!

Then all at once I thought of my 
children. What would they think of me, 
of life, of the things that I had tried to 
teach them were right and honorable, if 
Holden and I should go away together? I 
could not divorce Evans—he had done 
nothing to give me grounds for a divorce, 
and Jacqueline was so changeable that 
we both knew she would probably never 
leave Holden. Yet Holden and I loved 
each other with a passion that would not 
be denied.

The faces of my boy and girl arose be­
fore me, accusing, sorrowful. But I had a 
right to happiness, to fulfillment, I 
argued! Surely my life was my own! 
Just because I had borne children—the 
children of a man I had long since for­
gotten—was no reason that I should not 
live, now that I had the chance. But 
what were those things that I had been 
teaching my children all these years— 
honor, truth, decency, loyalty? Yet love 
was greater than all, I answered back.

“Yes, love,” my little girl, sweet with 
the bloom of young womanhood, seemed 
to say.

“Yes, love,” my boy, not yet quite a 
man, seemed to mock “Love! There is 
no such thing!”

Allnight I tossed and tumbled, wretched. 
First the faces of my boy and girl, then 
Holden, with his arms outstretched. 
Which should it be?

AT last, weak with weeping, I fell 
TA asleep. I awoke as the first faint pink 
streaks of the morning were kindling the 
sky, and went to the window where I 
stood for a moment gazing out at the dew- 
pearled grass. An early bird chirped 
sleepily. The young day seemed to 
breathe peace and sweetness.

Slipping on my kimono, I tiptoed into 
my little girl’s room. She was sleeping 
peacefully, one shapely arm wound 
about her fair head, her limbs beauti­
ful in slumber. 1 kissed the tips of her 
fingers lightly; then I stole into my boy's 
room.

Tousle-headed, tanned, hands scratched 
with rough boyish sports, he sprawled on 
his bed, the covers wound tightly around 
him as if he had been fighting some 
monster and had come off victorious.

Soon, ah, very soon, he would be a 
man!

But what kind of a man, I thought as 
I gazed down at him. Honest, truthful, 
loyal, facing life with head up and fear­
less eye, or bitter, disappointed, believing 
the things that I had taught him were 
nothing but a pack of lies? I thought of 
Holden’s boy. Probably he, too, was 
dreaming of adventure, love, chivalry. 
Would his ideals—-for every boy of 
thirteen has them—be shattered by 
what he would think was his father’s 
defection?

Softly, so as not to waken my boy, 1 
dropped an extra cover over him, and 
stole out.

As I closed the door, something scalding 
hot fell upon my hand. It was the tears 
that fell from my eyes; and then I knew 
the struggle was over.

I went into my room and sat down at 
my desk. The early sunlight touched the 
cold hand that reached for my pen, and 
in another moment I felt its rays upon 
my cheeks down which the tears were 
coursing.

Love—even the kind of love that 
Holden and I had for each 
other — was not enough. There was 
a greater love even than this, 
beautiful and wonderful though it 
was.

Beloved (I wrote through my tears):
Love—even though it is as greatasours— 

is not enough to pay for the destruction of 
youth’s ideals. Although my heart is break­
ing—although I know that your life and 
mine will be death in life—although I shall 
long for you every minute of every day all 
the rest of my life—I cannot do as we 
planned.

Forgive me, and God bless you, my be­
loved.

Yours,
Nancy.

Did I do right? God only knows. As 
I said before, it is we of the middle gen­
eration who are being ground to powder 
between the millstones of Life.



Will you pay half the usual price
for white, 

lovely teeth 
P

WOULDN’T you like to have snowy, 
gleaming teeth that are the admira­

tion of others?
Wouldn’t you like to attain them with­

out a lot of tiresome scrubbing and 
rubbing?

Wouldn’t you like to experience that 
delightful feeling of mouth exhilaration 
that you associate with the use of Lister- 
ine itself?

And wouldn’t it please you to know 
that in getting these results you cut your 
tooth paste bill approximately in half?

If you’ve been using 500 dentifrices— 
and they are all good—switch to Listerine 
Tooth Paste at 250 the large tube. Look 
for the results we have outlined above. 
Like thousands of others, you will be 
convinced you have made a wise change.

Only ultra-modern methods of produc­
tion and vast buying power make possible 
such a dentifrice at such a price. Lambert 
Pharmacal Co., St. Louis, Mo., U. S. A.

Your tooth paste 
will buy you 

LI ”a wave
Women who know values choose Listerine 
booth Paste at 250 in preference to other 
dentifrices in the 500 class, and spend the 
saving to buy things they want. A wave, 
for example. The saving is $3 per year, 
figuring you use a tube a month.

LISTERINE TOOTH PASTE



FRENCH’S 

MUSTARD

to make a

jandwich
to atu/ man's taste 
No man likes a feminine sandwich, he 
wants something substantial — some- 
thing with a taste that tickles his 
appetite—
And here’s French's recipe for making 
sandwiches to any man’s taste—once 
you have learned the helpfulness of 
“that flavor called French” you, your- 
self, can vary this recipe according to 
the materials on hand — always 
successfully.
Give this new twist of flavor to a Roast 
Beef Sandwich—
Run cold roast heef (or any co.d meat) 
through your grinder until you have a heap­
ing cupful. To it add JA teaspoon of salt, 
1/2 tablespoon of melted butter, and 1 tea­
spoon of French's Mustard. Mix well and 
spread. This is certainly easily and quickly 
made—and the French’s Mustard gives it a 
flavor that tastes good all the way down. 
But remember that only French’s 
Prepared Mustard will give you just 
the right flick of flavor—“that flavor 
called French.” Only the secret French’s 
formula, that blends the choicest mus­
tard seed with certain other savory in­
gredients, can produce this result.
Your grocer should have French’s 
Prepared Mustard, and it is worth while 
to insist upon getting it.

FREE FREE

'Name .........................................................................

handy to use, twelve

offered each month.

Address .....................................................................

Send the coupon for a ' 
set of French’s Recipes 
— printed on cards,

City............................................State.........................
5-52 

Housewives’ Service Dept.
THE R. T. FRENCH COMPANY

5-52 Mustard Street, Rochester, N. Y.

Summer Time is Salad Time
[Continued from page 77)

shallow cups to shape. Put the molded 
shapes on ice, and let them remain over­
night, if possible. Remove from the cups, 
hollow out a little round place in center of 
each, and fill with mayonnaise. Garnish 
the individual plates with watercress and 
egg rings.

South of France
Cooked beets 
Roiled potatoes
Onions 
Watercress 
Coriander leaves

Lettuce
Celery
Egg 
Chicory 
French dressing

Boil small young beets and skin them. 
Make a mound in the center of the salad 
dish of cold boiled new potatoes cut in 
thin slices, minced onions, shredded let­
tuce, and celery. Around this place a 
row of beets, quartered, alternating with 
pieces of hard-boiled egg. Outside of this, 
sprigs of watercress and chicory, and 
over all a few chopped coriander leaves. 
Set on ice and just before serving pour 
over a rich French dressing.

Canned beets may also be used.

Polish Salad
Chicken, cold game or Celery 

meat French dressing
Hard-cooked eggs Lettuce or romaine

Cut the meat and celery into con­
venient small bits; moisten with French 
dressing and put on the ice for several 
hours. When wanted, make a bed of 
romaine or lettuce on a flat dish. Ar­
range a chain-like pattern on the outer 
edge of the lettuce, of the whites of hard- 
boiled eggs cut in rings and pile the meat 
in the center. Over the whole sprinkle 
the egg yolks put through a vegetable 
press or potato ricer, and serve with 
French dressing.

Russian Salad
Cold roast beef Lettuce
Broiled bacon Olives
Spanish sweet pepper French dressing

Cut cold roast beef into little dice about 
the size of a pea, and with it cut up fine, 
thin, crisp slices of cold, broiled bacon, 
and add a little chopped sweet Spanish 
pepper. Put the lettuce leaves on a 
platter and pile the mixed salad in the 
center, with olives on the edge. Serve 
with French dressing.

West
1 onion
1 stalk of celery
1 pint of tomatoes 
pi box gelatine 
Salt

Point
Cayenne 
Lettuce leaves 
Chicken salad 
Mayonnaise

Boil the onion and celery for twenty 
minutes with the tomatoes, strain and 
pour upon a half box of gelatine, which 
has been soaked one hour in a half-cup of 
cold water; season with salt and cayenne, 
put in a mold and on ice. When cold and 
firm, turn from the mold on a bed of let­
tuce leaves, making a hollow in the center 
of the jelly and filling it with chicken 
salad covered with mayonnaise.

Egg and Carrot
Eggs Lemon juice
B utter Salt
Cracker crumbs Paprika
French carrot Lettuce

Cover the eggs with cold water and let 
them boil for half an hour; remove and 
douse in cold water until they are thor­
oughly chilled, then cut in half, length­
wise, and put yolks into a bowl, with a 
large spoonful of butter, and mash smooth; 
add a few cracker crumbs and one cold 
boiled French carrot, chopped fine; season 
to taste with lemon juice, salt and paprika. 
Return this mixture to the white shells 
and lay all in a nest of crisp lettuce leaves.

Egg and Tomato
8 eggs 1 tablespoonf ul of
Butter (.size of an egg) chopped parsley
% teaspoonf ul of Shrimps (a very small 

cayenne can)
X teaspoonful of 16 tomatoes 

salt Mayonnaise
Lettuce

Boil eight eggs very hard, cut each in 
half, take out yolks and mash them to a 
cream. Add the butter and one-half tea­
spoonful of cayenne, and salt, and the 
parsley and shrimps chopped fine. Mix 
well and fill the empty whites with this 
mixture. Select sixteen smooth, fine 
tomatoes, and put them on ice to have as 
cold as possible. Hollow out the center, 
placing in each the half of a stuffed egg. 
Serve on lettuce leaves, arranged so that 
every two leaves will be in round, cuplike 
shape, on which is each tomato; mayon­
naise sauce, with two drops of onion juice 
added.

Codfish Salad
Codfish, boneless Mayonnaise
Butter Ilard-cooked eggs
Cabbage

Soak salt codfish overnight, change the 
water in the morning, or let the water run 
a little all night and parboil. Wipe dry 
on a napkin, dip in melted butter and 
broil. Flake the meat fine while hot, and 
put it on ice. Just before serving, arrange 
the fish on a bed of finely shredded cab­
bage and cover it with mayonnaise, to 
which hard-cooked eggs, chopped fine, 
have been added.

Canned tuna fish or salmon may be used 
in place of the codfish.

Picnic Salad
Crab meat Lettuce
Celery Cayenne
Mayonnaise Salt

Pick out the meat from a fresh, well- 
boiled crab, or use canned crab meat, 
shred it and set on ice. Prepare one- 
third as much celery as you have crab 
meat, by splitting and cutting in half-inch 
lengths, and put in ice water. When 
ready to use arrange the lettuce in a flat 
dish and on this lay the crab and the 
celery wiped dry. Sprinkle a little 
cayenne and salt over this and serve with 
rich mayonnaise.

On all the above recipes where cream is 
called for, sour cream will serve as well as 
sweet.



Can a Man 
Ever Understand ?

(Continued from page 42)
want to stay—if you can find it in your 
heart to let me!”

A strange numbness was stealing over 
me. If only memory could be blotted 
out!

“Then, Eloise,” I said, as though 
memorizing some difficult passage, “you 
must leave here at once. If I have any­
thing you need or want, clothes, money, 
anything, you are welcome to it. I wish, 
for the sake of the past, that I could feel 
differently; that I might say—oh, many 
things that would help to bridge what 
has happened, but I cannot, Eloise. I 
cannot! Please go—just as soon as you 
can.”

Alone in my room my eyes sought first 
one familiar object then another. Hal’s 
picture stood beside mine on the dresser. 
Hal’s clothes hung beside mine in the 
closet. Hal’s place had been beside me 
through all the long night hours. If I 
cried out in my sleep, it was Hal’s touch 
on my shoulder and his drowsy words, 
“You’re all right, honey, you’re all right. 
Hal’s here,” that sent me back to sleep 
again.

AND now? I felt so detached, so re- 
** moved from the life around me, as 
though I might have died and had not yet 
awakened to the change. Would it al­
ways be so? A knock sounded on the 
door and I opened it to Hal’s tall form 
and troubled face. Passing hours had 
left their imprint on his face, and his eyes 
were tortured.

“Yes, Hal?” I questioned, sensing his 
reluctance to speak first. “Will you 
come in?” I closed the door and turned 
to him again.

“Mary,” he said, hurt eyes evading 
mine, “I thought it might make the 
situation less difficult for you if I were to 
take the guest room for—for a while. 
My presence just now surely cannot be 
welcome. What a rotten cad I am! Be­
lieve it or not, but I loathe myself beyond 
anything you can imagine.” His voice 
broke and he buried his head in his arms.

Even then I was tempted to take that 
bowed head in my arms and let our tears 
mingle together. Instead I tried to put 
the situation on a livable basis.

“I’m sorry, Hal, that you could not 
have thought of that before it had gone 
so far. What are you asking of life, 
anyway? Well, life confronts us and 
somehow we will have to go through 
with it.

“But I feel as though some vital thing 
within me had been killed; that life could 
never be the same again. Oh, Hal, what 
are we going to do about it all?”

The answer was the closing of a door 
and the echo of a suppressed sob. I crept 
into bed and stared at the ceiling. I was 
just drifting into a troubled sleep when I 
heard a dull moaning sound that seemed 
to come from across the hall. An in­
terval of silence; then the same broken 
sounds again. I opened the door and 
saw that a light still burned in Eloise’s 
room, though it must have been well 
toward morning. I listened again! It 
was some one sobbing, and the sounds

It’s Smart 
to be B rown, but 
Who wants to be Red ?

rP0 burn or not to burn—that is the 
J- questionagitatingtheworldat present.

No matter which side you are on, how­
ever, the use of "Vaseline” Petroleum 
Jelly will help you.

For example, if you wish to attain a 
good rich tan with a minimum of pain­
ful burn, spread "Vaseline” Jelly on the 
exposed parts before you sit out in the 
sun to bake. A film of "Vaseline” Jelly 
over the skin protects it in a measure 
against some of the sun’s rays and hast­

ens the formation of the smart bronze * 
color becoming to so many.

On the other hand, if you don’t wish 
to burn (there are plenty of smart mem­
bers of both schools), protect your skin 
against exposure wherever possible. 
And if you do get sunburned, hasten 
to apply "Vaseline” Jelly to the burned 
area and keep up the treatments till 
the soreness and redness disappear.

For "Vaseline” Jelly does eliminate 
much of the pain and disfiguring red 
that sunburn brings. It is so pure and 
bland that it heals the soreness quickly, 
keeps the skin soft and smooth. And 
it’s so cheap that you can use lots of 
it at a time if you want to.
"Vaseline”Jelly is on sale everywhere injars 
and tubes, rind remember when you buy, that 
the trademark Vaseline on the label is your 
assurance that you are getting the genuine 
product of the Chesebrough Mfg. Company, 
Cons’d. ©JCbeaebrough Mts. Co., Cow'll. 1923

Vaseline
REG. U. S. PAT. OFF.

PETROLEUM JELLY



JIM KIDDED ME

but when our 
guests arrived...

Jim and I had just moved into our new house. 
We hardly knew anybody in our neighborhood. 
Suddenly one night the telephone rang.
“Why, of course we’ll be home—love to see 
you! ”
As I hung up the receiver, I wondered how 
we could entertain Tom Marlyn and his wife. 
Why, bridge, of course—How glad I was then 
that I hadn’t listened to Jim. That I’d sent 
for my bridge set—the score-pad with the latest 
contract bridge rules and the beautiful cards— 
with our monogram on them.
And how lucky that I had the Melachrinos that 
came with the set. I was glad we could offer 
our new friends the compliment of these fine 
cigarettes 1 — ■— —
“Well, I was wrong,” said Jim as we went 
to bed. “You certainly know how to entertain. 
Those monogrammed cards alone were worth 
the $2.50. And did you notice how they took 
to those Melachrinos? We’ll have to keep 
plenty on hand.”

MIIACIIRINO
MII.DAXD COOL

T. S. 7-29 
The Union Tobacco Company 
511 Fifth Avenue, New York City
Gentlemen• I enclose my check for $2.50, for which please send 
me the S4.75 Melachrino assortment of (1) 60 cigarettes— 
plain, cork and straw tips—(2) score-pad with the latest rules of 
contract bridge, and (?) two packs of monogrammed Congress 
Cards free :■/ any advertising.

Name................................................... initials____

Address...........................................................................

City............... .......................................""State.............  

came from the direction of her room.
I threw on a kimono and crept quietly 

to her door. A light tapping brought no 
answer. I could hear a dull sound like 
the impact of slippered feet upon the 
covered floor. Then came the sound of 
sobs again followed by the half stifled 
exclamation, “Oh—I cannot—1 cannot 
do it!”

I opened the door and entered. Eloise 
stood in the center of the floor, a small 
bottle in her shaking hand. She raised 
it to her lips with a desperate gesture, 
but I was in time to grab her arm, spilling 
the contents on the floor. A few drops 
touched her lips and left little white 
patches.

Carbolic acid! Did she love Hal like 
that? Would she rather not live at all 
than to live without him?

“Eloise!” My lips seemed paralyzed. 
“Eloise, why have you tried to do this 
thing? Regret that you should have 
failed me? Don’t feel quite like that, 
dear. Don’t, Eloise—please!”

She didn’t answer, but sunk in a heap 
on the floor. My voice went on like a 
machine. “There’ll be a new start, 
Eloise—”

“Mary, please, please don’t talk to me 
like that! A new start! Forme? There 
is nothing for me but—death!”

She rose to her feet and faced me. Her 
thin gown clung to a pathetically childish 
figure whose every curve showed the 
promise of motherhood.

“Do you understand now-, Mary? It 
is the only way out. Five minutes more 
and it would have been over. 1 want to 
die—I tell you I want to die!’-’

Catching the back of a chair, I steadied 
myself while I made futile efforts to 
brush away the thick fog that threatened 
to blind and choke me. A flat throbbing 
of insects’ wings, a murky haze, then 
darkness.

WHEN I opened my eyes again, Hal 
was beside me, chafing my bloodless 

hands and imploring me to speak to him. 
Eloise, with face hidden, sat in a chair 
nearby.

“Did you know, Hal? Did you know— 
about Eloise?” But she answered for 
him:

“No, Mary. He doesn’t know; I was 
afraid to tell him.” Hal stared with an­
guished eyes at me, then lifted them to 
Eloise.

“Know- what, Eloise?” he repeated, 
stooping to pick a half emptied bottle 
from the floor. A skull and crossbones 
marked" the label.

“Know that I am going to have a 
baby.” She fell on her knees by the bed 
and buried her face in the pillows. My 
eyes sought Hal’s, but he was staring at 
Eloise. It was then that 1 saw his soul 
stripped naked.

A prayer was flung back against the 
utter stillness as Hal sw’ept from the 
room.

Days of torture, nights of unspeakable 
anguish, words spoken because there 
must be some medium of communication.

Then it was all over. An unborn child 
must be protected and my children al­
ready had a name.

Just as quietly as the law allowed, I 
obtained a divorce. Uncontested, it gave 
Hal and Eloise the right to marry im­
mediately in an adjoining state. Taking 

the children, I went to a city several 
hundred miles distant, and the wheels of 
existence continued to grind.

We found a little gray cottage w'ith a 
large square yard, several tall, spreading 
trees and space for a tennis court. I 
wanted above everything else, to fill their 
days with clean joyful pleasures that 
would tend to build strong minds and 
clean sturdy bodies. They, of course, did 
not understand the causes that had made 
so drastic a change in their lives, so I 
merely explained that mother was not 
very well and must have a change of 
climate. Would father come by and by? 
Yes, I was certain that he might come 
later.

Half-truths, but they were better than 
filling their childish minds with hatred. 
School filled the greater part of their 
time and I planned the routine of their 
lives so that no time w-as left for morbid 
questioning. I W'onder if time, even 
eternities of time, can ever obliterate the 
dull, gnaw-ing pain of those first few 
months? I grew so thin and white that, 
in a month's time, I was only a shadow of 
my former self. Sleepless nights with 
dreams to torture: then an aw'akening 
and a pillow drenched with tears. My 
lips were colorless, my eyes were dull. 
Food nauseated me.

T COULD not bring myself to pray.
When I needed most the comforting as­

surance that there was a God who cared, 
my lips were mute, and my heart was dead! 
Only once had I spoken that name in 
prayer and that was the first awful night 
in the bare, empty house. Half open 
boxes yawned around me, shadowed 
walls threw' grotesque figures to fright 
me and every sound w'as cause for a dread 
foreboding! I knelt, but my heart w'as 
in rebellion against my Maker.

“God,” I whispered shakily. “God.” 
I called again, “I feel that I have nothing 
for which to thank You tonight—nothing 
to ask of You. It’s too—too dark.”

I began building a wall that shut out 
the sweet sane philosophy 1 had once 
known. Before another month had 
passed, I knew' that I must have aid from 
some source or I would die.

Not that death would not be very 
W'elcome, but I had my job to finish. 
That afternoon I went in search of a 
doctor. How was I to find one in a 
strange city? Looking through the 
classified list I noticed my mother’s 
maiden name, Emerson—Doctor Fergus 
Emerson. Why not let coincidence 
settle it?

When I entered his private office, a 
strange sense of peace crept over me, 
the first I had known for many weeks. 
He was a striking figure of a man with 
gray eyes outlined by heavy lashes, and 
features that told of strength. His hair 
w'as only threaded with gray, yet one 
white lock covered each temple. Both 
his smile and the friendly inflection of 
his voice conveyed warmth.

Yet all this mar. said to me was, “May 
I be of assistance to you?” Keen eyes 
searched my face for symptoms. I ex­
plained to him how imperative it was that 
I regain my health; that I had never 
before been without it.

When I had finished, he began talking 
in low earnest tones. “You will pardon 
my seeming frankness, but I think your



trouble is only partially physical. Unless 
I am entirely wrong, you are carrying a 
mental burden as well. Am I right?” 
And he smiled a slow, understanding 
smile.

“Yes, you are right. I am carrying a 
burden.” My face twisted convulsively 
at the memory of things I wanted to 
forget.

“Well, we’ll see what is wrong with 
the physical body first.”

The extensive examination was fin­
ished, and again he sat across the room 
from me. His eyes met mine, then 
wavered.

“You are going to have a baby,” were 
his only words. 1 tried to rise, but 
crumpled in a heap on the floor.

Consciousness returned slowly. I 
could feel the strong, steady stroke of 
finger tips upon my forehead. Some 
pungent odor assailed my nostrils and, 
a little later, my head was gently raised 
and a stinging liquid was forced between 
my lips.

“She’s coming back again,” a mascu­
line voice said briskly, and my eyes 
slowly opened to see the office nurse 
standing a few feet away while Doctor 
Emerson sat on the couch beside me.

“D ETTER?” he queried, a I looked 
from one to the other, dazedly.

“I—1—believe I—am,” was my reply 
in a small voice that seemed to come 
from a great distance. “How very 
stupid—of me.” And I smiled faintly 
at the deplorable weakness I had shown.

“Better lie quiet for a little while,” 
he cautioned. “You did not respond to 
treatment as well as you might, you 
know.”

My head went back on the pillow. 
Only a moment of drifting peace then it 
all came back—the poignant memory of 
the thing that had struck me down.

“Oh. it cannot be true—it must not 
be true!” The words were torn from my 
lips as the future passed before my eyes 
in mocking panorama.

“Just why, may I ask?” came in 
Doctor Emerson’s earnest tones. “Is 
this wonderful thing so utterly repugnant 
to you?”

A thinly veiled expression of disgust 
crossed his features, then he went hur­
riedly. “Are you, too. one of the pseudo­
modern women who have relegated the 
sacred privilege of child bearing to the 
category of evils to be escaped by any 
possible means?” A pause. “I had 
rather thought, somehow, that you were 
different!”

“I have two children,” my weak voice 
challenged, “a son of five, and a daughter 
of seven.”

My feet were on the floor now, my 
head against the cool panel of the wall, 
my eyes nearly on a level with the 
doctor’s.

“Then why,” he asked curtly, “should 
you consider it so monstrous a thing to 
bear another child?”

“Because—” I answered wearily, hold­
ing his eyes with mine, “because I—1 
have no husband.”

Doctor Emerson turned his attention 
from me to a paper weight on the desk. 
He shifted the dull, grinning Buddha to 
a pile of loose papers lying on the corner, 
then turned his attention to me again.

“I beg your pardon for speaking as I
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did, Mrs. Carrol, but it had never en­
tered my mind that such a condition 
could exist with you; I am sorry for you— 
sorrier still for the children—they are 
always the real victims where a mother 
goes wrong—even though—”

“Just a moment, please, Doctor Emer­
son. You do not quite understand. I 
told you I have no husband—that is 
true—we were divorced only two months 
ago. I am not guilty of wrongdoing.”

He reached for my hand. “You have 
my sympathy, Mrs. Carrol, and any 
help I can extend to you will be most 
gladly given. I would, at least, like to 
have you count me as a friend. You will, 
of course, acquaint your husband with 
the facts, give him an opportunity to 
share the responsibility with you—-or do 
conditions governing your marital 
troubles preclude that possibility?”

“He is married again,” I answered 
finally, “and there is a child coming 
there. No, Doctor Emerson. I guess it 
is my burden, mine to carry alone!”

HIS eyes were grave and unsmiling as 
he watched me try to stand alone; 

he brought my coat and helped me into 
it, then whimsically:

“And I suppose, as this old world goes, 
you love him, too? Well, you have 
courage, my child, and that alone will 
take you a long way. I am going to take 
you home in my car, for you are not fit 
to travel alone.”

We did not speak as he picked his way 
through the crowded traffic; but when 
he helped me out, he said, “I would like 
to see you again in two weeks.” And 
touching his hat, he was gone.

The children were not yet home from 
school and I sought desperately to adjust 
myself to the strange condition confront­
ing me. In the days that followed, some­
times with leaden feet, I learned the truth 
of the Bibical statement that “the spirit 
indeed is willing, but the flesh is weak!”

When I had groveled my way, an inch 
at a time, to a spiritual stronghold, one 
little incident would send the solid 
ground slipping from beneath my feet.

I do not know just when I began to 
hate my former husband, but perhaps 
the seed was sown the day that Stephen 
came in from school calling, “Mother, 
mother, where are you?”

There were tears in his shaking voice 
and I called to him with fear in my 
heart:

“Yes, son. Mother is in here. What 
do you want, dear?”

“Mother,” and his underlip trembled 
as a tear squeezed past quivering eyelids, 
“mother—we—we have a father, haven’t 
we?”

“Why most certainly, my son—we 
have a father!” And I smiled into his 
upturned face.

“Then—then—mother, why isn’t my 
father here?—Why does he stay away so 
long?”

I answered my son with a calm assur­
ance that surprised me. “Business, dear, 
keeps him away just now. But later he 
will come to you. I—I believe, Stephen, 
I would not discuss the subject with your 
school friends. You and mother and 
sister understand and that makes it all 
right, doesn’t it?”

I kissed his tear-stained face and sent 

him out to play. It was not long before 
Eleanor came home with the same ques­
tion and the same wondering, wide-eyed 
anguish in her eyes. After I had quieted 
her fears I locked myself into my room 
and with white face and clenched fists, 
vowed to God an everlasting hatred of 
the man who had brought chaos into the 
lives of the children he had helped to 
bring into the world and forgotten.

“I hate him—I hate him!” I hissed 
through set teeth as I walked the floor, 
and dug my nails into cold palms. I 
could have cursed the day7 he was born, 
the first breath he ever drew, when out of 
the stifling darkness I remembered that 
curses sometimes came home to leave 
their mark! For myself, I did not care 
but the children—please, not that!

One night my mind, steeped in bitter­
ness, surfeited with hatred, came up 
against a cold, blank wall. For a second 
I saw a clear space of light and the evils 
that waited to possess it. I was going 
crazy! Hadn’t there been enough without 
that black fear stalking me? What 
should I do?

Again I found myself in Doctor Emer­
son’s office. Something seemed to drive 
me there! I was thinner, I was whiter; 
and there were chains forged to my very 
soul! He listened, wrote for a minute, 
then handed me a prescription.

“Mrs. Carrol, medicine cannot heal 
your illness. I wish you would unload; 
tell me the whole thing from beginning 
to end, stressing the incidents that hurt 
you most. Bare the wound just as you 
would a physical injury for a healing 
poultice. You will be surprised at the 
weight that will be lifted from your mind. 
We will put it under lock and key and 
then forget it. Will you tell me, Mrs. 
Carroll?”

“No,” I answered, lifting hot aching 
eyes to his clear, cool ones, “No—I can­
not tell you. Do not ask me, please, 
Doctor Emerson—-for I must refuse.”

BUT there came a day when I could go 
no further. The question of the chil­

dren’s welfare began to recede into the 
background, and death, with its potential 
peace and quiet and nothingness, began 
to loom up alluringly to my distorted 
vision. I knew then that my salvation 
lay in one direction. I made my way to 
Doctor Emerson’s office to grasp at the 
only straw that held out hope.

“I am ready to talk,” was my only 
greeting, and he sat with bowed head and 
listened.

When it was over the man before me 
made no comments, merely said with a 
cheerful smile, “Fine! Now let’s for­
get it!”

I closed my eyes as something, in­
tangible and nameless, slipped from my 
shoulders.

“Would it interest you to know, Mrs. 
Carrol, that I, too, carry a burden that 
sometimes threatens to floor me?” Doctor 
Emerson was speaking again in quiet, 
even tones.

“Fifteen years ago I married a beautiful 
girl—my ideal in every way. Our love 
was cemented by mutual interests. It 
seemed that life had nothing more to 
offer us! Fifteen years ago and ten of 
those fifteen years she has spent in an 
asylum for the insane. Just an empty



shell—waiting for release. At first she 
knew me—but now even world renowned 
specialists say there will be no change.

“She is my wife and so long as she 
lives, I shall remain loyal to her and the 
memory of what she once was to me. 
That is all—but I stifle the ache in the 
joy of service to others for life must be 
lived and from some source we must find 
the courage to carry on.”

Other dreams reduced to powder, and 
yet he would not let it break him! 
Strange as it may seem, my health began 
to improve from that day. I still hated 
Hal and the venom of my bitterness gave 
a taste of gall to many an hour that would 
otherwise have been sweet.

Doctor Emerson began dropping in at 
infrequent intervals, cultivating the 
friendship of Stephen and Eleanor and 
becoming a wonderful friend to all of us. 
In a measure he filled the awful void 
their father had made in their young lives. 
Whenever I was perplexed, distracted, 
undecided, always I could share the prob­
lem with him and be sure of a sane 
solution.

The months rolled away and spring 
was on its way. Two weeks before Easter 
I received a letter from Hal, sayihg their 
baby had died and could I find it in my 
heart to let the children spend the vaca­
tion with him.

LJE realized, he went on to say, how
-1 little right he had to ask it, but he 

was so lonely for them!
I showed the letter to Doctor Fergus, 

as the children called him.
“And you will let them go?” he asked 

quietly, handing the closely penned 
sheets back to me.

“No,” I answered vehemently. “No— 
I will not let them go! If it makes him 
suffer, it will add just that much to my 
happiness!”

“Mary,” came in a voice that held 
both pathos and censure, “have you for­
gotten the child that is coming, or are 
you willing that its only heritage shall be 
that of bitter hate? Have you no love 
in your heart for the helpless mite? And 
what of the two already here? They 
love their father. Do not hurt him 
through them. Life will do that, Mary, 
beyond anything you can realize. If 
you are not careful, the bitterness and 
hatred that you harbor for him will turn 
inward and wreak its vengeance on you.”

In the end, I let them go.
That night my baby came. Soft 

shadows and half lighted faces, ether 
dreams and a hand that clung to mine, 
and a kind voice which said, “Courage, 
Mary! Courage, dear girl. One more 
long, deep breath—”

After an eternity I opened my eyes to 
the reality of a concrete world and sounds 
of simple living; the pushing of a chair 
across the floor; the dripping of water 
from a faucet; the memory of a half­
forgotten cry.

“My baby? I—-I do not seem to hear 
it—now! May I see it—please—Doctor 
Fergus.” His warm hand covered mine.

“Mary dear, your baby came—but it 
could not stay. It was too soon, dear 
girl—too soon. Perhaps it is better so.”

I did not try to answer, but drifted 
back casually into the dream world from 
which I had so recently emerged.
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PAM had dreamed for months of 
going abroad! The first day out 

she was the most sought after girl on 
the boat! But before the second day 
was over people were no longer en­
thusiastic. Wretchedly, she won­
dered why.
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times by checking per­
spiration in a safe way. 
Odorono checks perspi- 
ration in the closed-in portions of 
the body and directs it to the more 
exposed surfaces where evaporation 
occurs more quickly.

Odorono Regular Strength should 
be applied at night twice a week.
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It was so peaceful there and I did not 
have to think. Just a slow drifting with 
the tide; soft waves lapping a coral shore; 
swift fingers on my pulse, the same sting­
ing of my nostrils, the sharp prick of a 
needle in my arm—then a gradual reced­
ing of the vaporous dream. Life once 
more called to me and I answered.

Later they brought him in to me—my 
little son, lying white and flowerlike 
against the outlines of the pillow. Hal's 
features; Hal’s curls; Hal’s straight 
chiseled nose and the same sweet curve 
of the lips! I lifted a cold little finger; 
then I closed my eyes and tears slipped 
from beneath heave lids.

But in that moment my hatred for 
Hal died! In its place was a calm, im­
personal indifference. But I knew then 
that if he suffered I would strive to alle­
viate the pain; if he were in want, I would 
share with him all I had; he was the 
father of my children and because of that 
I could meet him on a common ground 
where their interests were concerned; 
but he, alone, was a detached, irrelated 
object in my life.

Life resumed its usual proportions and 
I began putting every element of spiritual 
perception and physical strength into 
building the lives of my children. Months 
were welded into years and Eleanor be­
came a tall, good-looking girl with dark 
eyes and golden hair, serious in her atti­
tude toward life and its disturbing 
problems. I was to learn later what her 
broken home had cost her. Stephen, 
clear-eyed, frank and graciously gay, 
was speeding toward manhood with al­
most amazing rapidity.

Their vacations were spent with their 
father and no seed of rancor or bitterness 
had ever been sown in their hearts toward 
him.

• Doctor Emerson seemed almost like 
one of the family, and the children con­
fided in him as they did in me. Life 
would have been almost unbearable 
without his smile and the courage of his 
voice.

ELEANOR told me that another baby 
had come to her father’s home and 

that they were very happy. I never ques­
tioned her concerning their affairs, and 
with quiet loyalty she was reticent in 
speaking of them.

The summer that she was fourteen and 
Stephen was twelve I watched the train 
out of sight with a lonely misgiving in 
my heart and mind. Would they ever 
leave me, choose to stay and not return?

One day a letter came from Eloise. 
The first direct word from her since I had 
closed the door of my old home behind 
me—and left it to her and Hal. My 
first thought was that something must 
have happened to the children. But it 
seemed that it was for me alone and I 
read it while the sunlight filtered through 
on its tear-stained page.

Mary—(the letter began): I have 
wanted to tell you for a long time what I 
am telling you now! Many times when the 
nights have been too long and too dark for a 
tortured conscience, I have wondered just 
what the years have done to you. From 
the clean and stalwart beauty of your chil­
dren, both of mind and body, I can see that 
life has never broken you.

Have you envied me these years with 
Hal, Mary? Have you dreamed of the old 

sweet ways that were his and yours, but 
that now belong to me?

Don’t, Mary, don’t! They are not mine, 
nor have they ever been. I have learned 
the bitter truth that no woman can build 
her happiness on the ruins of another 
woman’s hopes, without one day having the 
timbers crush her. Hal has never been 
mine, Mary. He was yours in the begin­
ning, and he will be yours at the end. 
Whenever I have thought to capture for a 
second one of the dear hours that you and 
Hal had known, a dead baby crept with 
tiny feet across the open space between us.

There is another baby now, but when he 
holds it in his arms I know he searches its 
little face for some resemblance to you. I 
stole, Mary, and I am paying the penalty 
of a thief. Though you may never find it 
in your heart to forgive, remember that my 
heart cried out for it.

Eloise.
The letter, blistered with falling tears, 

lay open on my lap. So this was com­
pensation!

A step sounded on the walk, and Doc­
tor Fergus appeared with smiling face 
and outstretched hand. Two weeks he 
had been gone; two weeks and not a word 
from him. I handed the letter to him 
to read.

“pt)()R little girl! But life does that 
very thing.” Then he turned to me 

with one of his rare smiles.
“Mary, two weeks ago I saw the earth 

laid on my wife’s grave. I cannot say 
that I grieve—not in the accepted sense— 
for she has been dead to me for many 
years. Her dear memory will never fade, 
nor will it ever tarnish. But I can say 
to you now what I had no right to say to 
you before. Mary, will you walk the 
rest of the way with me? I care for you, 
deeply, reverently, Mary dear, and 1 
have been so lonely.”

I told him that I cared for him too; 
not in the wild, unreasoning way that I 
had cared for Hal, but with the newer 
sense of values that life had taught me 
to recognize. We then planned that, in 
the fall when the children had returned 
to school and the drowsy summer was 
over, he and I would be married and we 
four would glean the best and sweetest 
things life had to offer.

But Fate seemed insatiable in her 
morbid appetite for crossed threads and 
the blending of garish colors. Just before 
the summer vacation ended I received a 
letter from Eleanor.

In it she said that Eloise had died two 
weeks before, suddenly and almost with­
out warning, and she felt that she could 
not yet leave the baby left motherless 
by her death.

“She is too young to understand it all, 
mother—and she clings so closely to me. 
Oh, how I wish you were here! Isn’t life 
the funny old thing? You alone; father 
alone. Stephen and I have a mother and 
the baby has a father! I just can’t 
understand it all, mother dear. What is 
it all about?”

I wanted to wire her to come home at 
once, but hadn’t I tried to teach her the 
meaning of duty? What right had I to 
dull her vision now? A chill fear struck 
my heart. What would be the outcome? 
School would begin in another week and 
I waited for the decision. It came—but 
not in the way I had expected. A yellow 
telegram to say that my daughter was 
dying! Would I come? Hal’s signature 



was at the end of the message.
I entered again the same door through 

which I had passed years before. A 
white-faced man met me, and led me 
into Eleanor’s room. My girl did not 
recognize me. In vain I told her that 
mother was there. I chafed her wild, 
restless hands and smoothed the golden 
hair back, from a throbbing forehead. 
But she only babbled on incoherently, of 
the things that had bitten deep. Of a 
broken home and the taunts of school 
friends; of a baby alone and the puzzling 
questions she could not answer. Once 
she recognized my voice and cried out 
with a piercing scream, “mother!” Just 
a second, and she slipped back into the 
shadows again.

Hal walked the floor and wrung his 
hands, white to the lips. Stephen paced 
like a sentinel, outside the door, afraid 
to enter the room. The attending 
physician said she would die. d'hat her 
heart was giving out, and that she seemed 
to have no incentive to remain. Pe­
culiar, too, he said, in a girl of her age. 
It was then that I went to Hal.

“Send for Doctor Emerson, Hal.—He 
will bring her back. He loves her—and 
she trusts him. Send for him, Hal, dear, 
send for him!”

Doctor Emerson came. Cool hands 
captured the wildly fluttering ones in his 
own. Low words, vibrant with hope and 
certainty, filtered through to her fever 
crazed brain.

“'T'HIS is Doctor Fergus, Eleanor. I 
have come to make you well! Can 

you hear me, my child?”
Over and over, in low crooning tones, 

he repeated these sentences until the 
eyelids ceased their erratic lifting, the 
pounding heart slowed down a bit and 
the small hands lay quiet in the shelter 
of his own. Silently I watched and beside 
me, Hal, her father, watched, too. 
Later, Doctor Emerson beckoned us 
from the room and the nurse stole in to 
guard.

“Is there any hope,” I whispered 
tensely, “any hope at all?”

Doctor Emerson looked into my eyes, 
then into those of the man at my side. 
He closed his eyes for a second, as though 
seeking strength from within. Then 
slowly he said:

“Yes, there is hope. Eleanor’s heart 
is breaking. She has been unable to 
understand the strange twist Fate has 
given to the lives of those she loves—and 
the tide is pulling her under.”

He caught his lips between strong, 
even teeth, then turned to Hal. “Before 
I say what must be said concerning 
Eleanor, I want you to know that I love 
her mother—and had hoped to make her 
my wife.

“The thing I am about to do is diffi­
cult, even in a world of difficult things. 
Hope? Yes—if you two will get down 
beside her bed and grope prayerfully to 
find the door to her consciousness, I 
think you can bring her back! Promise 
her that she may have you both; but be 
ready to fulfill that promise. That, I 
think, is all.” He walked with firm step 
and shaking shoulders into a starless 
night.

Eleanor heard our call, and we honored 
our promise by cementing together the 
remnants of our strangely ordered lives.
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He would wake up 
at night screaming— 
(The True Story of an Elmhurst, Illinois, Mother)

“I am writing you of my per­
sonal experience with Thompson’s 
‘DOUBLE MALTED’ Malted Milk. 
We are sure it was the means of sav­
ing our eight year old Jimmie.

“After being in the hospital with a 
severe case of lockjaw and after hav­
ing about 5,800 units of Tetanus 
Antitoxin, Jimmie was in an extremely 
nervous condition and had com­
pletely lost his appetite for food. He 
would cry if the other children looked 
at him. And he would wake up at 
night screaming. Week after week, 
we could see that he was gradually 
fading away and steadily losing weight.

“It was about this time that a 
neighbor of ours who had chanced in 
had a suggestion to make. ‘Why,’ 
she asked, ‘don’t you try malted milk 
for Jim ?’

“ ‘I have’, I replied, ‘but it doesn’t 
seem to bring about any improvement 
in him.’

“Well, we got our first package of 
Thompson’s ‘DOUBLE MALTED’ 
Malted Milk for Jimmie and within a 
week you could actually see the boy 
improve. Even the doctor commented 
upon it.

“That was last August. And now 
instead of being underweight, he 
weighs almost as much as his sister 
wb.o is considerably older than Jimmie.

“His old self-consciousness is gone. 
He no longer wakes up at night. And 
he is just as ‘peppy’ as can be all day 
long.

“We have a little girl, seven years 
old, who has Yellow Jaundice. I am 
giving her Thompson’s Malted Milk, 
too. But I see that she gets it more 
often than usual. Because milk, as 

we know, counteracts poison and 
Thompson’s Malted Milk gives her 
additional nourishment.

“I buy Thompson’s now in five 
pound cans and give it to all five of 
my children. Occasionally Dad and I 
have a ‘DOL’BLE MALTED’ with 
the children. We have an electric 
mixer but the children, of course, 
get a bigger kick out of using their 
individual shakers.”

* * *
Thompson’s changes the monotonous taste 

of plain milk to the delightful flavor of Choco­
late Malted Milk—a taste no child can resist. 
Unlike ordinary malted milk, Thompson’s is 
“DOUBLE M'.LTED.” It actually doubles 
the nourishment of plain milk and makes it 
more easily digested. A°k your grocer or 
druggist today for Thompson's “DOUBLE 
MALTED” Malted Milk. It is sold every­
where—Chocolate Flavor or Plain. Made in a 
few seconds at home. Thirty servings to every 
pound.
A Special Offer to True Story Readers 

a 75c value shaker—sample, book of weight 
charts—use the coupon.

Thompson’s Malted Milk 
(io., Inc., Dept. 71-9 

Waukesha, Wisconsin

Name.......................................................

Please send me a laree size 75c value 
shaker — sample of Thompson’s 
■ DOUBLE MALTED” Malted Milk 
and your book of weight charts. 1 en­
close only 25c to cover packing costs.



ALL THRU 
TEETHING TIME

Do you know that thousands upon 
thousands of mothers never have a 
bit of trouble with their little ones 
from the beginning to the end of the 
teething period ? At the very first sign 
of soreness or pain in baby’s gums, they 
apply the safe prescription of a famous spe­
cialist, and continue to use it until the last 
tooth has appeared.
You, too, can know the joy of a happy, 
contented youngster during this trying time. 
Start now to use Dr. Hand’s and see for 
yourself how quickly it stops the pains and 
aches of teething.

DR. HAND'S
Teething Lotion

is cooling and healing and contains no nar­
cotics. You can use it everyday,as often 

as needed, without the least harm and 
you will find that baby actu­

ally smiles when he 
sees the bottle!

City

Send for 
Free Trial JSottle
Hand Medicine Co.,

115 No. 5th St.,Dept. E, Philadelphia, Pa.
I am enclosing 2 cents for postage, with 
the name of my druggist. Please send 
sample of Dr. Hand’s Teething Lotion.
Druggist’s Name__
Name___
Street

State

Sinuslrouble zs 
CATARRH «

J

When infection gets into the little 
pockets (sinuses) that connect with the 
nose, they cannot drain properly. A 
“stuffed up” head, distressing fullness, 
often with splitting headaches, are the 
result. Hall’s Catarrh Medicine, because 
it acts through the blood, reaches the 
sinuses as no wash, spray or ointment 
can. Drives out poisons, and swelling, 
and restores the tissues to healthy tone. 
Get Hall’s today!

Catarrh Medicine
Combined Treatment at your Druggist’s. If he 
hasn’t it, enclose 85c to F. J. Cheney 8C Co., 

Dept. 17, Toledo, Ohio
Write for New Radio Log Book, Free to Catarrh Sufferers

She is happy now, and Stephen, too. 
Their eyes light up with a deep sincere 
affection when they see their father and 
me together.

And we? The usurer still draws 
interest. When Hal’s motherless baby 
lies, with moist curls and rose-pink 
cheeks, asleep in my arms, a look of 
trenchant pain stabs its way through his 
dark, brooding eyes.

It has not been easy. It never will be! 
But it will always be best. Together we 
are finding some measure of peace as a

Devil Driven
(Continued from page 36)

Gavin has all the charm of youth and 
personality and manner, much as your 
father had; has still, for that matter. Of 
course Gavin has wealth, which is cer­
tainly not be despised in this world. But 
my poor baby, money is not everything; 
it can’t buy happiness; it can’t compensate 
for some things and drunkenness is one of 
them. Dear little girl, there is some 
hideous potency about liquor that can so 
inflame the worst passions, the most 
bestial side of man, that they are brute 
creatures for the time being, and 1 tell 
you, my child, sweet as their love may be, 
pitifully sincere as their remorse may be 
afterward, a drunken man is an insane 
man, and drunknenness merely a form of 
insanity. I know!”

A WEEK, later came the tennis tourna­
ment over at the Rockledge Club.

Everybody we knew was going, and 
Gavin was taking me, of course.

I had a new dress, and was feeling 
awfully happy when Gavin arrived in the 
early afternoon, but my happiness was 
instantly dispelled by the fact that Gavin 
had been drinking again.

I knew that Don Reed would be at the 
club, and all the girls of our set, too, and 
I had so wanted Gavin to be at his very 
best; to charm my friends by that gay, 
disarming friendliness of his and set at 
rest the ugly rumors that were beginning 
to spread around about his dissipation.

One glance at him was enough to know 
that he would make less than no effort 
to be charming that afternoon, but with 
an edge of weariness in my voice, I began 
the same tiresome discussion. It was a 
bad time to choose, for Gavin merely 
looked sulky, then openly cross, and after 
driving in black silence for a while, he 
suddenly stopped the car, turned toward 
me and said hatefully:

“Now listen. Alice. Once and for all, 
stop fussing about my drinking. I’ve been 
doing it ever since I wras fifteen, and I’m 
going to keep right on doing it, and the 
woman that I marry can just realize that 
fact and keep her mouth shut about it if 
she doesn’t like it. Your old man’s drunk 
all his life, too, and just because the poor 
old fellow has rather muffed the financial 
end of it, you and your mother are queered 
on anybody’s drinking. If he’d made 
money, it would have been all right.

“All women are alike; they want the 
world with a string around it. You’re 
the only one I ever saw who didn’t think 

family, and that balances the sacrifice as 
individuals.

The other evening Eleanor looked up 
from her book to say, “Mother, I only 
hope the man I marry will be as fine a 
man as father.”

“I hope so, too, my child,” I answered 
smilingly.

The needle with which I was darning 
slipped and pricked my finger. I wiped 
away the drop of blood and went on 
mending the hole in my husband’s sock.

Yes, it has been worth while.

money was everything. Now, I’ve got 
money enough to give you everything 
within reason that you want, and I want 
to give it to you—everything! You’re 
beautiful, you’re well-bred, you’re sweet. 
But you’re just a silly child about drink­
ing and hipped on the subject, and I’m 
most awfully tired of hearing you talk 
about it. Now then, just cut it out, hear? 
I’m going to drink when I please—where 
I please—how I please—and exactly, 
precisely, and at all times, just as much as 
I please, and you’re going to have not 
one thing to say about it. Understand?”

It was the first time he had ever been 
so rude and hateful to me. I was so hurt 
that I couldn’t answer, but began to cry. 
My tears instantly softened him, and he 
tried to draw me into his arms. But I 
was angry as well as hurt, and pushed 
him away furiously. He laughed—a 
throaty, liquor-laden laugh.

“You little devil! I love a little spit­
fire—the most heavenly sport on earth is 
taming a woman. Come here, little 
Puritan, I’ll make you kiss me and like 
it, too.” and he crushed me in his arms. 
Whirling me sideways in the seat of the 
car, he bent me back across his lap, 
straining me so close to him that I gasped 
for breath. He was gasping too, for an­
other reason, and his darkly flushed face 
bent over me as his hot mouth crushed 
mine. I struggled wildly, crying with 
shame and embarrassment, and Gavin 
suddenly loosed me as he heard a car 
honking behind us.

T SAT up instantly, arranging my dress, 
smoothing my hair, and trying desper­

ately hard to look unconcerned and non­
chalant as the car passed us when, to my 
horror, I heard it slowing down and Don 
Reed’s cheery voice calling out gaily:

“Hey, there, folks! Nothing the matter 
with the car, 1 hope?”

Gavin, who was straightening his tie 
sneered disagreeably that there was not. 
But at the sight of my face Don instantly, 
and soberly opened the door of his car. 
He looked so good and so dependable, and 
so worried, as he stood there, also on his 
way to the tournament, that my heart 
skipped a beat somehow, remembering 
that this man’s love had been very sweet 
to me before I met Gavin.

“Alice, can I be of any assistance?” 
he said formally.

Gavin snapped rudely. “Not this go- 
round, old top. Ever hear of a lovers’ 



quarrel? Best plan is to keep out of ’em. 
See you at the tournament and hope you 
lose—” Then he grabbed the wheel, 
started the car, and with a vicious jerk, 
swung up into the road, grinning mali­
ciously as he left Don to follow in a cloud 
of dust.

Arrived at the club, Gavin went at 
once to the locker room, where he pro­
ceeded to drink still more, improving 
neither his appearance nor his disposition.

It was merely a local tournament but, 
contrary to Gavin’s sweetly expressed 
wish, Don Reed won the best three out of 
five in the doubles, and a love set in the 
men’s singles.

Because I went with the other girls to 
congratulate Don, Gavin unceremoniously 
and sullenly stalked up to the laughing 
group, and grabbing my arm so it hurt, 
he jerked me around and headed me 
toward his car. He was furiously angry.

I saw glances exchanged between the 
girls, and one of the irrepressibles among 
the boys gave vent to a long, low whistle, 
as Don took a step forward with such de­
termination in his face that I grew cold 
with apprehension.

Anything to prevent a scene and, with a 
reassuring smile to the group, I waved 
gaily as Gavin steered me through the 
crowd with that iron grip and almost 
flung me into the car.

Not a word did he say, and I was too 
busy thinking to say anything. So we 
drove in utter silence until we reached the 
state highway, when Gavin slowed down. 
With a sullen side-glance at me, in a spirit 
of pure hatefulness, he drained the con­
tents of his flask. Still I said nothing, 
and pretty soon he sneered:

“Your overpowering attraction for your 
country swain is doubtless explained by 
the fact he never touches the Demon Rum, 
I suppose. That mollycoddle hasn’t the 
price or the nerve. That’s why!’’

TN the clear, cold light I suddenly 
seemed to see the years that stretched 

ahead. Always having to pretend, just 
as I had pretended on leaving the club 
grounds; always having to accept just 
what tempers and humors he happened to 
favor me with; always having to listen to 
his sneers and jeers in attempts to hurt 
me; always the unenviable position of 
being the penniless wife of a rich young 
profligate. And what earthly resources 
would I have in the years to come when 
this physical love of his had waned?

Thinking these, and other long, long 
thoughts, I was still silent; when Gavin, 
enraged because I had not answered, 
shouted out, “I said he was a mollycoddle. 
Did you hear me?”

“Perfectly,” I said politely.
“Well, he is, then, don’t you think so?” 

growled he.
“I really can’t say, just yet,” I answered 

coolly, as I slipped off that gorgeous ring 
and dropped it on the sweater across his 
lap. “But I’ll find out and let you know, 
as I intend to marry Don and not you, 
after all,” I concluded.

There was a thunderstruck silence for 
an instant, then Gavin ground on the 
brakes.

“Do you mean that?” he said in a voice 
that cut like a lash, as he slowly scooped 
up the ring.

But I was tired and worn out by this 
time myself, weary of his tantrums and

Even in glaring sunlight
her shjn lookjs exquisite

HER skin was nothing extraordi­
nary. Yet, somehow, it always 

looked alluringly smooth and velvety 
— even in the brightest of bright day­
light. Soft, clear, fresh— it was the envy 
of her friends, and one of her most 
potent charms.

And the secret? Hinds Iloney & 
Almond Cream. She had discovered it 
makes a wonderful base for powder.

And it does. So light, so soft, so 
thin, it is absorbed gratefully by the 
skin. Over it your powder dusts on 
evenly, lightly. It gives the skin a clear 
transparency, a young radiance that’s 
simply enchanting. And your skin stays 
so—for hours.

Try powdering this way—
Give your bottle of Hinds Cream a 
little shake. Then smooth in this fragrant 
liquid cream. Now pat, pat, pat the 
powder on thickly. Shake the puff free 
of powder and go over your skin again— 
to remove the excess powder. Smooth 
your fingers delicately over your face to 
'blend in the last remaining traces, and 
finish by moistening the eyelids with 
Hinds Cream. (Lids should never be 
powdered. It makes them look old.) 

You’ll love the clear radiance, the 
freshness this way of powdering gives 
your skin.

Then, too, Hinds Cream protects 
the skin from weathering. Keeps it 
safe from sun and cold, wind and dust.

If you haven’t Hinds Cream now, 
let us give you a generous sample bot­
tle to try. Just mail us your name and 
address on the coupon below.

HINDSSZJCREAM
"Lehn & Fink Serenade”— WJZ and 14 
nt her stations associated with the National 
Broadcasting Company — every Thursday 
at 7 p. m.. Eastern Standard time; 6 p. m., 

Central Standard time.

©L. & F., Ine., 1929 
iiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiniiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiniiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiiniiininiiiiiiiiiiiiiiii  
LEHN & FINK, Inc., Sole Distributors 

Dept. 659, Bloomfield, N. J.

Please send me a free sample bottle of Hinds Honey 
& Almond Cream, the protecting cream for the skin.

{Print name and address)

Name-------------------------------- .. ...... . ........... .....

Add ress______________________________________________——

This coupon not good after July, 1930

Lehn & Fink (Canada) Limited, 9 Davies Ave., Toronto 8 
(Mail coupon to Bloomfield address)
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Corns
relief in 1 minute!

SAFE, SURE

Removes the cause
The instant yon apply Dr. Scholl’s 
Zino-pads corn pain ends.
Removing the cause—pressure of shoes 
and the healing medication—is the secret 
of their healing power. No other treat­
ment acts on this natural principle. You 
avoid alldanger of blood-poisoningas with 
cutting your corns; all risk of acid burn 
on the toes from using harsh liquids and 
plasters. Dr. Scholl’s Zino-pads are thin, 
dainty, cushioning,protective; guaranteed 
safe, sure. Won’t come off in bath

Bunions and Callouses
Dr. Scholl’s Zino-pads are also made in 
sizes for Bunions and Callouses.
At all drug, shoe and dept, stores 

35^ box.
For free sample 
(mention size /", 
wanted), and 
booklet, address 
The SchollMfg. 
Co., Chicago^

Dr Scholls 
Zino'pads

Put one on — the pain is gone!

‘Beautifies
The Eyelash Curler YotlT EyCS

Gives lashes natural up­
ward curve. Eyes look 
larger—bright eyes bright­
er, soft eyes softer. No 
heat or cosmetics. Apply 
a gentle pressure an in­
stant with soft rubber 
pads. Handles in Apple 
Green, Baby Blue, Lav­
ender, Cherry, Old Rose, 
Ivory. Dept., drug stores, 

beauty shops or direct. Send $1 or pay postman.

^TWCCZCTTC ‘Beautifies 
1 Painless Hair Remover Eyebrows

Quickly, easily, painless­
ly removes hair from 
any part of body. Free 
illustrated folder tells 
how to train eyebrows 
to harmonize with fea­
tures. Dept., drugstores, 
beauty shops or direct.
Send $1 or pay postman.

1/UR££N& ‘Beautifies 
J The Eyelash Grower Eyelashes

Used with Kurlash, grows long, luxuriant eye­
lashes. Department, drug stores, beauty shops 
or direct. Send 50c or pay postman.
The Kurlash Company

49 Engineering Bldg., Rochester, N. Y.

I unreasonableness, and had no intention 
I of being either soothing or diplomatic. I 

snapped, “I never was more in earnest in 
my life. Drive on, please.”

He looked at me queerly. “Alice—you 
mean it?” he almost w’hispered.

“As God is my judge,” I answered, 
with all the firmness 1 could command.

“All right,” he said quietly. “That 
goes with me, too.” Adding surprisingly, 
in an undertone, “I guess I deserve it.” 

Then he bent over the wheel. The long 
road glistened in front of us like a white 
ribbon, with the late afternoon sun slant­
ing across it in peaceful beauty. Slowly 
Gavin pressed down on the accelerator 
and slowly and steadily the powerful 
motor responded. The hum of the engine 
mounted to a roar as the car began to eat 
up the white road with unbelievable speed, 
as we flashed along the quiet highway. 
Gavin was driving like seven devils. But 
after one glance at his face, I sat motion­
less; rigid with a certain cold fear.

I remembered mother’s words. She was 
right. Only an insane person would drive 
like this, deliberately risking his life and 
mine. I shuddered as I noticed the de­
moniacal smile glinting through his half 
shut eyes; that cruel curl to his lip, and 
ferocious grip with which he held that 
hurtling car in the road was that of an 
insane man, crazed with some horrible 
idea of crashing us both into eternity to 
punish me for having crossed his will.

WITH a wild little sob I thought of 
Don, whom I knew would never know 
now that I loved him; had loved him all 

along, in reality. Suddenly, in a desperate 
realization that nothing but my own 
brains could save me, I reached out and 
turned off the switch. And just at that 
instant a hay wagon turned into the high­
way a few hundred yards ahead of us. 
Loaded so high and wide that the trailing 
wisps swept the ground in all 'sides, it 
looked like a moving haystack; there was 
nothing visible of either horses or driver; 
just a big, soft looking pile moving along.

There was a hoarse chuckle at my side 
and, as I saw that devil’s gleam inGavin’s 
crazed eyes and realized his insane in­
tention, I screamed in desperation. I 
snatched at the handbrake, only to have 
my arm struck aside—though the engine 
was off, we were still going at terrific 
speed.

The top of the car was down, which 
fact may or may not have registered in 
Gavin’s drink-clouded brain, but it was 
certainly all that saved our lives. It takes 
time to tell it, but at the time, everything 
happened almost instantaneously. I hid 
my face in my hands—I tried to pray—in 
the second before that blinding crash, 
that hideous, shattering noise, and then 
an agonizing pain that was quickly fol­
lowed by merciful blackness and utter 
silence.

But it must have been just a few mo­
ments before I began to experience the 
awful feeling of suffocation, I knew I was 
smothering, and with that sure instinct 
of self-preservation, began to dig feebly 
out of the dusty darkness which I dimly 
realized, was hay.

My shoulder hurt excruciatingly and 
my ankle throbbed unbearably. I was 
conscious of a most horrible noise. One 
horse was dead, but the other had been 

run almost through with the wagon tree 
and lay jerking in a pool of blood, uttering 
the most awful sounds.

I cried out as I saw an old man, lying 
half buried under the hay, his white head 
outlined in crimson against the pavement, 
blood oozing from his nose and ears.

He was breathing and I weakly tried 
to ease him to a more comfortable posi­
tion, and lifted his head in a vain hope 
of rousing him, but he remained uncon­
scious, and I crawled back, with agonizing 
slowness, to look for Gavin.

And like some horrible unreality of a 
nightmare, I saw the car first, that rakish, 
long, low sporty car I had been so proud 
to ride around in, lying half in the ditch, 
the hood completely smashed, and in the 
seat, incredible as it sounds, sat Gavin, 
slumped queerly behind the wheel with a 
long cut across his forehead.

He began climbing out when he saw me, 
but as he reached my side, he suddenly 
collapsed. Stretched beside me on the 
hay, I heard him mutter thickly, “Oh, 
what a mess— Why did I do it! Darling, 
darling, are you hurt?”

A deadly sickness was going over me in 
waves. Far away I heard shouts, and 
knew help was coming at last. It seemed 
years since that awful moment when I 
knew that Gavin was heading straight for 
that wagon. With a queer sense of de­
tachment, I seemed to be seeing him now 
from some great distance, noticing how 
foolishly his mouth hung open, saliva 
drooling over his chin. He was giggling 
weakly.

“Oh, sweetheart, it was funny! You 
hit that hay like you’d been shot out of a 
gun. Honey-darling, are you hurt? I’m 
sorry—hay’s nice and soft, isn’t it? Oh, 
what a mess—why did I do it?”

The pain was making me faint and sud­
denly I went away for a little while; a 
nice cool, dark place where pain couldn’t 
follow me.

T CAME back as I was being lifted into 
•I- an ambulance. Somewhere out of a 
thick white mist of suffering came voices, 
voices, and a terrible sobbing, the rending 
sobs of a heartbroken man struggling 
through his grief to suppress blood lust.

“Now, now, Joe,” came a voice. 
“Don’t go to pieces, son. Ease up on the 
stretcher, boys. We’ll carry your dad 
careful, Joe. He’ll come round all right in 
a little while. Your mother never knew 
what hit her, son. There wasn’t no pain 
nor nothin’. Now, now, boy, steady! 
Spread that sheet over her gentle-like, 
fellows. Joe, she’s a saint in heaven now, 
son—” Here the kind voice broke.

So there had been a woman! I never 
saw her. Later I learned that she had 
been hurled to the ground and buried 
beneath the fragrant hay that was a sud­
den shroud for her faithful old heart; the 
heart that had carried her to the haying 
field that afternoon with cookies and 
lemonade for her husband and sons. 
Playfully swung up onto the wagon seat 
by her husband, she had ridden from the 
field like a queen, her boys calling after 
her:

“Now then, Mom, you ride on home, 
and we’ll follow—” And their mother 
had gone home indeed, and they could 
not follow. Oh, the suffering caused by 
the crazy whim of a drunken mind that 



sunny, peaceful afternoon, for which I 
shall always feel in a measure responsible 
—to my never-ending sorrow. I moaned 
with pain, while the voice that seemed to 
be in charge went on:

“Now then, boys, let’s lift this girl, 
then the fellow. This precious pair have 
done about enough damage around here— 
Back, son—easy does it. Remember we 
don’t know how it happened.

“Joe, son, here comes the girl. We’ve 
got to act like men now, son. Steady, 
old boy, steady—”

As the ambulance started to move care­
fully away, I heard a pitiful effort to sup­
press his sobs, as a patter of feet came 
down the road—I heard girlish voices 
suddenly broken short with a dread silence 
more awful than screams.

And in that tense silence, with every 
nerve laid raw and quivering, I heard 
Gavin, in his stretcher across from me, 
still giggling.

The monotony of the ensuing dreary 
days in the hospital were broken only by 
Gavin’s repeated attempts to see me. 
Attempts so flatly unsuccessful that he 
finally gave up with a desperate sort of 
resignation that touched even mother, 
who had stoutly allied herself with me in 
my determination never to see him again. 
Messages, flowers and notes were all 
either ignored or returned; though I felt 
sorry for him, as I knew he was suffering 
from the awful realization of what he had 
done as well as from the lesser hurt of a 
broken engagement.

AFTER the first lurid headlines in the 
paper, ancJ still more heady accounts 

of bystanders and onlookers at the club 
and scene of the accident, manslaughter 
charges were brought against Gavin and 
there was endless legal procedure. The 
case was finally thrown out of court, by a 
verdict of defective mechanism in the car, 
which seemed to satisfy the public.

Gavin, I heard, tried to do the honor­
able thing by having his lawyers settle a 
huge sum of money on the old farmer who 
refused it, saying simply that the price 
of his wife’s life had been above rubies.

So Gavin encountered the second 
person to whom wealth was not all. Soon 
after that, he left the country and has 
been living somewhere down in the Ar­
gentine for the last three years.

Added to my fractured ankle, dis­
located shoulder and two broken ribs, I 
guess my nervous system was pretty well 
shot, as they wouldn’t let me have any 
company at the hospital for a long time. 
But my first visitor was Don Reed. He 
stood looking down at me pitifully, 
holding the right hand I held out to him, 
in both of his. I drew my other from 
beneath the covers, and saw his eyes 
fasten intently on it with a sort of puzzled 
wonder. And I knew he was missing that 
gorgeous ruby that had once sparkled so 
opulently on my finger.

I smiled, my best effort, and said gently, 
“It’s gone, Don, for good—”

“You mean—” he breathed.
“I mean I’m not engaged any more, to 

any one—unless, unless—■”
And that snippy little nurse of mine 

came in just in time to witness a perfectly 
good proposal and a likewise good 
acceptance.

Photo by W. E. Thomas, Hollywood

Jeanette Loef, lonely Paths star, says: ”.\o matter what climate my 
pictures take me to, Lux Toilet Soap keeps my skin enviably smooth.’’

S111OOill skm fascinates

Hollywood directors find

PEOPLE open their hearts instantly 
to the appealing loveliness of ex­

quisite skin,” says Edward Sedgwick, 
director for Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer, 
expressing the experience of 39 lead­
ing Hollywood directors.

The screen stars know that flaw­
lessly smooth skin is the most alluring 
charm any girl can have, and nine out

Betty Compson—“I’m delighted 
with the way Lux Toilet Soap 
cares for my s^in."

I _ I _ Nine out of ten screen stars Iux ± oiler Ooap use it for smooth skin 1 (J C

of ten screen stars use Lux Toilet Soap 
to \eep their skin lovely. Of the 45 1 
important actresses in Hollywood, in­
cluding all stars, 442 care for their 
skin with this white fragrant soap.

Also, all the great film studios have 
made it the official soap for all dress­
ing rooms. You will be charmed with 
Lux Toilet Soap, too.

Patsy Ruth Miller — "Lux 
Toilet Soap gives my styn such 
petal'll^ texture!"



Adds Glossy Lustre, 
Leaves Your Hair
Easy to Manage

IF you want to make your hair . . . easy 
to manage . . . and add to its natural 

gloss and lustre—this is ver y EASY to do.
Just put a few drops of Glostora on the 

bristles of your hair brush, and . . . 
brush it through your hair . . . when 
you dress it.

You will be surprised at the result. It 
will give your hair an unusually rich, 
silky gloss and lustre—instantly.

Glostora simply makes your hair more 
beautiful by enhancing its natural wave 
and color. It keeps the wave and curl in, 
and leaves your hair so soft and pliable, 
and so easy to manage, that it will.. .stay 
any style you arrange it . . . even after 
shampooing—whether long or bobbed.

A few drops of Glostora impart that 
bright, brilliant, silky sheen, so much 
admired, and your hair will fairly sparkle 
and glow with natural gloss and lustre.

A large bottle of 
Glostora costs but a 
trifle at any drug store 
or toilet goods coun­
ter.

Try it!—You will 
be delighted to see how 
much more beautiful 
your hair will look, 
and how easy it will 
be to manage.

Try It FREE j
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Making a Friend of the Refrigerator 
(Continued from page 68)

compartment is emptied from Saturday 
to Monday—there is something wrong 
with your refrigerator and—” Here Janet 
interrupted herself, saying, “But I’m 
preaching a regular sermon. Any one 
would think I was being paid to give a 
speech.”

But we wouldn’t let her stop. We were 
all too much interested, and urged her to 
continue. So she began to tell us about 
arranging the refrigerator, something 
most of us had never thought about.

“Furnishing your refrigerator is a lot 
like furnishing your house,” she told us. 
“Don’t overfurnish it. That is, don't 
put too many things in it. Circulation is 
necessary to insure a steady supply of 
clean, dry, cold air. The good old rule, 
a place for everything and everything in 
its place, means efficiency in your re­
frigerator as in your house in general. 
Foods which spoil easily belong in the 
coldest part, while vegetables or foods 
with strong odors should be put where the 
circulating air will pass from them di­
rectly to the ice compartment.

“In a refrigerator with a side icer, foods 
which are delicate and easily absorb 
odors should be placed directly under 
the ice chamber. Milk, meat broths, 
butter and moist, cooked foods, like 
cereals, custards and cream sauces, be­
long in this compartment. Jellies, char­
lottes and heavy cream desserts should 
also be placed here while they are be­
coming set, instead of directly on the ice.

“'T'HE next coldest place, the bottom
-*■ shelf of the compartment, is the best 

place for meat. I always take meat out 
of the wrapping paper as soon as it comes 
from market, and lay it out flat on a plate 
in the refrigerator. Chops or steaks 
should not be piled together, because 
they keep fresher when the air can reach 
them. Fish may be placed in the meat 
compartment but must be kept in a 
tightly covered container.

“The shelf above the meat is the place 
for vegetables, such as lettuce, celery, 
and asparagus and for berries and 
cherries. I always wash lettuce and 
celery when it comes from the market, 

Many of our readers are fond of pretty romances, charmingly sweet love stories. 
If your life experience has been such that you can furnish us with a story of this 
type that is dramatic with heartfelt interest, we shall be glad to read it.

And then there are others who like the stories that grip you with their virility. 
Here is an extract from a letter that is vividly descriptive of stories we would also 
like to have submitted:

“Give us more tales of the Great West—the Pacific Coast; romances of the 
logging camps, the desert countries, the mining sections of the Sierras, the fruit­
growing slopes of the Pacific. To a lover of such, these Western tales possess a 
breadth, a wind-swept, vitalizing quality which centralizes all the faculties of the 
wind into one supreme joy-abounding consciousness.”

The conditions of price, length of stories, general form, manner of presentation, 
etc., can be had by applying for a little booklet which we get out, which is known 
as “Facts You Should Know about True Story.”

shake it free of water and put it in a 
tightly covered jar where it keeps fresh 
for days and does not get broken. If the 
heads are too large for available jars, 
paper bags can be used, or the regular 
open wash cloth lettuce bags which should 
be kept moist and on a dish to avoid 
wetting the shelf. Asparagus keeps fresh 
a long time, if the tough ends are trimmed 
off and the bunch set in a shallow pan of 
water. Cherries and berries, which are 
so readily attacked by white mold, 
should be spread out or kept in a well- 
ventilated container so that the cold dry 
air can circulate freely around them. 
Eggs go on the shelf above, along with 
such vegetables as do not have a decided 
odor or flavor. All foods with strong 
odors, musk melons, oranges, peppers, 
cabbage and apples belong in the top 
compartment where the air current 
strikes them just before returning to the 
ice chamber. Then the odors will be 
absorbed by the film of water on the 
melting ice and pass off with it down the 
drain.

A REFRIGERATOR with a top icer 
is arranged in a different way. The 

top compartment, nearest the ice, is used 
for milk and the bottom compartment 
shelf for vegetables.”

It was long after five, and time for all 
of us to be getting home to hungry hus­
bands; but we were still asking questions 
as we went toward the door.

Ellen was protesting again. “I can't 
believe that just a plain refrigerator could 
make that frozen salad,” she said.

Janet laughed and then said:
“I’ll have to tell you my secret. Jim has 

been so pleased over my success in econ­
omizing on food that he gave me a new 
electric refrigerator for my birthday last 
week. Most of the principles of cleaning 
and caring for it, I find, are the same as 
in an ordinary refrigerator, but it’s a 
great joy to be able to have blocks of 
ice for cold drinks always ready this hot 
weather, and to be able to make easily 
delicious frozen desserts and other deli­
cacies that we couldn’t always have 
before.”



Luxury Blinded
(Continued from page 50)

and to estimate them, but to the end of 
my days 1 shall be blind to the sort of 
keen perception of people which was 
natural to Ben.

The life which I lived in The Village 
was a constant succession of shocks to 
me. some of which were horrifying and 
some of which were amusing, but all of 
them were so new to me and showed me I 
such a conception of life that I was never 
free from the sense of drama, feeling that 
I sat and watched sometimes, and some­
times became part of it.

The house where we lived was con­
sidered quite fine by our friends, but the 
dirt of the halls never ceased to worry 
me and the establishments which were 
in it never ceased to cause me amaze­
ment. The halls were never free from 
the odors of cooking, and a most pene­
trative cooking. For quite a while I was 
totally unable to identify any of the 
aromas. Garlic, beloved of the discrimi­
nating eater but which by no stretch of 
poetic license can be called a fine perfume, 
was always with us. The gas plates 
which were tucked into all sorts of queer 
corners of the various rooms produced 
meals of the most exotic flavor. With 
every one in the place vying with every 
one else to get a new Italian, French, 
Greek, Turkish, Chinese or Mexican dish 
before the public, as it were, we smelled 
cosmopolitan, at least.

T SHALL never forget being invited to 
-*■ breakfast—which was odd enough, in 
itself—and the curious sensation 1 had 
when my hostess fried eggs on a one-hole 
gas plate which was perched insecurely 
on the edge of her dressing table amid a 
litter of pin cushions, face powder, per­
fume bottles and soiled handkerchiefs.

1 feared every moment that one of the 
bottles might tip over into the eggs, or ] 
that her hand would be unsteady as she 
casually powdered her nose with one 
hand, while poking at the eggs with a 
knife in the other.

Many of the villagers ate breakfast at 
noon, dinner at nine and supper at mid­
night. after which they went out to call! 
They would say that they could not 
afford to have a new coat, for instance, 
but they seemed unable to walk, and took 
a taxi for a trifle of ten blocks; never 
seemed to have a cent of ready money; 
but religiously saw all the new plays, and 
found money somewhere for a life which 
seemed never to be ridden with work as 
I was accustomed to see it ridden.

This casualness with money did dis­
tress me. I tried to save, to pinch, but 
Ben would not let me. He came as near 
to impatience as he ever did when I 
balked at some expense which suddenly 
fell upon us.

“Making money is what you want to 
look at here in New York, Peggy.” he 
expostulated, "not this financial drooling 
that saves a few pennies. What good 
are they when they are saved? You 
can t buy anything with pennies—in 
New York. If we want to save, we'll go 
out to some smaller town and buy a little 
house. I’ll get a job in the bank and 
we’ll get all of a raise of ten dollars every

WOMEN WHO CAN LAUGH
AT THE PASSING YEARS

The woman who possesses 
health’s sparkling eyes, pure 
complexion, and dazzling smile 
need never consider the passing 
of the years. For her, life will 
always be filled with zest.

Many realize now that to pre­
serve youthfulness it is health 
that must be guarded. And so 
they pay meticulous attention 
to diet . . . exercise . . . and par­
ticularly mouth hygiene. For 
your well-being has no more 
treacherous enemies than de­
caying teeth and irritated gums.

One of the principal causes 
of tooth decay is the fact that 
no tooth-brush can reach into 
all the pits about your teeth, or 
into the tiny V-shaped crevices 
at The Danger Line—where 
teeth and gums meet. As a re­
sult food particles collect there.

Squibb’s Milk of Magnesia, from 
which Squibb’s Dental Cream is 
made, is a pure, effective product 
that is free from the usual earthy 
taste of other products. It has un­
surpassed antacid and mild laxa­

tive qualities.

They ferment. Acids are formed 
that may cause decay or dan­
gerous gum infections.

Squibb’s Dental Cream con­
tains more than 50 per cent 
of Squibb’s Milk of Magnesia, 
long recognized as a safe, effec­
tive antacid. So, Squibb’s neu­
tralizes the dangerous acids in 
vour mouth. And enough re­
mains to protect your teeth and 
gums for a considerable time.

Squibb’s Dental Cream makes 
teeth lustrous—it is pleasant 
and contains no grit or astrin­
gents to harm the delicate 
mouth tissues. It is safe to use 
on the gums and in the tender 
mouths of children. Use it 
regularly. Visit your dentist 
twice a year. You will then be 
doing everything possible to 
safeguard your health and 
beauty against tooth decay. 
Only 40c a large tube. E. R. 
Squibb & Sons, New York. 
Manufacturing Chemists to the 
Medical Profession since 1858. 
Copyright 1929 by E. R. Squibb & Sons
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n Triple the 
Whiteness
of Your skin in 3 days

I be£ to present one of the great 
beauty discoveries of all time ... a 
three-fold skin-whitener. Expect re­
sults that will amaze you. For now, 
in just 3 to 6 days, you can triple the 
whiteness of your skin . . . smooth it 
to soft, creamy texture . . . and clear 
it of every blemish!

Entirely Natural Method
Your skin is far whiter than you imagine, but its 
whiteness is masked beneath years of exposure to 
sun, wind, dust, etc. My new-type lotion unveils 
it and multiplies it. In six days this lotion undoes the 
havoc of years of exposure. In a perfectly natural 
way, amazing whiteness and smoothness are 
brought up from underneath the darkened, weather- 
roughened surface.

Freckles and Blackheads Vanish
Blemishes, roughness and tiny imperfections are 
erased from the skin surface. All trace of freckles, 
tan, blackheads and roughness disappear almost as 
if you had wished them away. You actually see 
your skin grow clear, fresh, ivory-white . . . and 
this beauty is in the skin relief—smooth, delicate, 
flawless beauty that powder can never give!

Now Used in 28 Countries
Never before have women had such a cosmetic. In 
a few short months its fame has spread to three 
continents and 28 countries. Now, in just three to 
six days, you can have the glory of a clear, milk- 
white skin.

Positive Guarantee
Will you try this amazing treatment? Test it to 
whiten hands, face or neck. Apply in three minutes 
at bedtime. See what a remarkable improvement 
just three days make. Send no money—simply 
mail coupon. When package arrives pay postman 
only SI.50 for the regular large-size bottle. Use 
this wonderful cosmetic six days. T.ien, if not 
simply delighted, return it, and 1 will refund your 
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(Mrs.) GERVAISE GRAHAM, 25 W. Illinois St., 
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GERVAISE GRAHAM
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----------------- MAIL NOW------------------- 
(Mrs.) Gervaise Graham,
Dept. TS-7, 25 W. Illinois St., Chicago.
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Name........................................................................................
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year. When we’re old we’ll own the 
house and maybe you can take in 
boarders.”

This was the law by which I lived for 
many years; the law that you had to 
make what money you needed, and that 
you had to “keep climbing.”

That was one of the slogans of Ben’s 
existence. As soon as new contacts with 
a new crowd of people began to grow 
stale; as soon as we were not meeting 
new people all the time. Ben took to 
staring at nothing, with the blue of his 
eyes turned gray, and then I would know 
that we were due for something.

We lived in Bohemia for over a year, 
twisting our tongues to the patter of 
Bohemia, living the scattered domestic 
life of Bohemia, eating the casual meals 
and making the casual friendships of 
Bohemia, but Ben was a very, very differ­
ent type of person from any real Bohemian. 
He was a gentleman adventurer, a bucca­
neer, a financial gambler, but the indiffer­
ence to actual monetary success, which 
is both the weakness and the refinement 
of the true Bohemian, was never his.

'T'HAT year we climbed steadily, selling 
bonds to everybody of the Village who 

had mone.v to buy bonds; constantly 
getting into social waters a little deeper 
than those of Bohemia, constantly on 
tiptoe, edging forward, dashing here and 
there—really predatory.

There were times when I yearned for 
the farm, and for the quiet days when 
there was no telephone to ring, no hectic 
thrill that demanded the best of a person, 
every moment, no possibility that any 
one needed to be influenced, persuaded, 
dealt with, interested—won. But there 
were other days when I loved it and when 
I was as excited as Ben because we had 
bagged some new acquaintance who 
seemed that he or she might be of use 
to us.

The thing which blinded me in those 
early days to the weakness of the struc­
ture on which we were building our lives 
was the fact that we were much more 
substantial people than our Bohemian 
friends. Ben was making more and more 
money, I always had plenty with which 
to entertain the women friends that I 
now had in such quantities. We went 
to “quainter” restaurants than Tony’s 
(the quainter they were, the more 
money it cost) and we saw everything 
in the playhouses, from vaudeville up.

'rhe people whom we knew in The 
Tillage were what Ben came to call the 
“also rans.”

He soon discovered that we would 
never know the real artists whose big, 
skylighted studios we could see in other 
parts of the place, but which we did not 
enter. Scattered around there were, we 
knew, a good many successful artists, 
writers and musicians; but they formed 
an exceedingly exclusive circle, and people 
such as we were, who were not of the art 
world at all, had no chance with them.

The people we knew did sometimes 
sell a story or a picture, but not often; 
and when they did, they did not conserve 
the money but had a “celebrat’on” with 
all their impecunious friends, and then 
were “broke” until the next sale. The 
hour of foregathering socially, was mid­
night and, night after night, Ben and I 

struggled manfully to keep awake until 
the appointed time, stealing cat naps 
until the time came when we would rush 
gaily into the studio of our friends, chatter 
wildly for an hour, and then thankfully 
go home to bed.

Still—I did learn a great deal from 
those people. I learned that Dickens 
was not the only author in the world; 
that it was rather silly to quote Shake­
speare at length, and that there were 
new books coming out all the time which 
one ought to read.

I soaked up information about people, 
society, art, what was and was not good 
taste, and absorbed a great deal which, 
while not seeming important at the time, 
yet aided me afterward.

For instance, I was quick to see that 
the slow and labored manners of my 
home town people were tiresome; that 
it was stupid not to talk when you met 
people, and that a good deal of the fussy 
and overly prim standards of conduct to 
which I had been accustomed were just 
that.

For some things, however, my own 
opinions refused to yield to those of my 
new found friends. When a “free verse 
poet” read to us all one evening from his 
own compositions, I, who had been used 
to the rich roll of the sonneteers from my 
father’s mellow voice, felt that 1 was 
listening to the ravings of a maniac. 
When a much traveled man of the circle 
(I think he sold American shoes abroad, 
a thing never openly acknowledged as 
being too sordid for words) said softly, 
at the end of the reading, “Bis, bis!” 
1 credited him with the courage of his 
convictions. But I soon learned that he 
was very proud of the new foreign words 
that he knew, and that every one de­
ferred to him a little, partly because of 
being traveled and partly, I was sure, 
because he was most affluent, from the 
standpoint of our circle, and usually 
paid far more of our social bills than the 
rest of us.

' | 'HE Village also taught me a great 
A deal about foods. All that year I ate 

dinners, slanderously labeled French, 
Berman, Spanish or what not; but all the 
same. If the soup were suffering from 
pernicious anemia it was French; if the 
soup were congested with sausage and 
dried peas it was German and if it had 
spaghetti in it, it was Italian; otherwise, 
distinguishing marks were few; but they 
taught me, did those dinners, to dislike 
the loaded and groaning table which had 
been my girlhood’s idea of festivity. 
And when I came really to have a home, 
later, I profited by what I had learned.

Bohemia also did a good deed in 
teaching me something about the art of 
furnishings. Hating the old stuff in our 
country home, as I used to do in retro­
spect, I know that, as a natural reaction, 
I should have flown direct to lace cur­
tains and bird’s eye maple if I had not 
heard so much about “line;” “simplicity;” 
“stark beauty,” and so on, before I had 
a chance to buy anything but the few 
bits with which Ben and I began our 
first home in Bohemia.

Ben and I moved once in the time that 
we stayed in The Village, and that was 
the first of the many treks that we made— 
always to a better place!



We were among the first to take a 
“studio” in a remodeled stable; where 
there were actually working studios up 
where they used to store the hay. I got 
rid of the conventional bedroom “set” 
that we had had and of the parlor 
“pieces” and fitted the place with imita­
tions of old American furniture. They 
were shoddy and cheap, so thrown to­
gether by the makers that they fell to 
pieces in six months, but by that time 
it didn’t matter—we had moved again.

It was the beginning of the second year’s 
stay in New York that we met one of the 
cold, nasty springs which are some of the 
peculiarly dirty little surprises that New 
York weather sometimes produces. The 
stable was damp and the patent heater 
that was supposed to heat, didn’t, and 
we were burning gas stoves day and night 
to keep warm. Ben had begun to be 
absent-minded, by which sign I knew 
that he was dissatisfied with things as 
they were, and I had my own causes for 
thoughtfulness.

One night I said to him suddenly:
“Ben, 1 don't think I want to bring up 

our child in The Tillage.”
I had already written my mother about 

this, running to her in my first fright, as 
I always had; and she had written one of 
her sane and serene letters which were 
always characteristic of her. so that I was 
ready to be brave by the time that I had 
told Ben.

DUT I did not need to be. He swept me 
into his arms; he spent an hour just 

holding me, he had me out of the stable 
by the next morning, he got me a lovely 
apartment far uptown, from the windows 
of which I could look right down into the 
heart of the green of Central Park. He 
made the time before our first boy was 
born a fairy tale with his care, his pro­
tection, his attention. No woman ever 
had greater thoughtfulness from a man 
than I had from Ben during the trying 
times I knew when my children were 
coming. He fought like a tiger for more 
and more money; working with speed 
and precision—and with predatory skill. 
Yet he was home a great deal with me, 
devoted, loving, sweet-tempered, never 
saying a word ot the strain which he was 
undergoing in forcing our income up 
and up so rapidly, so that he might do 
the many things for me that he insisted 
I “must have.”

The circle of people that we grew to 
know in that time were different, indeed, 
from our Bohemian friends, whom Ben 
dropped calmly. I had many a pang 
over this desertion and yet I could not 
deny that it was true, what Ben said, 
which was that we had proved that there 
was little in common between us.

He had formulated his philosophy by 
that time and it was stragetic. He taught 
it to me. Instead of permitting circum­
stances to choose our companions and 
our environment, we were to do the 
choosing. We ought to have a choice of 
friends, so that we might have the ones 
who would be of use to us. We ought to 
know everything about higher and higher 
social—and financial circles—so that 
when we got to them we would under­
stand them.

“But isn’t that selfish, Ben?” I feebly 
protested.
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Skin
Troubles

Poslam Often Ends 
Pimples in 24 hours

Pimples, black heads, eczema, rashes and 
other blemishes cleared up quickly and
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He shook his bright brown hair at me, 
flashing open the deep blue of his eyes.

“It’s the law of life, Peggy,” he said 
firmly, “and the people who refuse to 
recognize it are the ones who lose in the 
battle. They are not fitted for the big 
circus where you and I are now. They 
are fitted only for the side lines. You 
don’t want to be on the side lines, do 
you?”

I said no and shuddered, suddenly 
filled with a strong memory of the life 
that I had lived before Ben came into it.

No, indeed, I didn’t want that. Work 
and again work, calm, quiet days, long 

| nights, earnest and attentive people for 
friends, but seldom a laugh, seldom a bit 
of pleasure, with all the machinery of 
life hard, hard. In one of the slinky silk 
negligees that Ben loved to have me wear 

! in the house, I slid into his arms and he 
picked up one of my hands and kissed 
every finger.

“I can’t have these rose leaves soiled,” 
he said, “and if they are to be kept as 
they now are, father must get out and 
fight.”

The new society which we found con­
sisted of the younger generation of 
typical American families. Among them, 
sophistication was creeping in, but in a 
way quite different from that of Green­
wich Village. In a more substantial way, 
a way which counted success as the 
greatest thing in the world, and which 
ranked success by externals only.

Ben innately knew how to be just 
a step ahead of this sophistication.

He rode in cabs when other men of 
our circle walked, he had the right clothes 
for evening, for afternoon, for sport and 
for business, and wore them all well. 
He made it a point to change into a 
dinner coat every night, whether we 
dined alone or not, saying that this was 
one of the ways that the British kept up 
their morale in out-of-the-way places of 
the earth, and that people who expected 
to be forces in the world ought always to 
act as if they were already the observed, 
as they would ultimately be.

T-JE insisted that I should have quite 
decollete dinner gowns, and that I 

should wear them every night of my life, 
no matter what trouble it was to stop and 
dress. He wanted our table to be graced 
with candles and flowers each night, even 
if we had to go in debt for them, and no 
matter how tired he might be, he con­
sciously and deliberately made conver­
sation and lingered over the coffee.

When our new friends happened to 
drop in informally they were likely to 
find us, attired as they seldom were, 
lingering over a table which was set for 
festivity. Trivial as it seems, this was 
one of the things which slowly drew to us 
people a great deal better off than we 
were, people who liked Ben’s air of as­
surance and poise and who confidently 
talked to him as if a fortune were already 
within his grasp.

Again, in a short five months, we 
moved to an apartment on Riverside 
Drive—not the great, spacious and ex­
pensive place which was our next stop, 
but to a building where there was a 
“foyer” and much bebuttoned darkies 
and where the deliveries and the servants 
used a separate elevator. I had a lovely 
bedroom and bath to myself there and it 

was there that my son Edgar was born.
By this time Ben was more than a 

“comer” in Wall Street. He was selling 
more and more bonds. He had a private 
office of his own with two stenographers 
and was making money faster and faster. 
He needed to, for as soon as Edgar was 
three months old we had a French nurse 
for him and Ben and I started out to 
really make an impression among the 
new people by whom I found myself 
surrounded. Ben had what was really a 
magic ability to accumulate people. 
Used as I was to him, I was astonished 
to have over a hundred people come in on 
the first afternoon that I was “at home” 
after the birth of my boy. Most of them 
I had never seen before, but the women 
“my dear’d” me and the men were very 
attentive.

I looked over at Ben, seemingly so 
boyish, laughing away, so gay and irre­
sponsible looking, and began to have some 
real perception of my husband’s genius.

' ■ 'HERE began now, in earnest, the kind 
of a life that I lived for years after­

ward. The nurse took care of Edgar beau­
tifully. I had an excellent maid for the 
house, extra help when needed, the wash­
ing sent out, tailors to make my clothes, 
every material detail of my life cared for, 
but I had exhaustive duties, just the 
same, which grew heavier and heavier 
as time went on, so that, as I have said 
before, Ben, tired as he was, got into the 
habit of rubbing my back every night, to 
lessen the nervous tension under which 
I labored.

Now I learned to pinch and save, not 
in pennies but by purchasing in quanti­
ties. I gave up what would have been 
the sewing room or the trunk room in 
our apartment to storage. The com­
monest foods I bought in twenty pound 
lots, coffee in the sack, green, to be 
roasted once a day and ground while 
still warm, getting it for ten cents a 
pound and gaining the reputation of 
being the finest coffee maker in New 
York. I shopped endlessly; buying 
cautiously hats, gowns, gloves, shoes, 
wraps, all the endless array of clothes 
that a woman needs if she is to be more 
than a shadow moving amongst other 
shadows to the discriminating eye.

I learned the trick of buying from the 
little shops where the models of many 
famous dresses appeared after they had 
served time in the glass cases of Fifth 
Avenue. I discovered Lexington Avenue 
almost before the world did, and used 
the small, clever shops there.

Soon, although Ben made less money 
than many other men did who were more 
or less in his class, we began to be the 
arbiters of that little world. We were 
continually being courted. People 
watched our comings and goings, quoted 
us, aped us, envied us, sneered at us. 
We were marked for the fact that there 
did not seem to be any “back stage” 
phase to our existence. People could 
come in at any time and find me as 
quietly and well gowned as if I had issued 
invitations.

They could come in any evening and 
find Ben and me well dressed and ready 
to receive all and sundry. We had a little 
car when other men of Ben’s position 
did not think that they could afford one. 
We could not afford one, either, but Ben’s



manner of superb confidence got us any­
thing that he decided that we ought to 
have. Thus we were always greatly in 
debt but there was always money enough 
to meet whatever payments were due.

Very early in my life on Riverside 
Drive, I learned to keep careful accounts, 
to stretch budgets, to pay a little here 
and there that I might buy more here and 
there.

“Never look down,” Ben would say 
gaily to me. “That’s the advice that 
they give the steeplejacks and we are a 
pair of steeplejacks. It’s not enough to 
keep your place. You have to shove it 
ahead of you.”

Following this rule, he was never the 
man who was dismissed from a firm or a 
connection but the man who dismissed । 
himself. The moment that there did not 
seem to be an immediate chance of a 
“raise” or of making better terms, he 
began to look for another connection. 
So, instead of his watching the faces of 
the men he did business with, they 
watched his. It grew to be a sign of pros­
perity for any firm to have a contract 
with Ben Butler. “You must be good, 
if you can afford him,” others would say ! 
to that firm.

We were breathlessly climbing when 
that madness, the World War, broke loose.

I shall never forget the whoop of joy 
with which Ben cried:

"Now watch us clean up!”

T WAS stunned. Father had written 
•1 me one of his rare letters, a careful, 
guarded letter, in his meticulous hand, 
with the old-fashioned letter formations, 
just before the war did break, warning 
me of “The greatest catastrophe we have 
ever known,” and urging me not to forget 
that America ought to take a proud and I 
honest position.

This was just as the first rumbles of the 
war began, and before even our states­
men were aware of the impending con- I 
flict. At least, before they allowed their 
awareness to get into the papers. It was 
characteristic of father that he should 
write me on such a subject at length, 
when he had sent me only a pleasant 
note when Edgar was born. I never ap­
preciated the solid power of my father’s 
mind until long after he had been laid 
away with the other Pendletons in the 
old churchyard. However, W'hen Ben 
greeted the war with a yell of exultation 
I was stunned. Feebly I tried to tell him 
that it was a terrible thing, that we ought 
not to look forward to benefiting by it, 
but he only gave me his usual response; 
he squeezed my hand, and grinned and 
said:

“Old girl, you watch the fun!”
I don’t pretend to know what he did 

then. He sold stocks feverishly. He 
was, more than he had ever been in his 
life, away from home. But the tempo 
of our family life increased and increased. 
A class of persons with which I had not 
been familiar began to associate with us. 
They were common and uneducated, 
some of them, some of them frankly on 
the edge of the criminal world; all of them 
out to “get theirs.”

It was at this period that I began to 
grow vaguely alarmed, vaguely uneasy. 
The people whom we had more or less 
known as fairly substantial seemed to 
literally fall apart. Men lost their modest
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fortunes over-night and their families 
disappeared from our view, sunk, lost in 
some abyss where they did not wish us 
to follow them, and where we would not 
have done so. Crash! Some man was 
out of business and, at once, several more 
were, too.

Ben and his special friends were of a 
different caliber. They seized oppor­
tunities, they flung themselves into big 
breaches, they gambled fearlessly, with 
a laugh in their teeth.

Prices of everything went up. Instead 
of retrenching, Ben, true to his code, in­
creased his expenditure. It was then 
that we moved to one of the duplex 
apartments in the fashionable section. 
It was then that he urged me to be careful, 
not in the spending of money but in 
“keeping with the right people.” In this 
new house of ours I found a new set of 
people, partly through the very fact that 
we lived there and partly through the 
fact that Ben was now a partner in the 
old and very substantial firm of Carter, 
Harris, Jones and Butler. Their specialty 
was “a quick turnover”—at least, that 
was what it had come to be. Mr. Harris, 
who was the only member with whom I 
ever had very close contact, mourned to 
me once that he feared their turnovers 
were too quick, but he was always in bad 
repute among the members of his firm, 
who disrespectfully spoke of him as 
“old Crape.”

THESE newest people were a notch 
above the war profiteers, with whom 
I had had only a fleeting association. 

They were possessed of country “places” 
on Long Island or out Westchester way. 
They went to Europe as casually as I 
went downtown. They never seemed 
to work. Men and women, they always 
seemed able to be tea-ing at some smart 
hotel or off on somebody’s yacht.

Ben and I began to do that, too. I 
wondered how Ben managed, but old 
Mr. Harris mournfully informed me one 
day, as we sat on the porch of a big 
country club where Ben and half a 
dozen men had gone ostensibly to play 
golf.

“What they are really doing is killing 
an industry so that another industry can 
be born,” he told me, “It is not business, 
according to my way of thinking. We 
used to get these things over in the office 
and then go home to our families. I 
don't know any more when office hours 
begin and end. These boys play all the 
time and work all the time, and you 
never know where you are.”

The war taught us the word camou­
flage, but the thing itself was no novelty. 
There were days during the first year of 
the War when I was living in my eagle’s 
nest far up in the big building when I had 
a ghastly sensation that I was not really 
there, at all, that it was only a sort of 
picture of me that was there.

Out of this state I was shocked by the 
discover}' that I was to have another 
child. And just when I found this out, 
my father died, without warning, quietly, 
after reading aloud to mother from The 
Tempest, as he so often did.

I had been home only once since I had 
left it, and then on an automobile tour 
with Ben, when we had stopped at the 
old place for a day. I had been struck 
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with what seemed to me the pitiful 
poverty of it, and I had tried to induce 
lather to sell the place and at least go 
and live in a good hotel in Baltimore, 
but although he listened to me, he had 
only smiled gently at me, and when we 
left, nothing had been decided.

Mother was as quiet and silent as 
usual, when I walked into the front door 
of my girlhood home. It was November 
and the trees were bare. All the country­
side seemed to be inexpressively lonely. 
Not a horse stirred in the fields. I had 
forgotten how solitary the earth could 
look under November skies—in the 
country.

'T'HE house frightened me. There was 
no bath. There was no one to bring me 

water when I wished to dress. Food had 
to be prepared over the kitchen stove, 
with coal, which required careful atten­
tion. There was the old “base-burner” 
in the parlor where we gathered, but the 
rest of the house was chilly. Father lay, 
with a hint of his usual smile, in the 
library, where it was so cold that you 
could see your breath.

I went in there by myself, on the second 
day and looked long into his quiet face; 
wondering what life had brought him, 
how it felt to be out of it, and whether 
he had known that he was going, in the 
few minutes before he died. How pitiful 
and poor his life looked to me. One long 
succession of quiet and uneventful days.

The uncommunicativeness of father’s 
friends was, I think, the thing which 
struck me with the worst chill. Few of 
them said anything. They came to the 
funeral and some of them shook hands 
with mother and with me. The women 
sat with us; but almost no one said 
anything.

Silent, mother sat beside me, too, and 
I looked uneasily and aside at her, 
wondering how she could be so calm. 
Before they closed the coffin, she got up 
and went over to it, and touched father, 
a caress which was so noble in its gesture 
that for the moment I was startled. 
Was that my mother, my plain and silent 
mother, who, in her dark, flowing head­
dress and with the profile which I sud­
denly saw to be beautiful, stood like some 
Grecian or Roman statue?

That moment passed and I forgot it. 
There was all the misery of the cold drive 
to the church. Another Pendleton “laid 
to rest.” I shivered and cried and 
mother, dry-eyed though very pale, 
pulled my head down on her shoulder 
and took me back to the carriage in which 
we had come.

I had arranged that mother was to 
come back to the city with me. Ben had 
insisted on this. He said that I would 
need mother, that he was getting more 
and more busy, that Edgar ought to 
have her and finally, that she’d be 
happier.

So mother came back, and I put her 
in one of the bedrooms where we had 
used to put guests. The nursery, where 
Edgar and his nurse lived, was next to it. 
Mother dismissed the nurse. She said 
that unless she had real work she would 
not be happy and that she was not used 
to servants. So she and Edgar began 
their life together and, although I was sup­
posed to be very “quiet,” entertaining 
went on in our house pretty steadily.



Ben performed miracles, so that he might 
again be home with me, but we seldom 
saw each other without others near and 
with us. People had found out that our 
home was always ready to receive guests 
and that we were hosts who received 
with every air of being happy in doing so.

Mother would not take partin our fam­
ily life. With her black dress, her small, 
sheer white apron, her hair parted in the 
middle, her steel-bowed spectacles, she 
was an incongruous figure in this ultra 
modern home of ours, and if she had not 
had the good sense to take her silent 
place behind it there would have been 
ditficulty. When I think that even Ben 
thought that mother did not want to see 
company and that, she was too “old 
fashioned” for us, and that neither one 
of us knew enough to see that she under­
stood us a great deal better than we 
did her!

She made no comment on our way of 
life, and did not encourage me to make 
any. She liked dinner at noon, so she 
and Edgar had it then, and they had 
light supper at five. When Molly was 
born, with all the ultra modern acces­
sories of two nurses, a doctor and a 
specialist, and a nurse for the baby in 
addition, she said just one thing:

“I suppose that it will be a year before 
you think that 1 can take care of her.”

IT was all of that. We kept the special 
baby’s nurse for her and as there was 

not room enough in our apartment for this 
nurse, she and the baby had a room in 
one of the hotels near by. Mother made 
no comment on this arrangement, but 1 
knew what she thought, it was Ben’s 
idea. I knew that the increasing pressure 
of our financial affairs was getting very 
heavy and feebly tried to insist that we 
should take Molly into our room and 
then have mother help me with her, with 
the addition of a nurse for both children, 
but Ben was so nervous about this and so 
irritable—for once in his life—that I 
agreed.

This was a period in which life hit such 
a pace with us that there were times when 
Ben did not even see the children for days 
at a time and when I could not do much 
better.

Our house was the gathering place of 
all sorts of people. We were getting 
bigger and bigger in business.

I had to spend my entire time seeing 
women whose husbands were part of 
Ben’s following, and we entertained 
lavishly. It was no longer possible for me 
to do what I had done up to that time, 
in the way of serving meals which I 
skillfully arranged for in inexpensive 
ways. Dining at the expensive and ex­
clusive restaurant on the twentieth floor 
of our big building was “the thing,” and 
many a time twenty people were with us 
at some impromptu party. I used to 
shiver and deliberately put away the 
thought of what each mouthful of food 
that our guests put into their mouths 
would cost us. Motoring out to one of 
the fashionable restaurants on Long 
Island was a weekly event. Even with 
only one carload, we never got out of it 
for less than a hundred dollars.

The war was in full swing now, and 
more and more every other interest was 
swallowed up in it. The stock market 
was in a very doubtful condition and
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Ben’s nerves, for the first time in my 
experience of him, began to go. The 
“booms” and the “war babies” and “war 
brides” which were the names that were 
bestowed on highly profitable stocks, 
seemed to be the only topic of conver­
sation, unless one might mention the 
weaving thread of prohibition which was 
getting itself into conversation oftener 
and oftener.

The tension increased and increased 
and Ben stopped laughing. Once or 
twice he had a night when he could not 
sleep at all.

One day I went into the quiet room 
where mother and Edgar were having 
their early supper. The nurse had left 
Molly with mother for the afternoon. 
She was different from Edgar, a boister­
ous child, always cooing and laughing, 
with bright, blue eyes with their turned- 
up fringes, just like Ben’s. Mother had 
the knack of keeping a room in order, no 
matter how constant its use, and the air 
of peace, quiet and comfort which lay 
over the scene touched something in me. 
Suddenly I was tired and I was frightened. 
I sat down on the stool where mother 
usually put her feet when she was sewing 
and for a long time felt that I wanted to 
say something, and could not. Mother 
glanced at me now and then.

“TAO you feel well, Laura Belle?” she 
asked at last.

“Well enough,” I replied listlessly. 
“But—mother, have you noticed Ben 
lately? He never gets in to see you very 
much, but when you had breakfast with 
us last Sunday didn’t you notice how un­
steady his hand was? He never drinks 
much, you know. He never has; though 
he has the reputation. It’s wonderful 
how he can take just a sip or two and 
‘ditch’ the rest somewhere, as he calls it. 
But he’s not sleeping well.”

Mother helped Edgar to some rice 
pudding and shook her head, compressing 
her lips a little before she spoke:

“Daughter, it is no use for me to say 
anything. You and your husband have 
your lives to live. I do not consider that 
the way you live them is worth while, 
or the right way, but they are yours, 
just the same. I hope that Ben will try 
to take a little rest now and then; 
he needs it.”

Beyond that she would not go, and I 
knew her too well to try to get her to 
talk. But I pushed the stool along until 
it was by her chair, and leaned my head 
against her for a while. She laid her hand 
kindly on my hair and finally began to 
lightly pass it over my forehead and eyes, 
something which she had often done in 
my early years, when I had had so many 
dull, baffling headaches.

That was the beginning of a vague and 
yet very positive development of a closer 
relationship between mother and me. I 
felt that she was wise; I was beginning 
to understand the stern strength of her 
character and also to appreciate how 
much she had taken off of me in the care 
of the children. That week I really as­
serted myself and declared that Molly’s 
nurse could go now; that mother would 
take care of her for me, with just a little 
nursemaid for both children.

Ben frightened me by irritably and 
absently agreeing. It was the first time 

that anything which had to do with me 
or our home or the children had not 
seemed to be of the utmost importance 
to him.

Suddenly, like the popping of buds on 
a laurel bush, America gave a whoop and 
threw herself into the War. The air 
tightened nerves everywhere, bands were 
playing along all the principal streets, 
orators were on the steps of the library 
with fifty thousand people packed around, 
listening to them, women everywhere 
were organizing.

Ben amazed me by not feeling a thing 
about the rightness or the wrongness of 
it, and by not having the slightest reac­
tion to any nation’s part in the fight. 
What he wanted was the adventure!

His eyes would blaze as I had not seen 
them blaze in years when the bands 
played; he loved the excitement; his 
nervousness fell away from him. It was 
no surprise to me when he told me that he 
wanted to go to the officers’ training 
camp at Plattsburgh. 1 fought him 
about it, one of the few times in my life 
when I tried to influence him. The 
humiliation that I felt when I found that 
he did not even listen to what I said 
made me resentful. He would kiss me, 
and tell me how carefully he was arrang­
ing things with the firm so that I would 
be “quite all right,” but he never even re­
plied to a word that I said about his not 
being a soldier. I urged him to be “a 
dollar man,” for which he was really 
fitted, but he shrugged that away.

I knew why. All those years, when I 
had not had time to read anything but 
smatterings of this and that, when I had 
been, as it were, Ben’s armor bearer, I had 
learned to know my lad. I had gained 
something in depth of feeling, too, and 
the shallowness of Ben’s reaction to the 
solemn appeal of the War hurt me as I 
had never been hurt by anything else in 
the world.

MOTHER said to me finally, “Laura 
Belle, you might as well stop. Ben 

can’t feel the War as anything but a new 
kind of adventure. A good many men who 
get the reputation for being brave soldiers 
are like that. They want to be released 
for a while from the serious world where 
there isn’t much excitement, even though 
they know that they endanger their lives 
by it.”

This was heresy and I instantly flew to 
the defense of Ben. Mother shut her 
mouth, smiled at me and took up a sock 
that she was knitting.

I flounced out of her room and gave 
Ben the surprise of his life by suddenly 
being enthusiastic about his going to 
Plattsburgh. At once, he was the gay 
and happy lad, the joyous adventurer, 
and a still, small voice within me told me 
that mother was right. The hypnotic 
influence of such an atmosphere as that 
in which we lived at that time, however, 
prevented me from hanging on to the 
idea. It was long, long afterward, that I 
was to realize how true mother’s estimate 
had been of almost all war and all 
soldiers.

Ben was a great success in the camp. 
His superiors told me that he would be a 
superb soldier and I did not doubt it. 
His qualities had always been those of 
the gallant fighter.



With a good many other women, I 
worked hard. For many months I 
waited on the table in one of the “huts” 
where we fed soldiers. I hated the work, 
but there was nothing else that 1 could 
do. Some of the women whom I had 
known were still frittering away their 
time and money, but many an acquain­
tance of mine really buckled down to 
work—hard, grinding, physical work.

I had deliberately chosen the work of 
waiting on table because it would not 
disfigure my hands. This was a secret 
that I kept to myself. Ben had always 
loved my hands, and they were really 
beautiful. Anywhere and everywhere, 
they were admired. Many an honest 
young fellow has “kidded” me about the 
“rose leaves” or “the snowflakes” that 
were bringing him big platters of ham 
and eggs. In a way, I felt that it was 
cowardly—but I didn’t want Ben to lose 
what he had always prized so.

I had wanted to move into a less pre­
tentious place, but Ben wouldn’t hear 
of it. He said that if it were necessary 
he would; but that it would have a bad 
effect on the firm’s reputation if we took 
a backward step. Besides, everything 
was going up and up, money was easy 
and his share was considerable.

CO things went along until suddenly- 
it was Armistice Day.

I suppose that there are hundreds of 
thousands of women in this country and 
all over the world who will never forget 
that day. I never shall. I went to a 
balcony high up on our building, where a 
number of the tenants were gathered and 
listened to the titanic roar which told me 
that the war was over, and that Ben, my 
Ben, was coming right home to us. 
Mother refused to come down. She sat 
quietly in her room, something monu­
mental about her simplicity, and her set, 
still face.

"Yes, dear,” she said, “I’m glad! It 
was time.”

“And Ben didn't have to fight, after 
all!” I exulted.

She gave me a glance over the top of 
her glasses and there was rebuke in it.

“Others did,” she said slowly, “and 
perhaps it would have been better for 
Ben if he had, too.”

I did not understand her and instantly 
flared up in his defense. Hadn’t he gone 
to the training camp? Was it his fault 
if the war stopped a week before he was 
scheduled to sail for Europe and the 
fighting? Mother shook her head.

“I didn’t mean it that way, Laura 
Belle,” she said and would say no more.

Ben came home soon afterward and I 
had a wild celebration staged for him, 
with all his “old friends,” whom we had 
known actually for several years, to wel­
come him. He was brown and leaner 
than I had ever known him; a little older, 
a little colder. There was something 
lacking in him. Try as we all did that 
night, the old thrill was out of the party.

Most of the people went home at 
twelve. By half-past one the apartment 
contained only ourselves. I had waited 
for that moment, when we were alone, 
thrilled with the belief that it would be 
like finding Ben again; for the time when 
he had been at the training camp was 
the first separation that we had ever had, 
but he was tired—tired in a way that I
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had never seen him and I soon persuaded 
him to go to bed.

He slept, moaning in his sleep, and I 
sat across from him, in the shadow of the 
window drapery, where I was sure that 
he could not see me, if he awoke and 
shivered with fear.

Something was wrong. I knew it. Of 
course, what I feared was the tragedy of 
the other woman, the other woman that 
so many men found, either just outside 
the training camps or in the nearby towns. 
Ben had not wanted me to go up to 
Plattsburgh. He said that it would dis­
tract him and that it was a stupid little 

The House That Love Built 
{Continued from page 69)

can get most rooms for our money in a 
rectangular house.”

These little planning parties were 
nightly occurrences, and recurrences all 

I through the week-end. Plans were 
I changed, rooms modified, and untold 

compromises made.
I wanted small panes in the windows 

to give a cottage-like effect, and to break 
up the large surfaces. Isobel acknowl­
edged the value of the idea, but floored 
me with the argument that she had to 
wash the windows and that six small 
panes were about six times as hard to 
wash as one large one. So what we did, 
was to have small panes in the upper 
sashes where frequent washings would 
not be necessary because the youngsters’ 
little hands and noses would not be con­
stantly pressed against the glass to dirty 
it, and large single panes in the lower 
sashes which the children could reach.

Where we achieved distinction was in 
the grouping of the windows.

ON the front of both the living and din­
ing rooms, the effect of one large and 

generous window was gained by placing 
three windows side by side, with nothing 
but thin frames between for the sash 
weights.

For the high window over the side­
board in the dining room, we used only 
an upper sash, and hinged it like a single 
casement. We did this, too, with the 
two high windows on either side of the 
fireplace in the living room which was 
above the built-in bookcases.

When everything was arranged, so I 
thought, as nearly perfect as possible, 
I told Isobel that I was going to take my 
sketches to an architect and have him 
make some real plans and specifications.

“But your sketches are all right now,” 
Isobel insisted, “they look as good as 
any we’ve seen in the magazines.”

“I know,” I said, graciously accepting 
the compliment, “but they need an 
architect. I don’t know how high the 
risers on a step should be. I don’t know 
whether those stairs are going to come 
out all right, or if they’re going to have 
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town and it would worry him to think of 
my being poked away there, far from the 
New York which I loved and which loved 
me. I remembered that and wondered, 
wondered. Finally I fled to the dressing 
room to cry miserably half the night.

What had the Il'ar done to Ben Butler? 
Il’u.v there really another woman, or had it 
merely wakened his soul, as it did the 
souls of so many men and women? An­
other installment of this absorbing story of a 
woman’s life will appear in the

August True Story Magazine 
On Sale Everywhere July 5th.

a step too many or too few, or maybe a 
half step somewhere to fool somebody.”

I took another breath, “Besides, the 
architect makes specifications which call 
for the right sort of material, and checks 
up on the contractor, so you can tell if 
you’re getting gypped.”

Isobel seemed to be convinced, but still 
persisted, “Isn’t it a little early to get an 
architect if you don’t know when and 
where you’re going to build and haven’t 
even got the money yet?”

“Well, yes, and no!” was my answer. 
“I find that if you know what you want, 
and if you want it hard enough, you’11 
generally get it. That’s the theory I went 
on when I took you away from that big 
collection of other fellows who didn’t want 
you quite as much as I did.”

“NTOW don’t get too proud of yourself,”
’ Isobel cautioned. “You didn’t do 

it all, you know. Supposing I preferred 
you to the rest of them? Maybe that had 
something to do with it.”

“All right, have it your own way,” I 
came back. “But as I was saying, as long 
as we know what we want, we’re going to 
get it.”

So with Isobel’s blessing, I went to two 
young friends of mine who were just start­
ing out as architects. They said that the 
plans I made were perfectly plain and easy 
to follow, but that they would have to be 
worked out in detail. And not until I 
saw their blue prints did I realize that 
there were so many details to a building.

The blue prints included the front and 
side elevations, and the floor plans of the 
cellar and the first and second stories. As 
we examined them, it seemed almost as if 
we owned the house already and could 
start moving in.

I said to Isobel. “Now we won’t have 
to use the chiffonier as a baby’s crib.”

The adventures of Isobel and Leslie in 
planning and constructing “The House 
That Love Built” will be continued in the

August True Story Home Maker.
On Sale Everywhere July 5th



Why She 
Disappeared

(Continued from page 53)

often unnecessary between friends. How 
well I know that Alice’s little ruse was 
just another bit of aid for me.

And there by the rippling, singing 
water, the wind murmuring in the trees 
around us, the ethereal moonlight glorify­
ing her sweet face, I asked Janet to be 
my wife. I do not recall that all these 
beauties of nature registered with me 
that night, but when that hallowed hour 
comes to me, I am conscious of it all, a 
fitting setting for a perfect memory.

Perfect in spite of the quick tears, the 
sob in her voice; it was hard to get her to 
talk, but finally to my joy and relief, I 
was able to understand that it was not 
because she did not love me, but due to a 
deep regret that she could not come to me 
untouched by the experiences that had 
shadowed her life. To me that mattered 
not at all, save for the thought that she 
had known sorrow—she who deserved 
only happiness.

I do not know how long we stood there; 
like a dream I remember that finally 
Alice and Jim came looking for us. We 
did not need to tell them the happy news.

After the congratulations were over, 
Jim grumbled. “We wouldn’t have come 
now, but they put us out of the tavern, 
locked it up and won’t open up for break­
fast for a few minutes. And we thought j 
there was room on this bench for another 
couple—it’s our bench anyway.” And in a 
happy mood, we drove home.

There was no reason for delay, so in 
less than six weeks from the night I met 
Janet, she was my wife. No words can 
express my joy and pride nor tell the 
happiness of the next eight years; they 
were too perfect, too happy to last.

T F ever, in this world, two people were 
A meant for each other, they were Janet 
and I. As the swift years went by, we 
grew closer and closer.

Not that we escaped sorrow. Our first 
baby, a boy, died at birth, and the little 
girl who came to us two years later lived 
only eighteen months. It was hard to 
lose them, especially little Marianne. 
She had grown into the very fiber of our 
lives, a healthy, robust child, never sick 
until that dreadful epidemic of infantile 
paralysis swept our city.

Our grief only made our love deeper, 
made us more dependent on each other 
and, terrible as it was to lose Marianne, 
I knew it would have been far worse to 
lose Janet. It was well in those years 
that I had no inkling the Fates were 
weaving that loss for me, too.

But she was always in perfect health 
and, though rather delicate in appearance, 
full of life and vitality.

“We shall have more children, Tom,” 
she often whispered. “We are young yet 
and I pray every day for them.”

We knew that she grieved for Marianne, 
but she was brave about it, and life was 
full of interests and activities for Janet.

She had so many friends and had com­
pletely thrown off the reserve that had 
crept over her in former years. Her 
beautiful nature grew and expanded like 
a rich flower.

Brides tell us . . . clever wives 
everywhere say . . . “We have 
found a wonderful new beauty 
secret right in the dishpan!"

As 1605 out of1657 recent brides 
questioned in 11 big cities ex­
plained it—

“We have discovered such a 
simple way to keep our hands 
smooth and white in spite of house­
work—using Lux for our dishes.”

Beauty Experts Agree
Experts in 305 famous beauty 
shops are enthusiastic about this

new kind of beauty care for the 
hands!

These experts say—
“With all our experience we 

cannot distinguish between hands 
that never wash dishes and hands 
that wash dishes with Lux ... Lux 
in the dishpan givesrealbeauty care?'

Start today giving your hands 
this wise beauty care! It’s so in­
expensive!

Lux for all your dishes costs less 
than A a day! Lovely white hands 
for such a tiny cost!

$'1929. Lever Bros. Co.. Cambridge. Mass*



Everyone knows 
who they are... 

but you never 
dreamed they had

GRAYHAIR!
Here is a famous Broadway star 
and a social leader—both restore 
their hair to youthful color, yet 
not even their best friends know it.

Mrs. A....................(society
matron and prominent 
hostess) employs it to 
touch up graying streaks 
because it blends in to the 
exact shade of her hail— 
neither too dark nor too 
light, “Touching up” 
faded streaks cannot be 
done unnoticeably with 

ordinary dyes.

Test free their way to youthful color

Miss B............. (well-
known actress) was 
told by her physician 
to use this way be­
cause of its safety. 
This way replaces 
crude, dangerous 

dyes.

gray. Thousands of
others who know them in society or see them 
daily on the stage will never know it.

YOU’LL never 
know these 
women once had 

hair streaked with

Now you may end gray and faded streaks 
by the method they find so priceless. In the 
privacy of your boudoir you will be amazed at 
how it erases the years. Send the coupon to 
Mary T. Goldman, its discoverer, for a free 
test package to try.

The safest way—also simplest

When it arrives, simply dampen a comb in this 
amazing liquid—clear and colorless as water— 
then run it through the hair. That’s all.

Touch only certain parts or the entire head, 
it makes no difference. You can almost see the 
color creep back, so naturally does it do its 
work. Streaks disappear . . . gray vanishes. If 
auburn, your hair reverts to auburn. If black, 
black it will be.

No need now for crude, messy dyes judged 
dangerous to hair. This way defies detection. 
Nothing to wash or rub off.

Please send for your free test package. Then 
snip off a single lock of your hair and try it 
first on that.

Or go to your nearest drug store and get a 
bottle. If not delighted your money will be 
returned.

FREE TEST
Mary T. Goldman, 371-J Goldman Bldg., St. Paul, Minn.

Check color: Black.... dark brown.... medium brown.... 
auburn (dark red)...light brown.. .light auburn.. .blonde...

Name..........................................................................................

Street..........................................................................................

City.............................................................................................
Please print your name and address

MARY T. GOLDMAN'S
Hair Color Hestorer

How proud and happy I was those 
days! “I wish we could live forever, 
Janet!” I often said.

Once she answered, ‘'Why, we shall 
live forever, Tom, only it will be 
different.”

“But I like it this way,” I retorted. 
And despite her deep religious faith, 
Janet laughed merrily.

“You will be rather a broad-shouldered 
angel. Tom!”

“I’ll probably get thinner, not having 
anything to eat, but I guess I can stand 
it, if they’ll let us have a little corner of 
Heaven for ourselves.”

It was often necessary for me to take 
long trips, and Janet nearly always ac­
companied me. We visited most of our 
large cities, attended the opera in New 
York and so forth. Her mind was a 
storehouse of interesting information, as 
she was a voracious reader. So wherever 
we went, she knew what to look for. We 
had wonderful times.

TT was about eight years after we were 
married that I went East alone. Janet’s 

mother had been taken seriously ill just 
as we were ready to leave.

It was the first long trip I had made 
without her, and I missed her happy 
comradeship. I was very busy, going 
from one city to another in the interest 
of our mining activities, but 1 had time 
to think of Janet. One night I kept 
dreaming about her. waking several times 
shaken with fear that she was in danger. 
Ordinarily I paid little heed to dreams; 
seldom experienced them, but that night 
was one succession of nightmares, and 
the next day they kept recurring to my 
mind.

I hurried through the remainder of my 
business, deciding to finish it through the 
medium of telegrams, and started home 
sooner than I had planned to do. It 
seemed as though the train fairly crawled 
along, and the relief I felt when I saw 
Janet at the station to meet me was un­
speakable.

As plainly as though it were yesterday, 
I can see her as she stood on the platform, 
waving me a welcome. She wore a 
brown velvet costume trimmed with fur 
that set off her beauty to perfection, her 
eyes so softly luminous, her sweet, sensi­
tive mouth. I was sure that every man 
present envied me when she rushed into 
my arms.

“Oh. Tom, I thought you’d never get 
here! If you had stayed much longer, 
I’d have gone to meet you!”

“I wish you had. 1 should have stayed 
at least a week more.” In the seclusion 
of the car, I pulled her closer to me. She 
had driven down to meet me in her own 
little coupe.

“Then you were lonesome, too?” Her 
eyes were rapturous.

“I don’t need to tell you that, do I? 
But I was sort of anxious, too—thank 
heaven, you’re all right.”

“Anxious?” She laughed merrily, “I 
was never better!”

When we reached home, Lutie. the 
capable colored housekeeper who had been 
with us for years, had a particularly 
good lunch ready.

I shall always remember that meal; the 
last time that Janet and I sat down to­
gether in our pretty dining room. The 
midday sun shone warm and bright 

through the windows, where Janet had 
drawn the draperies back, “So we can 
see the gorgeous autumn colors,” she 
said.

And we were so utterly happy—had 
so much to tell each other. I moved my 
place around to the side of the table so I 
could be nearer to her. Finally, Lutie, 
privileged by her years and long service, 
laughed good-naturedly, “Do you all 
want me to cough when I open dat do’, 
or jes’ ’tend lak I don’ see all dem kisses, 
Mistah Tom?”

“I don’t care, Lutie, do as you like. 
Six weeks is a long time to be gone, you 
know,” I laughed.

After lunch I had to hurry to the office 
for a conference with Jim. Our big car 
had been taken to the garage for repairs 
after I went away, and had not been 
brought back. “Take mine,” Janet said.

But I knew she was going to her 
mother’s that afternoon and replied that 
I’d call a taxi; then she could stop at the 
office for me on her way home.

While waiting for the taxi to come, we 
walked around the yard, commenting 
on the improvements we were planning, 
and as I rode away, she stood plucking 
the dead blooms from a bed of phlox, the 
sun warming her hair to a cloud of glory; 
a perfect picture of a beloved, happy 
woman.

That afternoon went by quickly. Jim 
was more than pleased at the results of 
my eastern trip, and I was elated at his 
words of honest praise. Half-past five 
came, and Janet was not there yet. It 
worried me, but trying to conceal the 
anxiety in my voice. I called her mother 
and to myr surprise learned that Janet 
had not been there at all. nor had she 
telephoned her mother. Her mother 
had thought little of it, supposing that 
we were spending the afternoon down­
town together and would drive out that 
evening.

JIM sat across from me. “That’s 
queer,” he commented, understand­

ing from my side of the conversation.
Then the telephone rang: it was Lutie, 

wildly excited and difficult to understand, 
because she was almost hysterical. But 
I was able to gather that she had been 
gone from the house several hours and 
had just returned, Janet having told her 
that we would have a late dinner. She 
had known Janet was going to her 
mother’s, but the car still stood in the 
driveway where we had left it at noon, 
and she was afraid Janet had been kid­
naped. No, her purse lay on the table 
where she had left it.

A cold sweat broke over me. “I’ll be 
right out, Lutie. Don’t call any one 
else.”

“What has happened?” Jim asked 
breathlessly.

“I don’t know, but I’m afraid! Janet 
isn’t home, and her car is in the drive­
way where she left it. You know she al­
ways takes that car.” And I grabbed my 
hat and coat.

“We’ll go out in my' car—it’s right out­
side,” Jim dashed along with me, and we 
sped homeward as fast as traffic would 
permit. Lutie had turned on nearly all 
the lights in the house.

“I’ve looked all ovah downstai’s and 
in the basement, Mistah Tom, but I’m 
afraid to go upstai’s! I jes’ know some­



thin’ awful has happened to Miss Janet, 
or she'd telephone!”

Jim and I bounded up the stairs; by 
instinct, I went first to our room. Every­
thing was in order and in the closet; as I 
turned from the closet door, Jim gripped 
my arm, saying, “1 found this on the 
dresser.” And he handed me an en­
velope. My name, “Tom,” was written 
across it in Janet’s handwriting; but 
evidently scrawled hastily or nervously.

“Sit down, Tom,” and Jim pushed me 
into a chair.

It took but a minute to scan the brief 
message.
Tom:

Clay Maynard, my husband, came back 
today. He has become rich in Alaska. I 
am going with him of my own free will. 
Even if I cared more for you than for him, 
my religion would compel me to go with 
him. Do not try to find me—I shall not 
come back. Forget me for I am going out of 
your life forever. Do not try to find me.

Janet Maynard

That was all; each word in the last 
sentence heavily underscored, adding a 
terrible finality to their meaning! I 
thrust it at Jim. “Jim, read it aloud! 
tell me I’ve read it wrong! Read it!”

Consternation and pity in his voice, 
Jim read it slowly, each word burning 
into my brain. It sounded so unlike 
Janet, not even “dear Tom”; no word of 
endearment, no mention of the years to­
gether nor of regret.

The same suspicion darted through 
Jim’s mind as was in mine. “Tom,” he 
gasped, “she wrote that under threat! 
What shall we do?”

T SPRANG to my feet, “I must find her, 
* Janet is frightened! She needs me!”

We acted quickly and quietly. With 
Jim’s help and the services of a private 
detective we learned in a few hours that 
Clay Maynard had arrived in town that 
morning, discovered that Janet was 
married, and made his plans to take her 
with him on an afternoon train to Salt 
Lake City, even purchasing the railroad 
tickets before going to the house. That 
was all we could discover, no one had seen 
Janet until the train was pulling out, 
when a friend had seen her through the 
window.

Alice, in the meantime, came out to my 
own home, and she and Lutie found that 
Janet had taken only the barest traveling 
necessities in a small bag. leaving the 
jewelry which she ordinarily wore, even 
her engagement and wedding rings, 
thrown hastily in a dresser drawer. It 
was all so evident. Clay Maynard had 
compelled her to go with him.

Jim got in touch with some of the 
office force, giving necessary instructions, 
and left with the detective and me on a 
late train for Salt Lake City, leaving 
Alice to tell Janet’s mother the meager 
facts we had been able to learn or guess. 
“Keep right with me, Tom,” Jim urged. 
“I took the precaution of bringing a gun. 
Maybe you don’t know it, but Clay 
Maynard has the reputation of having 
killed a man down South.”

Two days later we found Janet. They 
were registered at a large hotel in Salt 
Lake City, and fortunately, Janet was in 
the suite alone when we arrived. Jim 
and the detective paced up and down the 
hall after they were certain that Janet

Again... 
she didn’t 
feel like 
going out

Once she had been a compan­
ion to her husband in every­

thing. But now' she was finding it 
impossible to be the comrade she 
used to be. He could not under­
stand why. Neither could she.

She did not realize that her 
health and the energy and vivacity 
which depend so largely on it arise 
from a fastidiously-cared-for body 
and sane habits of living.

Like many thousands of women, 
she did not understand feminine 
hygiene, modern science’s health 
safeguard for women.

Yet no woman need misunder­
stand the facts. The makers of 
“Lysol” Disinfectant offer you, 
free, a booklet prepared by an 
eminent woman physician which 
answers those intimate questions 
you ■would like to ask her in per­
son. It is called “The Scientific 
Side of Health and Youth.” 
Frankly, explicitly, it gives pro­

LEHN & FINK, Inc., Sole Distributors, Dept.298fBloomfield, N. J. 

Please send me, free, your booklet, 
"The Scientific Side of Health and Youth.*’

Name.................................................................................................................................

Street.................................................................................................................................

City •State.

fessional information and specific 
rules. Simply mail us the coupon 
below. The booklet will reach you 
in a plain envelope.

In the meantime, take no 
chances. Buy a bottle of “Lysol” 
Disinfectant today. It has been 
the standard for this critical pur­
pose for nearly 40 years. Follow’ 
the simple directions which come 
with every bottle. Sole distribu­
tors: Lehn & Fink, Inc., Bloom­
field, N. J.

A A •*
“Lehn & Fink Serenade” — WJZ and 14 other 
stations associated with the National Broadcasting 
Company — every Thursday at 7 p. m., Eastern 
Standard time; 6 p. m., Central Standard time.

© Lehn & Fink, Inc., 1929



this perfect 
luaw-sdtincj fluid 
AT OUR EXPENSE
Your name, address and name of 
your druggist on a postal will 
bring you, free, a trial bottle of 
Wildroot Wave Set—the remark­
able new greaseless wave setting 
fluid that dries so rapidly and 
sets your wave so beautifully. 
Hairdressers endorse it—and say 
it is by far the best wave-setting 
fluid on the market. Guaranteed 
by the makers of Wildroot Hair 
Tonic. At druggists,department 
stores, hairdressers. Trial bottle 
FREE if you write at once. Wild­
root Co., Dept. T-7, Buffalo, N.Y.

WILDROOT

Touch aCORN
with this amazing liquid

SCIENCE has perfected new methods in end­
ing corns and callus spots. No more paring.

That is temporary; that is dangerous.
You touch the most painful corn with this 

amazing liquid which acts like a local anaes­
thetic. The pain stops in 3 seconds. You wear 
tight shoes, walk, dance, in comfort... instantly!

Then soon the corn begins to shrivel up and 
loosen. You peel it off with your fingers like 
dead skin. The whole corn is gone. Works 
on any kind of corn or callus, hard or soft; 
new or old. Ask your druggist for “Gets-It.” 
Results are guaranteed.

HPCTC IT” World’sVI Eb I W "II Fastest Way 

was there alone and evidently unharmed.
But how white and frightened she was! 

“Tom, Tom, darling! He—Clay may 
come any minute—he will shoot you! 
Oh, kiss me again and go, go, Tom!” 
and she pushed me wildly toward the door.

“He can’t hurt me, dearest, nor any one 
else.” I held her in my arms, trying to 
soothe her, “Jim and a detective are out­
side the door, both armed.”

She was trembling so she could scarce­
ly talk. Oh, how thankful I was to 
have her again! I had seen Janet in 
tears before but never could I have 
imagined her so broken and desperate, 
and my heart swelled with a grim de­
termination to settle this mad affair 
quickly—to kill Clay Maynard. That 
seemed the only solution.

“Janet, I know you wrote that note 
under threat. You don’t have to go 
with him; religion or no religion, you are 
my wife, not his! We can get a divorce 
and you and I be married again. Did 
you dream for one minute I could let 
you go?”

“But I must go—you don’t under­
stand!” She was frantic, “He will surely 
kill you! Kill all of us! For myself, I 
don’t care, I want to die, but I won’t 
sacrifice you! Nobody knows what a 
terrible temper he has—I never told! 
It won’t be long, Tom, for me. You 
must forget me, but go, please go, now!”

All the while she was holding my face 
in her hands, looking at me as though 
trying to impress every feature on her 
memory, as if seeing me for the last time.

“Forget you! Forget you, Janet! 
Why, you are part of me—these are my 
hands,” and I took the dear caressing 
hands in mine. “You are all mine, Clay 
Maynard cannot have you! I’ll never 
let you go!”

I HAVE to go, Tom. It isn’t my re­
ligion—I’ve found that you are more 

than that to me. You know that,” she 
had grown quieter, “he won’t hurt me if I 
go with him, but unless I do. he will kill 
you. Maybe something will happen to 
release me, but I must go now.”

The renunciation and despair in her 
face and voice were tearing my heart. 
It was impossible for me to believe that 
she really thought she had to go with 
him, but gradually I realized her de­
termination. “Better for me to die, for 
both of us to die, dear, than for you to 
go with him, to live with him!”

“I know it, Tom. Maybe I will die— 
I hope so, but if I don’t go with him now 
it will mean that I have murdered you! 
You don’t know—I didn’t have a minute 
alone until this afternoon, then I sent 
wires to you and mother. He stood over 
me with a gun at the house,” she trembled, 
“but since I came he has been kind— 
he won’t harm me now. Oh, Tom, if I 
could only die now, here in your arms!”

A light tap sounded at the door, and 
Clay Maynard, followed by Jim and the 
detective, stepped into the room. At 
sight of Maynard, 1 could feel Janet 
trembling. He was a tall, handsome 
man, polished, courtly in appearance, 
having a manner of success and affluence.

When he saw Janet and me standing 
together, a dark flush of anger dyed his 
cheeks, betraying a violent temper, and 
he spoke haughtily, “Release my wife, 
Mr. Gaylord!”

At his words, Janet’s hands covered her 
face, and she sank into a chair. As I 
turned, his hand moved to his hip pocket, 
and I sprang at him.

But in the same instant the detective 
caught his arm, and Jim pulled me back, 
saying quietly, “Not that way, Tom, not 
that way!”

I tried to calm myself, tried to reason 
with Clay Maynard in every manly wav, 
urging him to release Janet, but to no 
avail. He was firm in his determination 
to take her back to his native city, New 
Orleans, where they would establish a 
home. They had stopped in Salt Lake 
City only to buy her a new wardrobe.

He was very suave, even expressing 
regret for the dastardly way he had 
treated her in leading her to think he was 
dead, giving his reason that he had left 
Denver under a cloud and at the time he 
had that letter written to her, he was in 
poor health and badly off financially and 
thought she would be happier without 
him.

Now, having made a fortune, he was 
eager to make it all up to her, and nothing 
could induce him to give her up. I 
pleaded that she cared for me.

“She may care for you,” he answered, 
“but her religion will keep her mine. I 
know Janet can be trusted and have no 
fear of the future.”

T TP to that time, Jim had said nothing, 
but he broke in, “I don’t believe that 

even religion would keep Janet from Tom. 
I believe that you have threatened her!”

Again that dark look; he turned to 
Janet, “Are you going ■with me of your 
own free will or not, Janet? After all, 
you are the one to decide.”

Though he spoke gently, there was a 
veiled threat in the words, nor did I fail 
to detect the look of admiration in his 
eyes when Janet raised her face. Before 
the world, at least, if she went with him, 
she would be a cherished wife. Wife! My 
heart cried out that she was my wife, not 
his! But my lips were sealed, fearing 
what she would say and knowing why. 
To save my life—my life that I did not 
want without her!

She hesitated, looking from one to the 
other. Jim, his features working with 
feeling, laid his hand on her arm and said 
pleadingly, “Do not be afraid, Janet. Let 
your heart speak.”

She rose from the chair, faltering, like 
one in a dream, “I—I must go with Clay. 
Now, go, go quickly! Good-by, Jim,” 
and for a second she pressed his hand. 
Dazed, he could say nothing and followed 
the detective to the door, where they 
waited.

Then she turned to me, but when I 
opened my arms to her, she took my 
hands, holding them, keeping me back 
from her, looking earnestly into my eyes. 
The gesture was so mute, so appealing, 
the late sun, glancing through the tall 
windows, crowned her with an unearthly 
light; she looked like a saint about to be 
sacrificed. Some superhuman power 
came to her, and it seemed that all earthly 
passions were washed from her soul.

The white lips never trembled as she 
spoke in a voice so low I could scarcely 
hear the words:

“There is another 'world—better than 
this, Tom. I wish now more than ever 
that our children had lived so you would



have them. But I’ll be with them, waiting 
for you. For the rest of this life, good- 
by.” And she gently pushed me through 
the door.

Like a sleepwalker I went with Jim. I 
cannot write of those months following.

Through Janet's mother, I knew that 
Clay Maynard had bought a beautiful 
home, that they traveled a great deal, and 
that he was kind to her. Her mother 
died within a few months, the shock was 
too much for her, and as Janet had 
written no one but her mother, I could 
no longer keep in touch with even the 
vaguest rumors concerning her.

For a while, I tried to live at the house; 
my friends urged me to dispose of it, but 
I had a dim hope that some day I might 
have her back; finally, I had Alice pack 
all Janet’s personal belongings, locked 
the house and went to a club to live.

It stood empty three years—those 
maddening three years thinking of Janet 
with Clay Maynard. Day and night she 
was in my thoughts: the only thing that 
kept me from her was the fear that she 
would suffer if I attempted to see her.

Tn the meantime, I courted death and 
oblivion in the trenches during the Great 
War. Countless deaths I have witnessed, 
boys who wanted to live, while I, who 
longed for death, came back uninjured.

Then, when I was trying to settle down 
at the office again with Jim, a telegram 
came from New Orleans; it was sent by 
the superintendent of a hospital, telling 
me that Janet was seriously injured and 
wanted me to come at once.

A GAIN, faithful Jim went with me, 
•Tx“Can’t let you go alone. Tom. Maybe 
I can help this time.”

En route, wiring along the way, the 
answering messages informed me that her 
spine had been hurt, that she was con­
scious and suffering but little, and that 
Clay Maynard had been killed in the 
automobile accident when she was in­
jured.

In spite of the intense worry and 
suspense, my heart was lighter than it 
had been for three years; for the time 
that was left, Janet was mine, I could 
have her with me, take care of her. In 
my pocket I carried her wedding ring, 
having gone to the safety deposit box to 
get some of her personal treasures.

Jim and I talked little on that trip, 
but he knew the wild hope I was cherish­
ing. Before going to Janet, I saw her 
doctor, and he dashed my hopes to dust. 
Her spine was seriously hurt, paralyzing 
the lower part of her body.

“But,” he continued, “were it not for 
the fact that she has been very frail for 
some time, she would live for years, 
though it is inevitable that she would 
be paralyzed. Now, it is only a question 
of time, a few months at the most.

“As soon as she was conscious, she 
asked for you. Her mind is absolutely 
clear and her courage high. I knew her 
very slightly but believe she has been 
dying of a broken heart for years. Some 
doctors scout that idea, but in my long 
practice I have seen many cases where I 
believe that grief shortened life when the 
body was apparently well.”

My presence made her happy, but, oh, 
how white and weak she was—my Janet, 
who had been so bright with perfect 
health and high spirits! In her eyes was
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Destroys Hair Permanently!
Not new! The merits of ZIP icere proven years ago.

There are many ways to remove hair temporarily, but ZIP 
is the way to destroy it, with the roots ... Unlike depilatories.

You are not interested simply in delaying the reappearance 
of hair. What you want to do is get at the cause and banish it 
entirely, so that your superfluous hair worries w ill be at an end.

The wonderful part of it all is that while ZIP permanently 
destroys hair, it is absolutely harmless, contains nothing to irri­
tate even a baby’s skin, and is easily applied. And then — this 
will appeal to you—it is fragrant. Beware of harmfid imitations.

The ZIP formula is secret. ZIP is registered in the U. S. Patent Office.

New Big Combination Package Sold Everywhere. Contains 
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Treatment FREE Demonstration

in New York (_ z ) Specialist 562 FIFTH AVE.
Only at my Salon. Creations .|oni»IAl! New IJork N- Y. (Ent. on 46 St.) 

^Madame Ber7/e’’speciaiist' 562’FIFTH A VE.’.' NEW y6rk"157)’\|1
Please send me in plain envelope full in- 
formation about ZIP and your guarantee. J?

Name ------------ —-----------------  -------------- £
Address_________________________________________________ .____ ___  |

I City & State.................. ................................ ........... ............ .................................— ,/V



After the tennis game or whenever 
there’s a hungry crowd to feed- 
serve Planters Salted Peanuts. 
There’s real teamwork when Plant­
ers Peanuts and a husky appetite 
get together. These big, Virginia 
Peanuts are roasted and wholesome. 
Salted just right. “The Nickel 
Lunch.” Sold only in the glassine 
bag with Mr. Peanut on it. Buy 
a bag every day.

Planters Nut & Chocolate Company 
U.S.A, and Canada

Planters
Salted Peanuts

girn’raii•rmaki*
?16?oo
QUICK. PROFIT 

and continuemai:— 
it each week/

That’s big money, yet men and 
women are actually making that 
much week in and week out, the 
pear ’round, just showing women 
a marvelous new way of waving 
hair at home. Saves its cost over 
and over again and does as good
work as any professional beauty parlor oper­
ator. Absolutely guaranteed. Big national 
advertising campaign brings thousands of 
prospects. Only device of its kind—no compe­
tition. Old and reliable company pays year 
’round cash bonus in addition to liberal profit. 
FREE De Luxe Demonstrating Equipment to 
producers. Send for full information NOW. 
Ask about an exclusive territory franchise.MARCELWAVER COMPANY

Dept. H179 Cincinnati, Ohio

the expression of one who had given up 
so long ago that it was impossible to re­
new the fight for life. The second day, I 
slipped her ring on the thin white hand 
and whispered, “Janet, won’t you wear 
it again?”

Tears welled up in the large eyes, “I 
knew you would do that, Tom, dear— 
now you can take me home to sleep beside 
the babies!”

“I’m going to take you home, dear, but 
you’re going to live. Jim will find a 
priest for us and, in a few days when 
you are better, we'll take a nurse with us 
and go home.”

ALICE had the house ready, everything 
as it used to be, but Janet stayed 

with me less than three months. She was 
so childishly happy to be home again. I 
would carry her or wheel her chair 
through the house, and through the 
windows she could see the shrubs and 
flowers that we had planted in those happy 
days.

We talked of her death as though it were 
a long journey, not sadly, but planning 
always that we should be together again. 
Life had dealt so hardly with Janet that 
she was scarcely of this earth when I got 
her back, she had too nearly crossed 
that mysterious border between life and 
death. The only way I could keep her 
happy was to conceal my grief.

After she was laid beside the children 
and her mother, I sold the home; I 
have never driven past it since, memory is 
too poignant.

Sometimes, when Jim and Alice and I 
sit by the fire, we talk about Janet; it is 
a comfort to have friends who knew and 
loved her. I have never ceased to regret 
that I did not put up more of a fight to 

“It’s the Berries!”
{Continued from page 73)

settled, Billy got down to business. But 
what a queer business it was! He selected 
a bush with an unusually large number of 
berries on it. Then he opened the um­
brella and placed it sc- it would form a big 
basket under the bush. Betty began to 
understand.

As if he had done the same thing every 
day for ten years, he grabbed the bush and 
shook it violently until every one of the 
berries and most of the stems and leaves 
had fallen into the upturned umbrella. 
To tell the truth, Billy hadn’t thought 
about the leaves, but then, he now rea­
soned, they could be picked out later.

WHEN Billy emptied the berries from 
a single bush into a two-quart pail, it 
was completely filled. He had picked two 

quarts from a single bush, in just about 
two minutes! Betty was envious. It 
wasn't any fun dawdling along getting a 
quart every half hour or so, when your 
brother who wasn’t the least bit brighter 
than you for your age, was getting that 
many in one minute.

It looked, though, as if Billy were ruin­
ing the bushes, for when he came to the 
second bush, he was a little too energetic 
and a whole branch came off in his hand as 
he gave it a sudden jerk. 

keep her from going with Clay Maynard.
Jim always says, “No. Tom, it was 

better for Janet to think that she saved 
your life, and as for her suffering, even 
though she wasted away, I shall always 
believe that she was practically dead to 
the things of this world from the time she 
told you good-by at that hotel in Salt 
Lake City. She had some strange 
shock.”

“But I might better have died than to 
think of her with that brute! I’ll always 
wish that I had killed him!”

“Yes, I know, but that would have 
been almost unbearable to Janet. You 
know she was different from ordinary 
mortals, so religious. Somehow. 1 think 
of her as strangely untouched by those 
last events in her life. She was always 
your wife, Tom, at heart.”

I have found much to interest me, to 
take my time, work, relatives, friends, and 
their children. But in my heart, life is 
only a husk, an empty shell, a dreary 
path that I must walk alone to the end. 
Would it not have been better if 1 had 
done the thing I wanted to do that day 
in the hotel? Why should Clay Maynard 
have been allowed to spoil our lives? Any 
court in the land would have vindicated 
me.

AH, but Janet, in the purity of her soul, 
would have grieved at that way, too!

Perhaps, as Jim and Alice tell me, she 
had more peace thinking that she saved 
my life and that my hands were unstained. 
At all events, it was not given me to settle 
the tangled web of our lives; perhaps if I 
had taken it all into my hands and de­
cided for myself, my regret would have 
been greater. I can only wonder—I 
cannot forget!

Betty shrieked, “Oh, Billy, what is 
Mr. Brown going to say? I don't think 
you’d better pick any more that way.”

T) UT Billy didn’t mind a little thing like 
-*-* that. He went right ahead as if noth­
ing had happened; although he was a bit 
more careful about breaking another 
branch. And maybe because he was a 
little conscience-stricken and wanted a 
partner in crime, he told Betty that if she 
would go back home to get his old wagon 
that he would give her half the profits 
from the berries they sold.

If such was Billy’s intention, it cer­
tainly worked, for the sight of aU those 
profits looked so good to Betty that she 
completely forgot about the broken 
branches and hurried on home.

Betty didn’t take long, and in addition 
to the wagon she brought back another 
umbrella. Two umbrellas, like heads, are 
better than one, and by three o’clock the 
bushel basket was full, or as full as they 
could safely carry it on the wagon.

The wagon had to be rolled slowly or the 
berries would spill. So Billy started home 
with it, and left Betty to fill another 
couple of pails. She would catch up to 
him before he got home anyway.

She filled the first pail quickly, but had 



some difficulty finding a second bush with 
enough berries on it. She finally found 
one at the edge of a clearing in full sight 
of Mr. Brown’s house. She got the um­
brella ready and started shaking the bush. 
Xo sooner had she laid hands on it than 
someone rushed out of the house and 
swooped down upon her. It was Mrs. 
Brown. And it was a raving mad Mrs. 
Brown too.

Words flew thick and fast. So fast, in 
fact, that Betty didn't hear half of them. 
But she did hear herself being called a 
little demon, a wild Indian and all sorts of 
other things which didn’t sound the least 
bit complimentary. And when Mrs. 
Brown told her that she was the kind of 
little girl nobody liked to have around; 
the kind of a girl who didn’t have any 
consideration for other people's property, 
Betty's eyes filled.

Suddenly she let out a little sob and 
burst into tears. She cried as if her heart 
would break. And to think that it was all 
Billy’s idea in the first place'

Evidently Mrs. Brown hadn't expected 
Betty to cry about it, and she didn’t quite 
know what to do. She took Betty’s hand 
in hers and told her to forget about the 
whole thing. But Betty went right on 
crying. And she cried so artistically that 
Mrs. Brown, in order to make her stop, 
actually said, “You know, Betty, now 
that I’ve thought the matter over I think 
you were picking your berries in the only 
sensible way. Hereafter, I’m always 
going to pick mine that way, too.”

THE picture in Betty’s mind of Mrs.
Brown shaking blueberries into an um­

brella was just too funny. She had to 
laugh. But she had to cry, too. So she 
did both.

Mrs. Brown led her into the kitchen to 
give her a blueberry muffin. But there 
weren’t any more. So Betty, who had 
stopped crying now, asked her for the 
recipe. Mrs. Brown copied it out of her 
large cook book. It made Betty feel very 
foolish, because her mother had the same 
recipe at home. But after Mrs. Brown 
had started writing, Betty didn’t want to 
tell her about that.

She took the recipe and, after thanking 
Mrs. Brown, hurried along home after 
Billy. She found him on the back porch 
separating the leaves from the berries. 
At first he was peeved because she had 
taken so long, but when she explained her 
tardiness, he admitted that she had a 
pretty good excuse. She told him that 
she would go in and bake some blueberry 
muffins while he went over the berries.

Betty went into the kitchen and set to 
work. She opened the paper Mrs. Brown 
had given her and read:

'A ct</> cf butter
% cup of sugar
A teaspoonful of 

salt
1 egg well beaten

4 teaspoonfuls of 
baking powder

2 73 cups of flour
1 cup of milk
1 cup of blueberries

Mix three-quarters of a cup of flour 
with the blueberries, and let stand for one 
hour. Cream the butter and sugar. Add 
the egg. Sift baking powder, salt and rest 
of flour. Combine the two mixtures al­
ternately with the milk. Add the floured 
berries last. Bake 25 minutes at 400° F. 
in buttered gem pans.

It took her a long time, but when she

The embarrassment that 
comes with knowledge of this 
grave social offense is finally

Amazing—so many women 
must learn this from others"

<— writes a Washington hostess

ended. An important phase
of woman’s oldest hygienic

problem is now solved.

WHERE smart women gather socially — 
or in business—even the most attractive 
are guilty of offending others at certain times. 

Yet they, themselves, seldom realize it. When 
told, they become miserably self conscious. 
They try in vain to overcome the difficulty 
by make-shift methods. Now science offers 
safe and certain relief from this fear.

Kotex now scientifically deodorizes*
Millions of women have learned to depend 
on Kotex within the last ten years. It has 
brought them better health, greater peace-of- 
mind under trying conditions. Now comes 
an added advantage. Kotex chemists have 
discovered (and patented) a process that ab­
solutely ends all odors. The one remaining 
problem in connection with sanitary pads is 
solved 1

No more bulky outlines
That awful feeling of being conspicuous be­
cause of the bulkiness of old-time methods 
is gone, too. Kotex pads are rounded and 
tapered so there is no evidence of sanitary 
protection when worn. You may add or re­
move layers of filler as needed—a thing all 
women appreciate. There is a new softness, 
because both filler and gauze have been 

specially treated. Finally, Kotex is so easy to 
dispose of, eliminating all need of laundering.

Buy a box today, at any drug, dry goods or 
department store . . . 45c for a box of twelve. 
Supplied, also, in rest-room vending cabinets.

*Kotex is the only sanitary pad that deodorizes by a 
patented process. (Patent No. 1,670,587, granted 
May 22, 1928.)

I

SUPER-SIZE 
KOTEX

Formerly 90c—Now 6$c

Some women find Super-size Kotex 
a special comfort. Exactly the same 
as the Regular size Kotex, but 
with added layers of Cellucotton 

absorbent wadding.

The New Sanitary Pad which deodorizes



Stomach 
sour 9

Why suffer?
Quick, pleasant relief, 

as prescribed by doctors 

for 25 years

A HEARTY meal. Then—the mis­
ery, the pain of indigestion! Is 

this your experience? It need not be.
Today — and for 25 years, in fact—
doctors have prescribed 
Pepto-Bismol for sour 
stomach and common 
forms of gastric distress.

Pepto-Bismol quick- 
ly soothes delicate 
stomach membranes 
and the intestinal tract. 
Doctors urge it for 
children as well as 
adults. At your drug­
gist’s—50(5, in the dis­
tinctive triangular bot­
tle. The Norwich 
Pharmacal Co., 
Norwich, N. Y.

£«s or

Pepto’Bismol

NEW
Van Ess Shampoo

makes the 
hardest water soft

Washes your 
hair this quicker, 

easier way

Rain water is known to be the best water for 
a shampoo. But Van Ess Shampoo makes any 
water as soft as rain water and hence it is the 
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was all through, the taste was worth it. 
The muffins were wonderful!

That evening she took some of them 
and wrapped them first in oil paper and 
then in brown wrapping paper. Then she 
wrote out a little note and slipped it in­
side the package.

Telling the family that she was going 
for a little walk, she went all the way over 
to Mrs. Brown’s house, put the package 
on the doorstep, rang the bell and hid.

Mr. Brown came to the door, found the 
package and took it in to his wife.

When the door closed, Betty walked 
home with a light heart.

And when Mrs. Brown opened the pack­
age, she found six delicious blueberry 
muffins and a note, saying: “For Mrs.

Only a Woman Could Have Thought of This 
{Continued from page 33)

They were silent at dinner, but their 
glares were venomous. I sat on the edge 
of my chair tense with expectancy, 
praying and hoping in my heart hostilities 
would not be resumed. Mother was 
silent and cold even toward me. I really 
believe she thought the same thing that 
Harry was thinking; that husband and 
wife were plotting against mother.

A wave of relief swept over me when 
she finally arose and with nose in the air, 
stalked haughtily off to her room. When 
she was gone I tried to engage Harry in 
conversation. I was quickly discouraged, 
however, when I received only grunts in 
reply. When he had finished eating he 
took the daily paper and stuck it up in 
front of his face ignoring me entirely.

As soon as I had done the dishes I 
went to bed. My heart was broken and 
my thoughts were of the gloomiest. Why 
should Harry be so cool and distant to­
ward me? Surely he couldn’t blame me, 
for his quarrels with mother. I had done 
my best from the beginning to pacify 
both of them and now instead of being 
brought together they were farther apart 
than ever before. They both were treat­
ing me with a coolness I couldn’t under­
stand.

I TRIED to figure out in what way I had 
failed as a wife and daughter, or why I 

deserved the treatment I was getting. 
It seemed more than I would ever be able 
to bear to see my house of dreams topple 
to ruin. What more could I do? I had 
crept, trembling and meek, from one to 
the other and pleaded tearfully with each 
to overlook the other’s faults and not 
quarrel any more. I was willing to make 
any sacrifice for peace in my home once 
more. And what was the result?

Now neither of them would speak or 
be civil to me. Each one suspected me of 
plotting with the other. I didn’t want to 
give up my husband and my hopes of a 
happy home, neither did I care to break 
my mother’s heart. I had to admit now 
that my meek submissiveness had failed. 
Failed miserably and that failure meant 
the shattering of my brief wedded life.

All night long such thoughts as these 
drummed through my head as I racked 
my brains for a solution. Just as the 
first streaks of dawn came into the sky I

Brown who gave me my first lesson ill 
consideration.”

And when Billy tried to collect the bet 
he made with his father for picking the 
berries so quickly, Mr. White insisted that 
they weren’t picked yet!

True enough, they weren’t! Both the 
children had to work all the next day to 
get all the leaves and stems out. It was no 
easy job, either. But when they sold ten 
quarts to the bakery for twenty-five cents 
apiece, and another fourteen quarts to the 
vegetable store for twenty-five cents 
apiece, they began to think that berry 
picking was a great discovery.

Being clever youngsters, they summed 
up the whole situation themselves by say­
ing, “It’s the berries!” 

reached a decision that was born of 
desperation. 1 doubted my ability to put 
it across. Still I knew the results couldn’t 
be any worse than if things went on as at 
present.

It was three-thirty when I dropped off 
to sleep. I was up at seven and hurried to 
the kitchen to prepare breakfast. I was 
standing at the stove, making waffles, 
when Harry came down.

LJ E was still carrying a beautiful grouch 
on from the night before. He gave a 

little grunt which I suppose he meant for a 
greeting, but I didn’t pay any attention 
to him and didn’t even look up from my 
waffle iron. Of course he didn’t know I 
was watching his reflection in the polished 
nickel of my range. I saw a puzzled 
expression cross his face as though he 
couldn’t believe I hadn’t rushed up to 
him with my usual cheery good morning 
kiss. He walked over to the window and 
stood looking out. Every once in a while 
he would glance over toward me as though 
trying to fathom such strange coolness on 
my part. Inwardly I was quaking, but 
outwardly I appeared cool and indifferent 
and seemingly interested in nothing but 
making waffles. I could see that his 
grouch was temporarily crowded out of 
his mind by this new puzzle.

I believe all men are alike in this 
respect. No matter how kind and con­
siderate they may be otherwise, the 
moment they feel they have a grievance 
they will pout and brood and if the wife 
acts worried it gives them an inward 
feeling of satisfaction. This same grouch 
thrives on a frightened wife’s attempts 
to humor or meekly try to placate him 
and it will not disappear until the wife 
is tortured to tears or just acts indifferent 
to it.

Mother came into the room and seated 
herself at the breakfast table without a 
word. I disregarded her just as I had 
Harry. The minute they saw each other 
they bristled up like a couple of bulldogs. 
They were seated on opposite sides of the 
table and in my nickel mirror I saw Harry 
hidden behind the morning paper while 
mother stared'blankly out of the window.

I placed a stack of waffles between them 
and they started eating. After placing 
one on his plate, Harry glanced over the



table and then, as though addressing no 
one in particular, said:

“I’d like some syrup please.”
I didn’t even turn away from the stove.
“Well, if you are too crippled to walk 

over to the cupboard and help yourself, 
you will have to wait until I am through 
with these waffles.” I said with as much 
sarcasm as I could command.

I was almost aghast at myself when I 
finished. If I had slapped him in the 
face, I couldn’t have surprised him more. 
In the mirror I saw him turn toward me 
with his mouth open in speechless amaze­
ment at this unexpected reply. Mother, 
too, who thought she thoroughly under­
stood her own daughter, looked toward 
me and gasped.

For one tense moment they stared 
alternately at each other and then at me 
with a mixture of awe and surprise and 
unbelief in their eyes. All animosity 
between them was forgotten for the mo­
ment by this startling change in me. I 
tried to appear indifferent and hummed a 
little tune while tapping the floor with a 
slippered foot in time to the music. I 
didn’t dare turn around and meet their 
gaze, or I would have weakened right then 
and there.

Without further word Harry went over 
to the cupboard and helped himself. As 
soon as mother regained her composure, 
she helped herself to a waffle and promptly 
laid it beside her plate when she saw it 
was burned underneath. The next one 
met the same fate for the same reason.

“’T'HE waffles are burned, dear,” she
-*■ said glancing toward me.
“I know they are, and I can’t help it, 

because I am too rushed with my work 
this morning to make them any better,” 
I replied as I refilled the iron.

Harry held up one of the waffles at the 
end of his fork and gazed disgustedly at 
its blackness. Mother with an even 
greater expression of disgust ran through 
the whole pile.

“I’d like one that isn’t scorched, 
please,” mother said.

“There’s lots of things I’d like, too, but 
I can’t get them,” I snapped back as I 
whirled like a fury. “Nothing I do here 
is good enough. Here, take these waffles 
and if they aren’t good enough, cook the 
rest yourself.”

Then turning to Harry I pointed to the 
pile of burned pieces and fairly screamed:

“I suppose it would poison you to eat 
my cooking. If it isn’t good enough why 
don’t you hire a cook or go to a restaurant. 
Why don’t you eat at a hotel? I’ll tell 
you I’m through! All I ever get is abuse 
for trying to do my best. Nothing I do 
is right.”

“Ellen!” said mother, in a tone of 
reproach.

“Why, Babe, what is the matter with 
you this morning? Are you ill? Dearest, 
please don’t take on that way. We are 
not trying to criti—■”

He got no further because I interrupted 
with a fresh outburst.

“Don’t dearest me, because I tell you 
I’m sick of it all,” I cried as 1 rushed out 
of the room clutching my hair with the 
most dramatic gesture I could think of.

I hurried to my room and placed my 
ear against the air vent that also opened 
into the kitchen downstairs. 1 could hear 
every word spoken as plainly as though

I were in the same room with them. 
Mother was speaking.

“I can’t understand what has come over 
Ellen. I’m sure she must be ill with a 
nervous breakdown or something. I have 
never seen her in such a mood before in 
all my life.”

“Poor Babe,” said Harry with feeling, 
“I wonder if I have been blind and not 
noticed how hard she was working? It 
must be she is run down or overworked 
because I can’t think of any other reason. 
I have often spoken to her of getting a 
maid, but she insisted we couldn’t afford 
it just yet, and has always said she got 
lots of joy out of doing her own housework. 
I’ll never forgive myself if I have let her 
play out.”

Even though I couldn’t tell whether 
or not they were addressing each other, I 
knew that thoughts of my condition were 
uppermost in their mind, and it gladdened 
my heart to hear them talking to each 
other. My behavior was so utterly for­
eign to my nature they were both taken 
by surprise. Their own quarrel was 
temporarily dwarfed to nothingness with 
this new problem occupying their minds. 
That was just what I had hoped for and 
I felt good to know my plan was working 
out thus far at least.

Pretty soon I heard Harry’s footsteps 
coming up the stairs. He stopped before 
my door and rapped soft ly. Then I heard 
mother’s steps right behind him.

“Ellen.” he called softly.
“Go away! Go anywhere or any place, 

I don’t care where you go because I don’t 
ever want to see you again,” I cried in 
answer to him.

“Ellen dear, please don’t. You don’t 
know what you are saying. Try and rest 
up a bit. 1 won’t bother you any more 
today, so please rest and relax,” pleaded 
Harry.

“WES, Ellen dear, you must do as Harry
* says. Don’t worry or think about the 

house because I will look after everything 
until you feel better. I will call a doctor, 
dear. Please lie down and rest until he 
comes,” came mother’s voice softly.

“I don’t want a doctor, and I want you 
to leave me alone. Go away from me and 
stay away until you can be decent!” I 
cried through the door.

I really meant it this time because the 
thought of a doctor coming, almost drove 
me into a panic. Surely he would dis­
cover there was nothing wrong with me 
and that would upset my whole plan. I 
didn’t want any interference, now that 
I had gone this far, but how was I to 
avoid meeting him? That was a question 
I hadn’t taken into consideration.

At noon the doctor came. I opened the 
door of my room a little and, as their 
voices wafted up the stairway, I heard 
mother telling him in detail of my strange 
behavior.

“I’m sure, Doctor Dean, that her nerves 
have given way through overwork or 
worry of some sort, and I am so afraid it 
may be serious. Oh, I hope it can be 
cured and won’t be permanent,” she was 
telling him in trembling tones.

“We’ll go up and talk to her. I don’t 
believe it is serious so don’t let it worry 
you. At least wait until we have diag­
nosed her case,” said the doctor.

1 was in a quandary as I heard their 
footsteps ascending the stairs.
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Quietly closing the door, I turned the 
key and awaited their rap. Outside my 
door they stopped and whispered some­
thing to each other, then mother softly 
tapped on the door.

“Ellen dear, are you awake? Doctor 
Dean is here and would like to see you,’’ 
she said after a moment's wait.

“I don’t care if he is! I told you I 
didn’t want a doctor, and 1 won’t see him. 
So go away and leave me alone,’’ I 
answered.

“But, Ellen dear—” came in halting 
tones.

“1 won’t see him, I tell you. I won’t! 
I won’t! So go away from me,” I fairly 
shrieked. '

Then I heard the doctor mumble 
something to mother asking her to go 
down stairs and let him try to talk to me. 
I heard her fading footsteps as she de­
scended.

The doctor rapped softly and, in a 
soft voice, asked me to open the door and 
admit him, because he was there to help 
me. I didn’t answer until I was sure 
mother was downstairs and out of hear­
ing. Then I walked over to the door and 
opened it.

I greeted him with a broad smile, and 
I thought his eyes would pop from their 
sockets. He expected to see a hysterical 
woman or a nervous wreck, so now he was 
sure he had a maniac to deal with.

“Come in. Doctor,” I said softly.
He entered, still staring at me. and 

I could tell he was in doubt as to 
whether I was mad or sane.

“Have a chair, Doctor,” I said as he 
continued to stare in speechless surprise. 
“I know what you are thinking, but 
really I’m not ready to be classed as 
squirrel food—yet.”

A faint trace of a smile played around 
his mouth as I drew up a chair and sat 
down also. In a soft voice I told him of 
my troubles and of the success my plan 
had met with so far in bringing my mother 
and husband together.

“Y future happiness now lies in your 
hands, so won’t you please help me 

; put my plan across?” I asked in my 
sweetest voice.

His face widened into a grin.
“You can just bet your life I will do all 

1 can to help you.” he answered, “just 
leave it to me and I will throw a scare 
into them that they won’t forget for a long 
while.”

When he went downstairs he put on 
his most sober face. I listened from the 
upper hall and I just bubbled over with 
joy at what I heard.

“She will be mighty quarrelsome and 
hard to get along with for a while, but 
under no condition must she be crossed 
or contradicted,” he was telling mother. 
“Humor her all you can. and remember 
that her quick recovery depends on how- 
quiet and peaceful her surroundings are.”

Good old Doctor Dean. He certainly 
played his part well.

Later on in the afternoon I went down­
stairs. Mother looked at me with round 
sympathetic eyes, but I ignored her and 
settled myself comfortably in a deep arm­
chair with a magazine. Mother moved 
around the house still as a mouse as though 
the least noise might disturb me. She 
actually seemed afraid to speak to me for 

fear I would fly into another tantrum. 
An hour later she said softly,

“Did you rest well, dear?”
“As well as could be expected in this 

madhouse!” I snapped back at her.
It almost tore the heart out of me to see 

the tears start in her eyes. I wanted to 
rush over to her and ask her forgiveness. 
It was pathetic to see strong, determined 
mother, whom I had never seen shed a 
tear, break down and weep this way. 
It seemed to have aged her so much.

Oh, how I hated this role of an untamed 
shrew that I was playing! Still, on second 
thought, like all disagreeable tasks it was 
getting results, and I mustn’t weaken 
now and spoil its effect. If I could only 
carry it to a successful conclusion it 
would insure future happiness for all of us.

She moved quietly about the room pre­
paring dinner. When Harry’s footsteps 
sounded, she went to the front door and 
met him. They held a whispered con­
sultation out in the hall. Glancing out 
of the corner of my eye, I saw them both 
shaking their heads sadly. I thrilled 
when 1 saw mother take Harry's coat 
and hat and hang them up. There was 
genuine tenderness in the way he stroked 
and patted her hand as they entered the 
room.

“yOU are looking brighter, Babe. I
I hope you feel better,” was his cheery 

greeting.
“Oh. there’s nothing the matter with 

me,” I grumbled, not even looking up 
from the magazine I was reading.

Any one who dearly loves her mother 
and is deeply in love with her husband 
can imagine the terrific strain on my will­
power to keep on in my role. My heart 
went out to both of them, especially when 
I saw that hurt look come into their eyes 
over some snippy, hateful reply I had 
made.

Mother soon announced dinner and we 
all seated ourselves. A silence like that of 
a tomb pervaded the room. Finally 
Harry spoke up:

“Mother, I will hire a girl tomorrow to 
help you with the housework, because it 
is really too much for you.”

That gave me an excuse for another 
flare-up and I grasped it immediately.

“I suppose that is another dirty dig 
meant for me. It isn’t done well enough 
to suit you. I know I can’t cook well 
enough to please you and now you throw 
it up to me I am not keeping the house as 
it should be.”

“Hush, dear, you misunderstood 
Harry,” said mother, “It was just through 
kindness and a desire to help us that he 
made that suggestion.”

“That’s right,” 1 began to shriek. 
“That’s just what I expected. Turn 
against your own daughter and stick up 
for him. I’m going to leave this house 
because I know when I’m not wanted. 
I won’t put up with this everlasting 
criticism of everything I do.”

I jumped from my chair in a fury and 
rushed out to the kitchen. It was the 
unreasonableness of my rage, as much as 
anything, which convinced them that 
there was something wrong with me. If I 
had waited for a good excuse to fly off the 
handle, it wouldn’t have impressed them 
half so much.

There is a china closet with a glass door 



connecting the kitchen and dining room. 
Through this I saw Harry get up and go 
over to mother and put his arms around 
her as she dabbed her eyes with her 
handkerchief. I know he wanted to say 
something consoling to her, but didn’t 
know how to begin.

The sorrow and beautiful sympathy 
they displayed for each other made me 
want to rush out to them, but the time 
was not yet ripe. I must keep on bringing 
grief into their hearts a little longer if I 
wanted to get the desired results.

So I continued with little sign of im­
provement. First one, then the other, 
would be the victim of my unreasoning 
rage. I would fly into a mad unreasoning 
fit upon the slightest provocation. Every 
attempt they made to treat me kindly or 
humor me. brought on a tirade of abuse 
which seemed about to burst a blood 
vessel before spending itself.

As a result. I saw a bond of sympathy 
growing up between the two. Their 
common interest of soothing me so oc­
cupied their minds they forgot all about 
their own past quarrels. With tender 
words they consoled and encouraged each 
other.

The tragedy that had occurred to wife 
and daughter drew them together as 
nothing else could have done. Their 
innermost thoughts were exposed, and 
each saw revealed a beautiful nature and 
disposition neither had ever suspected the 
other of possessing.

'TTIEN came the big break for Harry. 
A It was a big franchise case for the local 

traction company; and if he could put it 
over successfully it meant the making of 
him.

All day and far into the night he 
labored, preparing his briefs. That alone 
was a terrific strain without the addi­
tional burden I was piling on his shoulders.

1 wanted, oh so much, to be a help to 
him instead of a burden, but what of our 
future happiness? My heart bled to see 
new lines of worry and care showing up 
in his face each week. Mother took the 
place which was rightfully mine and 
struggled mightily to aid him. She en­
couraged and cheered him and saw that 
he was free, so far as possible, from all 
home worries. She personally looked 
after his every want and saw that every 
comfort was provided for him.

I really believe she did a better job than 
I could have done. When the trial was in 
progress and he came home discouraged 
and disheartened, she sent him back the 
next morning with new spirit and deter­
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mination. He seemed to absorb some of I 
her own indomitable will and spirit over- । 
night and morning found him eager to 
return to his courtroom battle.

On tjie afternoon that I shall always , 
remember as the most momentous in my [ 
whole life. I crept softly downstairs. In 
the parlor I saw mother sleeping in the 
big chair. It was the sleep of exhaustion 
and my heart went out to her as I saw the 
drawn face, now so sweet in repose.

My conscience hurt me and I asked 
myself if I had been justified in bringing 
so much worry and sorrow in her life 
lately. I wanted to kneel beside her, 
bury my head in her lap and ask her for­
giveness. Just then I heard Harry’s step 
on the porch. I hurried into the kitchen 
and remained quiet.

T SHALL never forget what I saw. There 
were tears in his eyes and a divine 

tenderness shone in his face as he stood 
there looking at poor, tired mother. 
Slowly he reached down and took her hand 
gently in his. As he did so she awoke. 
She opened her eyes with a start and then, 
seeing who it was, smiled tenderly up at 
him.

“Mother, I won out!” he exclaimed. 
“Why, you dear boy, I knew you would.

I never expected anything else,” she said.
“Yes, but, you wonderful mother, all । 

the credit is yours. 1 don’t know what I 
would have done without you. Ellen's 
misfortune would have left me helpless if 
it hadn’t been for you,” Harry said.

“Oh, Harry, don’t say that! What 
little I could do didn’t amount to any­
thing. You were so patient and good I 
cannot understand how you managed with 
all this trouble at home and the worries 
that case must have given you. It’s really 
been a pleasure, Harry, to know I was able 
to be of some help,” was mother’s answer.

How different from the harsh, snarling 
words of a short time back. Tears of joy 
gushed from my eyes out there in the 
kitchen because 1 knew I, too, had won 
my battle. Such perfect understanding 
as existed now between these two could 
never degenerate into quarrels again. 1 
could now step out of the ugly, hateful 
role and be my natural self again.

To make it look logical, I should have 
kept up the pretense until a slow recovery 
had been effected, but I couldn’t.

I rushed into the room and threw my 
arms about both of them. No joy this 
side of heaven could be as complete as 
was ours at that moment. They still 
marvel at my miraculous recovery, 
but 1’11 never tell.

Is a Hint from Hollywood
We’ve gone to the casting directors of 
the musical shows and to the men at 
Hollywood who weed out the movie 
hopefuls — and they all say the same 
thing. A girl must have lustrous hair 
— live-looking hair—“peppy" hair— 
before she can be really beautiful.

Lustrous hair is a flattering frame for 
every face —whether its features are 
good or bad. And lustrous hair is pos­
sible to everyone—thanks to Hennafoam.

The secret is the tiny pinch of henna 
in every bottle of this marvelous sham­
poo. It doesn’t change the color. Oh, 
no. There’s not nearly enough for that. 
But it does light the natural fires in 
your hair in a truly marvelous way.

You’ll be delighted with Hennafoam 
merely as a shampoo. But it’s after the 
last rinse that lustre comes—and vuhat 
a difference! At dealers everywhere— 
or we will mail a sample on receipt 
of 10c. Just write Dept. 7-T, 511 
West 42nd Street, New York City.

SHAMPOO

Those
Who Dance ..
MUST pay the piper—and all who 

suffer the misery of dancing in new 
or tight shoes know it.

But why suffer such misery? If you shake 
into your shoes some Allen’s Foot=Ease 
you can dance all night in comfort.
This antiseptic, healing powder for the 
feet takes the friction from the shoes, 
soothes hot, tired, aching, perspiring feet 
and makes walking or dancing areal joy. 
People who enjoy foot comfort are using 
Allen’s Foot=Ease daily. Try it.
Sold at all Drug and Toilet Goods coun­
ters. For Free trial package and a 
Foot =Ease Walking Doll address Allen’s 
Foot=Ease, LeRoy, New York.

Allen’s



Can be Secretly Removed!
‘’V’OU can remove those annoying, 
A embarrassing freckles, secretly’ 

and quickly, in the privacy of your 
own home. Your friends will wonder 
how you did it.

Stillman’s Freckle Cream bleaches 
them out while you sleep. Leaves the 
skin soft and white, the complexion 
fresh, clear and transparent, the face 
rejuvenated with new beauty of 
natural coloring. The first jar proves 
its magic worth. At all druggists.

Stillman's
Freckle Cream Kfb
Removes T Whitens Il
Freckles 1 The Skin CXtZ

1new 1 
ftOOKltf I 

L'goooWLI IfRtCKLtS

STILLMAN CO.
70 Rosemary Lane 

Aurora, Illinois

Name

Please send me Free book* 
let "Goodbye Freckles’*.

Amazing Offer!
Portrait

ENLARGEMENTS
ONLY

49c
EACH

At last your chance to get 
a life-like Bromide photo 
enlargement at a small frac­
tion of the regular price 
reproduced from any 
clear photograph, tintype 
or snapshot you mail us. Size 11 x 14 Inches 
No photo too large nor any snapshot too small. We guar­
antee return of your original photograph in the same con­
dition as received.You run no risk. Send as many photos 
as you wish at the bargain price of 49c each.

Send No Money-p»^uyso^ 
name and address, and in about a week you will receive a 
beautiful enlargement that will never fade. We will also 
send with the enlargement an illustrated circular describ­
ing several of our most popular frames. From this circular 
you can choose the frame which we are giving FREE with 
every enlargement ordered in colors. On arrival of picture 
pay postman only 49c plus a few pennies postage or send 
50c with order and we will Prepay’postage. YOUK MON- 
EY REFUNDED IF YOU ARE NOT DELIGHTED. 

W BEAUTIFULLY CARVED FRAME-As a special in- 
■4 K 14.14. ducement to acquaint you with the high quality of our 
• Work, we’ll frame every enlargement done in Pastel
Water Colors ABSOLUTELY FREE—during this sale only. DON T 
PUT IT OFF ! MAIL YOUR PHOTO NOW I

NEW ERA PORTRAIT COMPANY
Chicago, Ill,Dept. 27410 E. Erie St.

No Matter Where She Went
{Continued from page 39)

With a terrible heartache I realized that 
I had never really had his love. I had 
aroused only pity. The thought made me 
despise both him and myself.

At Portland, I changed trains for 
Pendleton. When at last I had arrived 
at the end of my journey and was affec­
tionately received by Elsie Robbins, the 
girl friend to whom I had written, 1 gave 
vent to my pent-up emotions by throwing 
myself on the bed and bursting into a 
storm of tears.

After a good cry I fell asleep, and never 
awakened until Elsie entered my room 
the next morning to call me for breakfast. 
Elsie and her mother did everything in 
their power to help me to forget the past, 
but Bob and I had been too happy that 
first year for me to blot out the memory of 
it so suddenly. He was a man of the 
world and I was a timid little country' 
girl and sadly I admitted that I had been 
unable to hold his interest.

At times I marveled at myself that I 
had had the courage to walk deliberately 
into his office and face him at his secret 
love making. But it was the uncertainty 
of the situation that had at last driven 
me to action.

T COULD more easily face the truth than 
live in constant doubt. Elsie almost 

dragged me into social life and I was just 
beginning to enjoy the excitement, hav­
ing been there about six weeks, when I 
discovered that I was to become a mother.

Dazed, almost panic stricken, by the 
discovery, I stared into the future, help­
lessly' striving to form some plan whereby 
I could support both myself and my 
child. Timid and embarrassed by my 
condition, I was slowly losing all con­
fidence in myself, yvhen one day, to escape 
some visitors that had arrived unex­
pectedly at the house, I yvalked far out 
into the fields and sat doyvn under a 
tree.

Up to now, many ideas had entered my 
head, among them some very strange 
ones, for I had almost convinced myself 
that such unhappiness as the future 
seemed to hold for me was not worth 
the struggle when suddenly I saw, as in a 
dream, Bob’s office.

I saw it as it had appeared to me that 
night when I had suddenly surprised 
him with June Winters in his arms.

Slowly my helplessness and fear of the 
future vanished and, in its place, came 
an anger that mounted higher and higher, 
at last culminating in a determination to 
overcome my difficulties and harships 
and make a success of my life.

Calmed and strengthened, I walked 
back to the house and immediately 
made plans to accept a job of feeding 
baby lambs on a bottle. Month after 
month I lived contentedly in that lonely 
place, miles from Pendleton, experiencing 
great satisfaction in feeding and watching 
motherless lambs.

Often I became sad and depressed; but 
always in the end I became optimistic and 
when, at last, my baby boy was born I 
was full of dreams and plans for the great 
future I pictured for him. From the very 
beginning he was a healthy, normal baby, 

and I realized that I had something for 
which to live.

When he was about three months 
old, I could keep my secret no longer.

Overflowing with love and pride, I 
foolishly wrote to my aunt and told her 
all, at the same time begging her, under 
no circumstances, to enlighten Bob as to 
my whereabouts or tell him of the birth 
of my baby. Undoubtedly, she felt it 
her duty to inform Bob; for, almost by 
return mail, came a letter from Bob tell­
ing me that he was leaving the next 
day with great hopes of taking both the 
baby and me back home.

I cried when I read that letter; cried 
because I could not have confidence 
enough in him to go back home with him. 
I could picture him doing the same thing 
over again, for I realized I did not mean 
enough to him so that he could be happy 
without other women.

At last, after tears and heartaches, I 
decided to flee from Bob once more. 
That afternoon I walked to the small 
country town and drew my savings from 
the bank. Returning to the ranch, I 
dressed Reginald and myself, after pack­
ing my suit case. When it became quite 
dark, I slipped quietly out of the house 
and caught the train going west.

I was both happy and sad when I was 
comfortably settled on a train that was 
carrying me to Portland where I in­
tended to catch a San Francisco train, 
for I had come to the conclusion that the 
best thing for my peace of mind was to go 
so far away that neither Bob nor my 
aunt would be likely to find me.

In my heart I found a certain satisfac­
tion in the thought that Bob was at least 
repentant enough to make an effort to 
bring me back.

T HAD more than one object in view 
when I suddenly decided to go to San 

Francisco, for I had seen an advertisement 
in one of the papers where one of the large 
hospitals was asking for girls to enter 
the nurses’ training school.

I was tired when we arrived at the end 
of our journey, but I went almost imme­
diately to the hospital and put in my 
application.

That done, I placed my baby in a 
private family where I was convinced he 
would receive the very best of care.

I was accepted Dy the superintendent 
of nurses, and in less than a week I had 
entered the hospital as a student nurse.

The first part of my training was very 
hard; for in those days we were on duty 
twelve, and sometimes thirteen, hours a 
day, and I was not accustomed to the mad 
rush that quite often we were forced to 
make.

But I liked it. The excitement kept 
me up many times when I was so tired 
physically that by night I was almost 
exhausted. Months flew by and, step by 
step, I gained confidence in my ability. 
At first I was frightened at the responsi­
bility that I had to assume, but by the 
time I became a senior, I would have been 
completely lost without the rush and 
excitement of a nurse’s life. I had at 
last found a life’s work that not only 



held my interest, but would secure for me 
money enough to support myself and 
child.

When, at the end of three years, I 
received my diploma I was a woman; 
not the shrinking, undecided girl who 
had fled in the night and buried herself 
on a sheep ranch, but a woman fully pre­
pared for the battle of life.

The very qualities that nursing de­
velops in a girl are those most needed in 
the battle for existence. I had been the 
sensitive, dependent type but, when sud­
denly I realized that people much older 
than I looked for wisdom and consolation 
from me, I rose to the occasion and was 
surprised to find that I really was capable 
of giving advice.

Immediately after graduating, I went 
into private nursing. Between cases I 
began going out a great deal. San Fran­
cisco ran wide open in those days, and it 
was not long before I realized that the 
Bohemian life of the city, with its gaiety 
and bright lights, held a great attraction 
for me. The very fact that I had no hope 
or desire ever to enter Bob's life again 
made me somewhat reckless.

Little by little it dawned upon me that 
I had a certain attraction for men and 
the fact not only gave me confidence in 
myself but also pleased my vanity.

ABOUT this time I met and became in- 
** terested in Albert Campbell. He was 
a man about fifteen years older than I, and 
his studied reserve fired my imagination 
to such an extent that I decided that 
once again I was really in love.

Albert was a worldly man. He had 
been married and separated at a very 
early age, and during those few years he 
had learned as much about women as 
some men do in a lifetime. His wife 
had been both pretty and vivacious, and 
consequently had attracted a host of 
men admirers.

Naturally of an unsuspecting nature, 
he did not doubt her veracity when she 
told him that she was going out with a 
girl friend or even when she informed him 
that she was going to stay all night with a 
chum who was quite sick. But his blind 
faith was suddenly shattered one night, 
when, in company with a man friend, he 
walked into one of the loudest cabarets of 
the city and surprised his wife just as she 
was finishing an Oriental dance on top of 
one of the cabaret tables. Poor Albert! 
His love dream was shattered. His re­
spect and admiration for women suffered 
a terrible blow and in his great effort to 
forget the past he recklessly threw himself 
into night life, choosing for companions 
the wildest and gayest persons he could 
find.

He was on this sure road to ruin when 
I met him, and we had many a heated 
discussion, which more often than not 
ended in a quarrel, before I finally con­
vinced him that the majority of women 
could not be judged by the actions of his 
divorced wife. It was, no doubt, the 
stand I took in regard to women that 
brought Albert to my feet. From that 
time on, he was a changed man, making 
every effort to climb back to respectability 
and a clean life from which he had dropped 
so suddenly on discovering the character 
of the girl whom he had so blindly 
trusted. When I was finally convinced
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It EMOVES
• • Hair

as if by Magic

SEE how different—how easy it 
is to remove unwanted hair this 

modern way! No powders to mix, 
no razors, no waxes to pull out the 
hair. You simply sponge the un­
sightly growth with a magic new 
liquid, rinse with clear, warm 
water—and you can actually see 
the hairs dissolve before your very 
eyes!

Run your hand over your skin and 
feel how smooth it is. And with 
each new application of the new 
De Miracle, the hair becomes 
finer and finer until its regrowth is 
indefinitely retarded! This marvel­
ous liquid acts as if by magic!
De Miracle contains positively no 
dangerous barium sulphide. Quick, 
safe and daintily perfumed. Sold 
everywhere: 60c, $1.00 and $2.00.
If you have any difficulty in obtain­
ing it, order from us, enclosing 
$1.00. De Miracle, Dept. 67, 138 
West 14th Street, New York City.
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“T^eat Hai ran A sset99
“The world judges by appearance,” says 

the popular Douglas Fairbanks, Jr., “and a 
neat head of hair helps put you over. I keep 
my hair smooth and glossy with a little 
‘Hair Groom’ each day. It makes the 
most unruly hair behave without making it 
look greased.”

A little “Hair Groom” each morning will 
keep your hair combed all day in any style 
you like. Even shampooed hair stays neat 
and orderly all day long. Leading men in 
every walk of life use ‘‘Hair Groom.” It 
does not show on the hair.

“Hair Groom” comes in two forms—• 
cream and liquid. If your druggist cannot 
supply you, send 50c in stamps or money 
order to Wyeth Chemical Co., Inc., 578 
Madison Ave., New York City. A sample 
of Liquid Hair Groom is free. Clip 
coupon.

Wyeth Chern. Co., Inc., Dept. 3T7 E" D C F
578 Madison Ave., New York City ■ t t 

Mail me free sample Liquid Hair Groom.

Name................................................................................. ......

Address

City.....................................................State...........................

“I Love 
ToWear

This 
Dress"

“It fits me perfectly and my 
friends all say it’s the prettiest 
dress I ever had. It looks like an 
expensive store model. You'd never 
think I’d made it myself for only 
$8.65. It's really easy to make 
smart, becoming clothes when you 
know the secrets of designing, cut­
ting, fitting and finishing.”

No matter where you live, you, 
too, can learn at home to make all 
your clothes and hats for one-half 
or one-third the usual cost.

Earn $20 to $40 
a Week

The Woman’s Institute will show 
you the secrets of designing, cut­
ting and fitting. The caurse is so 
complete that you can earn $20 to 
$4 0 a week as a dressmaker or 
teacher, or open your own shop.

Just mail the coupon and let us 
tell you all about the Woman’s 
Institute and its courses in Dress­
making and Millinery.

WOMAN’S INSTITUTE, Dept. 90-U, Scranton, Pa.
Without cost or obligation, please send me com- 

plete information about your home-study course in the 
subject I have checked below:

□ Home Dressmaking □ Millinery
□ Professional Dressmaking □ Cooking

Name....................................................................
(Please specify whether Mrs. or Miss)

Address.....................................................................  

that he really loved me I began to wonder 
at my own feeling for him. Had I found 
some one whom I could really love? In 
those first months of our acquaintance, I 
really believed I had. I was too young 
not to be searching continually for love; 
too young not to long for the thrill that 
comes from the glance of an eye or the 
touch of a hand. I wanted to be really in 
love, and I thought that I had found the 
right man. Those long rides down the 
Peninsula by Albert’s side, or a quiet 
dinner downtown thrilled me for a time; 
but after awhile I began to analyze my 
own emotions. I liked him. I was happy 
and contented while with him but the 
thrill was gone or, at least, was going. 
Could it be that I was already tiring of 
him?

I had thrilled always at the touch of 
Bob’s hand, but I had failed to hold him. 
Was I the one now that could not be 
held?

I had run the gauntlet of emotions in 
those first years of training school. One 
by one I had tired of my admirers and 
sometimes, when my thoughts wandered 
back to the past, I wondered if I would 
not have tired even of Bob. Was there 
such a thing as a love that would really 
last? Would the touch of Bob’s hand 
thrill me now? I was no longer a timid 
little wife and when I thought of those 
laughing, tantalizing eyes and that per­
sonality that had always bent me to his 
ideas, right or wrong, I could not be 
convinced that it would lie in his power to 
thrill me as in the days of old. With a 
sigh, I turned to Albert as a husband. I 
would be safe with him. I would be the 
one to have my own way, for Albert was 
of the easy-going type. There would be 
no great thrills in life, for I had felt them 
already dying out. But I knew I could 
be contented and happy in a calm, smooth 
life with Albert in a home that sheltered 
both Reginald and me.

LONG ago I had read in a Corvallis
J paper that Bob had secured a divorce. 

Many times I pictured him with a second 
wife who was not only radiant and happy, 
but fully capable of holding his undivided 
attention. The thought brought always 
a sadness with it, for he was my first and 
greatest love, although it was he who had 
given me the greatest heartaches in my 
life.

My boy was now about six years old, 
and I realized how very much he needed 
a good man’s guidance.

Reginald’s birthday was the eleventh 
of March, and I had always given him a 
party. One evening when we three were 
having dinner downtown, Albert sud­
denly proposed that we make Reginald’s 
birthday also our wedding day. I con­
sented, and at Reginald’s birthday party 
Albert and I were married. We moved 
into a sunny, little flat down near his 
place of business and with a happy con­
tented feeling I once again entered upon 
married life.

My husband was not a wealthy man, 
but he held a good position with an in­
surance company and was extremely 
generous to Reginald and me.

Happy days followed. Many times 
Reginald and I went with Albert in his 
modest little car on some business trip 
down the Peninsula. Often we took our 

lunch, thereby enjoying a stop by the 
roadside and a basket lunch under some 
big spreading tree. I felt that, at last, I 
had found perfect happiness. The se­
clusion of a home combined with the com­
panionship of my little boy left me nothing 
for which to yearn. There was nothing 
in life for which I actually longed; for 
by this time 1 had fully convinced myself 
that seeking a mad infatuation that W’ould 
last through life was chasing a will-o-the- 
wisp.

We had been married about a month 
when one evening Albert told us that in 
the morning he was going to drive over 
to Marin County, a green and wooded 
country lying in the hills across the bay. 
I immediately decided to go with him 
and give Reginald the pleasure of a day in 
the woods. We set the alarm and retired 
early. We were awakened at five o’clock 
in the morning, not only by our alarm, 
but also by a very perceptible earthquake.

N/[Y first thought was of Reginald.
Rushing to his cot I almost dragged 

him out and took him into our bed. By 
this time the motion had almost ceased, 
and we were just breathing freely when it 
began again. The earth quivered and 
we were poised for flight when suddenly 
with a terrific rumble, the very ground 
beneath us seemed to rise. It quivered 
for a second, then with a lurch which 
carried the chimney of the house next 
door through our window and threw us 
to the floor to be covered with a rain of 
bricks, dropped us back once more on 
steady ground. How any of us ever 
escaped death is a problem that I have 
never been able to solve.

At last, partially stunned, I raised 
myself from the floor. Reginald, seeing 
me move, crawled over the bricks and, 
putting his arms around my neck, whis­
pered in a scared little voice, “Daddy 
won’t wake up.”

Slowly the meaning of his words pene­
trated my hazy brain and climbing over 
the bricks to where Albert lay, I gently 
turned him over. He was dead!

I did not cry. I was too dazed to 
grasp the meaning of it all. Taking 
Reginald’s hand I led him away from 
Albert’s dead body. Going to the closet, 
I took out our slippers and kimonos and 
put them on us. Still dazed, I walked 
down to the street, holding firmly to 
Reginald’s hand.

We mixed in with the crowd and 
finally I told some of the neighbors of 
Albert’s death. They went upstairs with 
me, but there was nothing any of us could 
do. Mrs. Rethers, who lived in the house 
across the street, kindly volunteered to 
take Reginald with her while I looked for 
some one with a wagon to move Albert’s 
body to an undertaking parlor. I came 
back about two hours later, unsuccessful 
in my quest. Fires were springing up 
all over the city and wagons were in 
constant use.

Meeting Mrs. Rethers in the crowd, she 
hysterically told me that in some way 
she and Reginald had been separated and 
she had been unable to find him. Help­
lessly I stared into the sea of faces around 
me. Poor Albert’s body was forgotten 
in the new horror I was compelled to face. 
I rushed madly from street to street, 
wildly calling my boy’s name.



He had his dog and, oh, how I prayed 
that the dog would bring him home!

Half of the business district by this 
time was in flames. The chief of the fire 
department had been killed that morning 
and the earthquake had broken the 
water mains, consequently it was small 
wonder that the department was unable 
to control the situation. The city by 
this time was under martial law and the 
population was wildly fleeing to places 
of safety.

As I looked upon the crowds packed 
around me, I knew that somewhere in 
that milling mass was a tiny frightened 
boy, sobbing broken-heartedly for his 
mother. If 1 had for one second given 
myself full rein, I would have run scream­
ing into that- mob, a raving .maniac. 
Only the fierce, determined grip with 
which I kept my emotions under control 
saved me from losing my mind. The 
authorities by this time were forcing us, 
little by little, out of the burning district. 
Block by block we were driven back for 
they had decided to dynamite the homes 
on Van Ness Avenue as a last desperate 
attempt to gain control of the rapidly 
spreading fire and save the residence 
district beyond. All the time I was 
frantically looking for Reginald and when 
at last night came and I looked around 
me not knowing whether he was dead, or 
perhaps even worse, I was all but insane. 
All night I walked for the city was as 
light as day, sometimes turning to the 
light some little face, fast asleep on the 
sidewalk. I inquired often of men and 
women if they had seen a small boy with 
an Airedale dog. Walking, constantly 
walking, all night and when morning 
came, I found myself at the entrance of 
Golden Gate Park.

'T'lRED, hungry and heart-broken, and 
-*■ giving up all hope, I dropped on the 

grass and cried myself to sleep.
Hours later, I was awakened by a per­

sistent shaking. Opening my eyes, I saw 
bending over me a familiar face. It was 
a young doctor who had been an interne 
in my hospital when I was in training. 
He had later gone to a small town in the 
interior to practice. He had come into 
the city just the night before the earth­
quake. He had always been a favorite 
with the girls in the hospital and, needless 
to say, I poured my whole tragic story 
into his sympathetic ear, and asked for 
his advice.

Slowly he summed up the details of 
my experience and said he thought it 
would be foolish for me to sit around and 
wear out my nerves waiting for news that 
1 might not receive for weeks. He said:

“The child is more apt to have been 
picked up by someone than not; but it 
would only be one chance in ten thousand 
that you could find him by going around 
seeking him. It will only be a matter of 
time until the names of lost children will 
be posted in certain parts of the city, so 
try to be patient until then.

“The best thing for you to do at present 
is to get your mind occupied with some 
important work that will leave you no 
time to think of your own troubles. I 
want a nurse immediately to assist me 
in emergencies. You had better come 
with me, and get your hands and mind 
busy.”
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winning smile! And it’s 
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mar your smile. Never 
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colored. Chew Dentyne, 
the gum that keeps teeth 
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almost overnight!
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toilet counters, extra-large size, $1. If your dealer 
can’t supply you, write us for extra-large jar, with 
dainty gift sample and beauty booklet. Send no money 
—just pay postman $1 on delivery. Address Dept. 17, 
National Toilet Co., Paris, Tenn.

ALWAYS Ask For DENISON’S-53 Years of Hits 
Comedy-Dramas, A If A Vaudeville Acts,
Farces, Musical ■*] flwjk Monologs, Dialogs, 
Comedies, Revues, I fan I V Entertainments, 
Musical Readings, Comedy Songs, Chalk Talk Books, Min­
strels. Blackface Skits. Make-up Goods. Catalog FREE. 
T. S. DENISON & CO., 623 S. Wabash, Dept. 75 CHICAGO

NO MORE

ZEMO

DANDRUFF,
■ NOW

The way it rids you of Dandruff 
and stops itching scalp will de­
light you. ZEMO is also the safe, 
dependable means of relieving

Apply cooling, heal- 
ing.cleansingZEMO 

on the head and rub vigorously.

dependable means oi relieving 
Eczema, Blotches, Blemishes and Itching Irrita- < 
tions of the skin and scalp. Clean and conveni­
ent to use any time. 35c, 60c and $1.00, all dealers.icmo



Follow the rev, fashion

ffl TINTED 
■ BED

The vogue for delicately colored pillow 
slips and sheets of linen, crepe de chine 
or cotton can be easily followed at 
great savings by tinting your white ones. 
Just dissolve a package of Putnam Dye 
in a pint of boiling water and bottle 
it. This Tinting Fluid can be used like 
blueing, a few drops ata time for succes­
sive washings to keep the tint uniform. 
At your druggist’s —15(4 per package.

PUTNAM
FADELESS

DYES
for Tinting or

Send for new Revised Edition, 
“The Charm of Color,” a 
beautifully illustrated guide to 
Dyeing, Tinting, Bleaching, 
Cleaning, etc.

WEE

Dyeing

Monroe Chemical Co., 
Dept. T-7, Quincy, Ill. 
Please send your free booklet to
Name....................................................
Address................................................

i

Who WILL
TELL HER

asks Ethel G. Wil­
son, Registered 
Nurse, that the 
preparation she se­
lects for Feminine 
Hygiene will be 
more surely effec­
tive if used in a

MARVEL 
WHIRLING SPRAY 

Women in France, where the Marvel was again awarded 
the gold medal in 1928 (Paris International Exposition) 
as the most effective Feminine Hygiene Instrument, 
know this to be a fact. And what the European woman, 
relying on Old World wisdom in feminine matters 
approves, women of the New World may safely accept. 

Ask your own doctor why, or send coupon below for 
free booklet, “Feminine Hygiene,” of authoritative 
medical facts.

Citv State

Ethel G. Wilson, Reg. Nurse, Dept. P6-29, 
The Marvel Co., Box 1911, New Haven, Conn.

Please send me your booklet in sealed envelope.

Name..........................................................................

Street..........................................................................

It was good advice, but not the kind 
I wanted. I did not want my mind 
occupied with work. I had reached the 
stage where I wanted only to sit and 
dream; to live over and over my great 
tragedy.

The young physician was kind and 
patient at first, listening to my excuses 
for not wishing to go with him, but he 
was a determined man, and suddenly he 
lost all patience with me. Grabbing me 
by the arm, he pulled me to my feet with 
a most decided jerk at the same time 
exclaiming, “Look here, my young lady, 
you are not the only mother who, in this 
great calamity has become separated 
from her child. Forget your own troubles 
for the present, as long as the situation 
can not be altered immediately, and come 
help me in this emergency work.”

It was just what I needed to bring me 
to my senses. His severe criticism cut 
deeply, and with a shamed face I meekly 
followed him to his car.

T 1 7E stopped at a place where I got 
’ * some sandwiches and good strong 

coffee and slowly I came out of the dazed 
state to which I had clung so tenaciously.

Before the day was over I had caught 
the fire of excitement and experienced 
great satisfaction in being able to allevi­
ate the sufferings and hardships around 
me. All day, and far into the night, we 
were driving back and forth over the 
city; sometimes picking up a worn-out 
mother with two or three crying children 
at her feet, and hurrying them on to a 
place of safety; or maybe lifting some 
invalid from a rudely constructed stretcher 
and carrying him on to friends or to one 
of the hospitals.

Every kind of emergency work we did. 
Broken limbs were set, burns were 
treated, exhausted people were resusci­
tated, men and women died and babies 
were born even, in the tonneau of our car. 
It gave me no time to think. For the 
time my own troubles were forgotten 
and when night came, I was too exhausted 
even to concentrate.

It was only those first few days that 
। nurses were needed for emergency work. 
: Having at last gained control of the fires, 

San Francisco slowly drifted back to 
routine and order. The summer was 
ahead of us, for the earthquake had 
occurred on the eighteenth of April. By 
the time fall arrived much of the debris 
had been hauled away and little shacks 
had been erected for those who had lost 
their homes. I was a restless being in 
those days, absolutely unable to content 
myself at anything.

The uncertainty of Reginald’s fate be­
came a nightmare that followed me day 
and night. I never went for a drive or a 
walk but what my eyes were constantly 
on the search. If a machine flew by 
quickly, I was making desperate effort 
to see all of the occupants or if a small 
boy dashed past me, without my getting 
a good look at him, I was wondering if 
he could possibly be Reginald. At last, 
I began to fear for my mind, so terrible 
was the strain of constant alertness. I 
decided that I must get out of San 

| Francisco.
There was a captain of one of the mail 

ships, plying between Hongkong and 
San Francisco that I had, at one time 
nursed through typhoid. He had volun­

teered, at the time, to get me a position 
as stewardess on one of the steamers, if 
at any future date, I might wish to make 
the trip.

I got in touch with him and very soon 
he had me placed on one of his company’s 
shipst I had had’posters placed in the 
camps offering a reward for any news 
that would lead to the discovery of 
Reginald, and when I decided to accept 
the position on the steamer, my room­
mate, Helen McCormick, was to be on 
the alert for any news of my boy, and I 
was to share her room when in port, 
paying my part of the rent.

I made three trips to the Orient, 
actually enjoying every minute on board.

Fortunately I had duties and was com­
pelled to concentrate on what I was doing, 
thereby giving my nerves a much needed 
rest.

At the end of my third voyage, as we 
landed at San Francisco, I spied Helen 
in the crowd on the wharf. My heart 
gave one terrible thump and then seemed 
suddenly to stop beating. She had never 
met me before and intuitively I knew 
that she had some news of Reginald for 
me. I rushed down the gangplank, blind 
to every face in the crowd except Helen’s.

As I reached her she gave me no time 
to ask questions, but excitedly informed 
me that some one in the Richmond 
District was advertising for Reginald’s 
mother. I was actually weak from ex­
citement as we walked up and took a cab.

I can’t remember of thinking or feeling 
anything, at any time, during that ride. 
My very senses seemed to have been 
numbed by the good news. I sat and 
stared into vacancy and seemed abso­
lutely devoid of all emotion.

TT seemed hours later that we stopped 
-*■ on Sixth Avenue. I got out and me­
chanically followed Helen up to the door 
of a house, where she rang the bell. The 
door was opened by a little girl and we 
stepped inside and there, in the middle of 
the dimly lighted hall stood little Regi­
nald with an air that seemed almost 
bashful as he approached me with a broad 
grin on his little face. I took a couple of 
steps toward him, and suddenly my 
knees seemed to grow weak. My legs 
refused to carry me and slowly I sank 
down to a kneeling position and, reaching 
out with both arms, swept my baby to 
my breast. Laughing and crying at the 
same time I rocked back and forth while 
wildly I rained kisses on that dear little 
face.

When at last my emotions subsided, I 
rose to my feet. Suddenly I recalled 
that I had some one to thank for this 
great fortune. Putting my arm about 
Reginald, I was miking my way to the 
door at the end of the hall when suddenly 
my eyes fell upon the figure of a man 
standing near a window, only a few feet 
away. He seemed to have just entered. 
He crossed the hall, and I was in the act 
of addressing him when suddenly he 
looked up, took a step toward me, hesi­
tated and stopped dead still. Instantly 
I recognized him and, for a second, I 
thought I was going to faint. It was Bob! 
I stared stupidly at him, absolutely 
unable to make a noise. So different was 
he in appearance from what I had pic­
tured that, for once, I was utterly 
speechless.



He was still the immaculate, well- 
groomed man that I had married, almost 
nine years ago, but oh, how changed in 
some ways. The laughing deviltry that 
I had so often seen in his eyes was gone 
and in its place was a look almost of 
meekness. For a minute I hesitated and 
then such a wave of sympathy engulfed 
me that a sob rose in my throat. Wildly 
throwing my arms around him, I slowly 
drew down that dear head, all the time 
raining kisses on those dear remembered 
eyes. His arms closed around me in a 
vise-like grip. Hysterically crying and 
laughing at the same time, I stood there 
in the hall, all unmindful of the world 
about me.

For a few short seconds the world was 
forgotten; only the great heartaches that 
we both had experienced were vividly 
pictured in our minds. We were suddenly 
brought back to reality by two small 
hands that tugged at us, and, looking 
down, our eyes rested upon the face of 
our son.

Bob stooped down and gathering the 
little fellow into his arms, led the way 
into his apartment. I could not keep my 
eyes off my former husband. I marveled 
at the change in him. He was as kind 
and gentle as ever, but I realized that to 
him I was no longer a doll; no longer a 
dear, little clinging vine that should be 
petted and pampered, but a woman, 
whom he looked upon as his equal.

A/IY thoughts wandered back to the 
past. How little I had dreamed when 

T ran away from him so many years ago 
that my very independence and my 
ability to rise above my troubles and 
gain success would some day compel his 
admiration and respect as well as his love.

Unconsciously, 1 had taken the road 
that developed in me the very qualities 
that he admired. I marveled, too, at the 
emotion in my own heart, for I had 
thought that I was tired of men, until 
suddenly I was swept entirely off my feet, 
with one great throb of sympathy, be­
cause I read in his face the great heart­
aches that I had so blindly caused him.

It was at the dinner table that Bob 
related the happenings that had, at last, 
brought all three of us together.

Reginald had been picked up during 
the earthquake by a Mr. Thompson, a 
very old man. He was too old to be on 
the alert or make any systematic efforts 
to find either Bob or myself. It was 
through a family living next door to Mr. 
Thompson that Bob’s whereabouts were 
at last discovered.

The lady of the house was giving a 
farewell party for her two little boys, 
when suddenly one of them exclaimed, 
“We’re not going to live in this tumble­
down San Francisco any more. My 
granddad has a ranch up near Corvallis, 
Oregon, and we are going up there and 
live with him.”

Reginald excitedly arose from the 
table at the same time, exclaiming, “Oh, 
Mrs. Wilson, that’s where my dad lives. 
Corvallis, Oregon—I remember now!”

He had so many times tried to recall 
the name of the town where I had told 
him that his father lived. After that, it 
was easy for Mrs. Wilson to get in touch 
with Bob and notify him of Reginald’s 
plight.

Bob came down immediately and took

For the enclosed ioc (coin 
or stamps) send me a trial 

size bottle of NONSPI

The Nonspi Company 
2636 Walnut Street 
Kansas City, Mo.

armpits 
are an absolute necessity to 
all well-groomed men and 
women. No one can be at 
ease or comfortable who is a 
victim of armpit perspiration 
and its disagreeable odor.
Dry and odorless armpits are 
easily and quickly available. 
A few drops of NONSPI (an 
antiseptic liquid) applied to 
the underarms will keep them 
dry, odorless and sweet.
NONSPI will also save you 
many dollars by protecting 
your clothing from those 
ruinous, discoloring, destruc­
tive perspiration stains.

NONSPI destroys the odor and 
diverts the underarm perspiration

Name _

Address

City __

Round out all undeveloped and 
hollow places wherever they are. 
Have plump shapely limbs, beau­
tiful complexion with the method 
that has made good for 26 years. 
Look young and feel young. No 
exercises, dieting or massage. Bid your de­
fects a long farewell. To show how easy this 
home treatment is I will send you, postpaid 
and sealed, a

lutiful'-'Neck 
Shoulders

14-DAY DEMONSTRATION
three, part treatment, including a big 
aluminum box of my Peerless Wonder 
Cream, if you enclose a dime towards ex­
penses. It would be cheap at a dollar but 
sent for a dime if you write now. And the 
dime back if you say so. MADAME 
WILLIAMS, Room 41, Buffalo, N. Y.

work. LaSalleexpertswillshow 
you how, guide you step by 
step to success and help solve

Do you want a better position 
and a higher salary? You can 
have them if you can do the

Name_______________________________________________ -
City______________________________State_____________ -

SPARE TIME TRAINING
THAT LEADS TO BIGGER PAY

your personal business problems through the time-sav­
ing LaSalle Problem Method. Our salary-increasing 
plan enables you to prepare during your spare hours.

-Find Yourself
LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY, Dept. 7358-R CHICAGO
Tell me about your salary-increasing plan for my advancement in the business field checked. 
Send also copy of “Ten Years’ Promotion in One,” all without obligation.
□ Business Management □ Commercial Law Q Expert Book-
□ Modern Salesmanship □ Industrial Management Effective

— Speaking
|~| Credit and

□ Higher Accountancy 
□ Traffic Management 
J Railway Station 

Management
□ Law—Degree of LL. B.
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to parts of the body where there 
is better evaporation—and need 
be used on an average cf but 
two nights each week.

NONSPI, an old, tried and 
proven, dependable prepara­
tion, endorsed and recom­
mended by physicians and 
nurses, is used the year 
around—spring, summer, fall, 
and winter—by more than a 
million men and women.
Get a bottle of NONSPI to­
day. Use it tonight. Your 
Toilet Goods Dealer and 
Druggist has it at 50c (several 
months’ supply) or if you 
prefer
Accept our 10c Trial offer 
(several weeks’ supply)

Be a. Nurse
Make $30-$35 a Week

YOU can learn at home in spare 
time. Course endorsed by physi­
cians. Thousands of graduates. Est. 
29 years. One graduate has charge 
of a ten-bed hospital. Another saved

$400 while learning. Equipment included. Open to all 
over 18 and under 55 years. Money-back agreement.

CHICAGO SCHOOL OF NURSING
Dept. 1267, 421 S. Ashland Boulevard, Chicago, Ill.

Please send me your free fascinating booklet, “Amazing 
Opportunities in Nursing,” and 32 sample lesson pages

without interference with your present duties. Simply 
mark on the coupon the field in which you desiresuccess, 
and we will mail you a valuable book describing the 
opportunities in that field, together with an outline of 
our salary-increasing plan. Also copy of “Ten Years’ 
Promotion in One.” There is no cost or obligation. Find 
out how the salary-increasing plan starts average 
men and women on the high road to success and finan­
cial independence. Check and mail the coupon NOW.

Through LaSalle-
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charge of his long-lost son, at the same 
time making a desperate effort to find me. 
He had not even known that I had re­
married, until Reginald one day spoke of 
his daddy who had been killed in the 
earthquake. It was through an ad that 
Bob put in a Sacramento paper that I had 
at last found Reginald. Helen’s mother 
had cut out the ad and sent it to her to be 
given to me on my arrival from the 
Orient.

About a month later, Bob and I moved 
into our own house. We were remarried 

on the very day tha t I found both Regi­
nald and Bob, and, after a lengthy dis­
cussion, we’decided to make our home in 
the city that had reunited our little 
family.

Twenty-two years have passed since 
San Francisco’s great earthquake, but 
Bob and I are still sweethearts. Often 
we speak of the fate that separated us, 
only to round out our characters by 
heartaches and disappointments and, in 
the end, bring us together, sweethearts 
for the rest of life.

OVELINESS
—truly your own!

(Here's how to have it—always !)

The Man She Couldn’t Deny
{Continued from page 27)

Is your hair exactly the same shade and texture as 
that of your friends? Of course it isn’t! Why, then, 
should you shampoo it exactly as they do?

Every shade of hair has its own peculiar needs — 
hence each requires its own special treatment. The 
problem is to find the shampoo that suits your hair; the 
one that will banish all dullness and drabness and 
bring out its own natural beauty.
^That’s why so many women prefer the new Golden 

Glint Shampoo. It is truly individual! Simple direc­
tions tell how to shampoo your own particular shade of 
hair to give it that fashionable "tiny-tint” and bring 
out those rich hidden undertones. Just one Golden 
Glint Shampoo will show you the way! 25c at your 
dealers’—or send for free sample.
------------------  J. W. KOBI CO. -------------------

623 Rainier Ave., Dept. G, Seattle, Wash. 
Please send a free sample.

N a m e-----------------------------------------------------------

Address______________ . _____

City.State

Color of my hair_____________________________

FRECKLES

, . Remove this ugly ma
There’s no longer the slightest need of 

feeling ashamed of your freckles, as Othine—• 
double strength—is guaranteed to remove 
these homely spots.

Simply get an ounce of Othine from any 
drug or department store and apply a little 
of it night and morning and you should soon 
see that even the worst freckles have begun 
to disappear, while the lighter ones have 
vanished entirely. It is seldom that more 
than an ounce is needed to completely clear 
the skin and gain a beautiful complexion.

Be sure to ask for double strength Othine, 
as this is sold under guarantee of money 
back if it fails to remove your freckles.

OTH I N E
DOUBLE STRENGTH

at this ball. And I was right about it.
1 went to the ball in appropriate cos­

tume and mask. 1 recognized my 
husband by his costume and his voice. 
He danced with me, flirted with me, 
unaware that I was his wife, and seemed 
the gay, charming debonair man he had 
always been.

He forgot me entirely, however, upon 
the arrival of a certain young woman 
whose entrance created a stir, perhaps 
because her costume was mostly nudity, 
and to whom Basil thereafter devoted 
himself exclusively. This, I had no doubt, 
was the cabaret dancer, my husband's 
inamorata.

AFTER awhile I missed them from the 
ballroom. Chancing to pass an open 

door, I heard my husband’s voice. I looked 
in and saw him and the young woman 
seated on a divan, smoking. I stood out­
side the door and deliberately eaves­
dropped. I had to put my hands tightly 
to my breast to quiet the beating of my 
heart at what I heard. It seemed to me 
it must burst of anguish.

“My season will be over in a few 
weeks,” Basil’s voice said. “How would 
you like to take a trip to Europe with 
me?”

“What about your wife?”
Basil laughed.
“My wife, dear lady, is the least of my 

troubles. So far as she knows, I am the 
same devoted, faithful husband I always 
was.”

“But doesn't she suspect? Maybe 
some one has told her. There’s been a 
lot of talk, you know, honey—”

“I don’t care what she suspects, or 
what any one may have told her. I don’t 
have to consider the conventions. A 
genius can do as he pleases. Let’s not 
discuss it any longer.”

“AU rightie! Honey boy, you haven’t 
been very nice to your little girl lately. 
Did you forget about the platinum watch? 
And I didn’t get the check for the rent yet. 
And I’se got a lot of bills to pay, honey 
boy—for the pretty things I bought—■ 
that you like—”

“I’ll give you some money in the 
morning. Come on, they’re dancing 
again.”

I sat quietly in a chair for a long time, 
unable to move. I felt as if I had been 
stricken with a mortal illness and was 
about to die.

So the tattled tales I had heard were 
true. My husband was indeed living with 

this girl . . . He was unfaithful to me.
1 could forgive his other vices, endure 

his beating me, but infidelity I could not 
forgive.

After a while, in a blind daze, I found 
my cloak and went away from that house, 
with its blaze of lights and clamor of 
music and laughter that mocked at the 
pain in my heart. I stumbled on through 
the snowy streets, with no idea of destina­
tion or direction, with only a desire to 
creep away somewhere alone and die.

The sound of music attracted me. I 
looked about and found myself on a 
street corner in a squalid section. A little 
group of Salvationists were holding a 
meeting under a street lamp. Something 
impelled me to stop and listen. The 
light from the street lamp, blurred by 
falling snowflakes, fell on the bonneted 
heads. A girl was playing a guitar and 
singing. She had a sweet, plaintive 
voice. She sang an old song about the 
Savior that I vaguely remembered out 
of the dim past.

“And Io, Thy hand is scarred, 
And thorns Thy brow encircle, 
And tears Thy face have marred.”

I thought of my husband and his 
mistress, back there in the abandoned 
revelry. I thought of my sick baby at 
home. And something within me cried 
out fiercely, “Oh. God, I too, know what 
anguish is! I too, am wearing the thorns! 
I too, am being crucified!”

’ I 'HE Salvationists knelt there in the 
snow to pray. I huddled by the street 

lamp and watched. Prayer! I wanted 
to scream at them that their prayers 
were foolish and futile, that God neither 
heard nor answered prayers.

One of the women rose and came over 
to me. She looked at my cloak and my 
flimsy shoes. I knew what she thought 
I was.

“Have you come to find God?” she 
said gently. “God is love.”

“Is God love?” I said dully. “Love is 
a mockery, and God is cruel. God has 
robbed me—and given it to another—”

Yet another sorrow, an even greater 
one, was in store for me. My babe- died 
that night.

I did not see Basil again until we parted 
outside the door of the judge’s chambers, 
I with an absolute decree of divorce.

Basil went abroad with his inamorata, 
and I went back to the silent house on 
Long Island. The house that was meant



to be a dream house, filled now only with 
bitter memories.

Shortly afterward, I was summoned 
home to my father’s funeral. I should 
have liked to see him before he died, for 
he had never forgiven me for marrying 
Basil. When the will was read, my name 
was not even listed among the names of 
his children. I had been his favorite 
daughter; both because I was the young­
est and because of my resemblance to my 
mother who had died at my birth. So 
utterly he had plucked me out of his 
heart, according to his interpretation of 
the Old Testament. Then I was glad he 
had died before he knew the truth. Or 
did he know it now, I wondered.

The months that followed were black 
with despondency. I had lost every­
thing and gained nothing, I was utterly 
alone now, like Hagar in the wilderness. 
I realized, more than ever, that I still 
loved Basil, and would always love him. 
Basil had been to me like the lights, the 
magic and illusion, of the theater. Do 
you know what back-stage is like when 
the show is over, without the lights, the 
life and color? Nowhere on earth is there 
a place so inexpressibly dreary, so dis­
illusioning, so barren and abandoned. 
Life was like that to me now—without 
Basil.

When at last I had climbed out of my 
valley of despair, it was to the realization 
that my only salvation lay in work. I 
must gather up the poor shattered frag­
ments of my world and, with them, try 
to build another world. I remembered my 
former ambition to go into serious dram­
atic work. It was not too late. I still had 
a measure of youth left and my name was 
still remembered in the theatrical world.

I SOUGHT out a famous producer who 
had once offered me a place. To him I 

told my story and my desperate need 
of work that would absorb and distract 
me. He was kind enough to remember 
me and my previous work. He had the 
great gift of sympathy and understanding, 
and he gave me, without hesitation, a 
leading part in a play he was preparing 
for production.

To him, I owe all the success that 
afterwards came to me; success that I 
worked for as much to justify his faith 
in me as to assuage my lacerated soul. 
How incredibly hard I worked, but how 
gladly!

I wanted to fill every moment with 
activity; to blot out the past in abnegating 
activities of the present. Yet inevitably 
there were moments, when I was alone, or 
in the still hours of the night, when the 
little doors of memory would open and 
let in old ghosts like butterflies into a 
garden.

In work I found sanity and salvation, 
but, in truth, no great happiness. There 
was always that scar, like a knife-wound, 
across my heart. The success I achieved 
was tinged with bitterness. It was like 
sitting in a beautifully ornate house be­
side a cold and desolate hearthstone.

For I did achieve success—not so much 
due to any talent I possessed as to my 
susceptibility to training and my over­
whelming, almost fanatical desire for 
engrossing occupation. It was success 
that under other conditions would have 
been most generous, soul-satisfying. But 
after all, and perversely enough, I didn’t
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THE SAFE AND GE-N TLE

No experience required. Wonderful op­
portunities for men and women from 18 
to 70. Stay at home or travel. Nothing 
to sell. No canvassing or soliciting.

FREE BOOK
EXPLAINING SO WAYS

Entirely new plans. Hundreds earning 
from$60to$100aweekandmore. Write 
quick for full particulars and free book. 
Trifling investment required.
Storekeepers retailing cigars, drugs, gro­
ceries, candies, etc. You can add $30 to $50 a 
week to your profits without interference with 
your business.
H. C. EVANS & CO., 1525 W. Adams St., Chicago, III.

how they’re kept 
free from corns

Miss Universe
(Dorothy Britton)

Note in Vari Carroll’s Vanities

"A corn in a beauty parade! . . . 
What nonsense with Blue=jay at 
every corner drug store!”

• • •

Famous Feet can’t take chances with 
dangerous corn-cutting. Nor can you. 
Blue-jay safely and gently uproots the 
corn. The medication is controlled 
. . . you can’t use too much or too 
little. The satin-soft shoe-pad relieves 
the pressure and stops the pain at 
once. A single Blue-jay usually ends 
the corn; but even the hardiest of­
fender yields to a second or third. At 
all drug stores . . . For calluses and 
bunions, ask for the large size Blue-jay. 

Bluejay
WAY TO END A CORN

t CornerYotrr Tictures-Aibun'. 
3L where yon can keep them Safe and 

enjoy them always.

S s
Styles l'Acrt Corners'll Colors

are on eale at Photo Supply and , 
Albani counters everywhere. They 
are the only Quick, Easy. Artistic, r. 
No Paste, No Fold way, to mount I 

lOr Kodak Prints. A dime brings 100 B 
Ritifc* andSamples to try. Write DUyF ENGEL MFC. CO.
lOO Dent. 59U, 4711 N. Clark St., Chicago

Ladies of America!
Genuine French Perfumes by “De Vonne”

$5.00 Value 
for 98c

GENUINE I
NARCISSE |

BLACK I TRUE I SW.EET BLACK
TULIP I CHYPRE | PEA JASMIN

THIS COUPON IS WORTH $4.02
Special introductory advertising offer

Mail this coupon and only 98c to help pay our advert 
tising, wrapping, mailing, etc., and we will send you 
FREE without further cost two regular $2.00 bottles 
of famous French Perfumes. Your choice of two of 
the five odors above, and also a $1.00 box of “De 
Vonne,” a marvelous face powder in Natural, Rachel, 
White or Gypsy Tan shades. Think of it—two bottles 
of perfume and a box of face powder—all three—a 
$5.00 value—for just 98c.

In beautiful black and white gift boxes

GRAVES BROS.
U. S. Distributors 

421 E. 8th St., Los Angeles, Calif.



soothing toeyes
Swimming, motoring and other 
outdoor activities often cause 
even the strongest eyes to burn 
and become bloodshot. When this 
occurs, apply a few drops of sooth­
ing, cooling Murine. Almost in­
stantly the burning sensation will 
disappear, and before long your 
eyes will be clear and bright again.

Millions of bottles of Murine are 
used each year to soothe and beau- 
tify eyes. Many persons make a 
practice of cleansing their eyes 
with it daily. A month’s supply 
costs but 60c. Learn its benefits!

GIVEN, VAHDERBILT

RIGAUD 
PARIS

The moment you remove the stopper 
you will understand why Mrs. V under­
bill selected this exquisite Un Aii 
Embaume for use at the wedding of 
her daughter, Consuelo, and why 
Rigaud has been appointed Par- 
fumeur to His Majesty. King 
Alphonso XIII of Spain by 
Royal Decree. The very first 
caress of its delightful fragrance 
will enhance your youthful charm and 
vivid attractiveness. Send only 25c 
(merely the cost of mailing, customs 
duty, etc.) for your dainty, purse- 
eize flacon.
RIGAUD-Paris, Dept. 47, 79 Bedford Street, New York City

Have Used It 
for 40 Years!

All this time KREMOLA Face Cream has been the most 
cherished beauty secret of thousands of women — proving 
its wonderful power to beautify and “youthify” the skin. 
The woman who is young and beautiful should have it; and 

She who is past her 
prime must get its 
marvelous help in 

_ strengthening tissues.
Makes the smoothing lines and c,. » ,7*5 whitening the skin.

Skin Beautiful Because of the cura­
tive, purifying qualities Kremolais remarkably effectivein 
Eczema and other skin troubles. At your dealer’s, or sent 
postpaid by mail. Large package $1.25. Write for free book* 
-r-i'T* -r-i-r-i ^Beauty Dr. C. H. Berry Co. 
Ft F r m 1 2977 Michigan Avenue

TjOOk Chicago, Illinois 

want success. Because I was first of all 
a woman before I was an actress, I want­
ed to be a wife and mother. The memory 
of the love I had once possessed and lost, 
and of the baby fingers that had entwined 
themselves like tendrils around my heart, 
was a thing more precious than the sight 
of my name in electric lights on Broadway.

I heard nothing from Basil. There was 
a long time when my heart would leap 
with hope at the sight of my morning’s 
mail—hope that gradually subsided and 
died under the weight of the long silence. 
It was sardonic that at the same time I 
should read in the newspapers—sometimes 
featured in the “scandal sheets” of the 
Sunday editions - reports of his affairs, 
mostly amorous, in various European 
centers. Sometimes a paragraph about 
his musical successes. I read them avidly 
though every one was like tearing open 
the old wound in my heart.

Then after awhile there was no more 
mention of him, either in the scandal 
sheets or elsewhere, and I lost trace of him.

There was never a time when I did not 
long for him; both in my spirit and in my 
flesh. Time, like its cousin Death, soft­
ens, and 1 forgot his waywardness, his 
brutality, his infidelity, and remembered 
only the boyish sweetness of him that I 
had so loved, the beauty of our love, the 
idyllic life, though so brief, we had had 
together.

Perhaps it was the lingering hope that 
would not die; that some day he would 
come back, that kept me in New York, 
though the picture people were importun­
ing me to join their ranks.

But even hope cannot live with nothing 
to feed upon, and when at last I had bolt­
ed and barred the little doors of memory 
as best I could, so that no more butterfly 
ghosts should enter, 1 went to California.

T IFE there was vastly different. And I
' liked it, though 1 worked harder be­

neath the Kleig lights in front of the be­
wildering batteries of movie cameras than 
I ever did on a Broadway stage. Because 
it made me forget. My work was accept­
able to the movie people, the critics and 
the public, and presently I had made a 
place for myself. I liked the companionship 
of the delightful, unconventional folk who 
live the life of illusion for the silver screen.

1 began to be happy and to look forward 
to a measure of future happiness. I met 
Arthur Gensmere. He was a director in 
pictures; a man past the high noon of 
youth, who had fought his way up from 
the ranks to power and wealth.

We drifted into a friendship. I liked 
him. He was thoughtful, kind and un­
ostentatious. We had much in common. 
There had been tragedy in his life, too; 
not unlike my own. He had a young son 
who had grown up without a mother’s love, 
reared by servants and tutors. My heart 
went out to the dark-eyed lad, who was 
just the age my own son would have been.

At length Arthur Gensmere asked me 
to marry him. 1 told him I was not sure 
1 had anything to give him; certainly not 
the first fine rapturous love of youth.

“I understand,” he said, quietly. “I 
don’t expect that. If you love me enough 
to marry me, that’s all 1 ask.”

“But it is only second-best love,” I 
reminded him.

“I’m satisfied,” he said.

There were many reasons why I should 
be satisfied, too. He was a fine man. 
He was prominent and wealthy. He 
owned a beautiful Spanish home beneath 
eucalyptus trees on a lovely hillside. 
Being his wife would mean a place in 
society as fine as a duchess. As mistress 
of his beautiful home, I should be hostess 
at brilliant social affairs, dinners, bridge 
parties. I should have leisure, servants, 
jewels. Best of all, I should have his 
young son to be mother to, to fill the 
empty place in my heart. I was beginning 
to be tired of the mimic life of illusion. 
1 was tired of acting and rehearsing, of 
having to get up and rush to a studio to 
work every day, regardless of how I felt. 
'The life of a movie actress, even a star, 
is not nearly so easeful as the public 
sometimes imagines.

And now life was offering me a measure 
of recompense for all 1 had suffered.

Yet, somehow, I could not decide at 
once. 1 brooded over it a long time. 'The 
little doors I had thought locked and 
barred so securely came open and old 
ghosts came in. Memories, hordes of 
them, that seemed to beat against my 
consciousness like sandflies against one’s 
face at twilight.

/"A NE day after Arthur had asked me to 
name the day when I would marry 

him, I went for a long ride alone. I 
wanted to think.

On the outskirts of the city it became 
necessary to change a tire. While the 
chauffeur worked 1 left the car and strolled 
about, intrigued by the golden light of the 
setting sun on the hills, and a glimpse of 
blue sea beyond. Off to the right was a 
group of red-roofed bungalows with a 
little lane leading to them. I walked 
slowly down the lane, enjoying the pleas­
ant air, spicy with the smell of the sea, 
and listening to the pound of surf on the 
rocky shore below.

Presently the lane left the bungalows 
behind and turned sharply down to the 
seashore. At the end, where it opened 
on the shore, was a tiny cottage perched 
on the very edge of the rocks. Not only 
its quaint Mexican architecture inter­
ested me, but its loneliness and isolation. 
Who, I wondered, would choose to live 
in so lonely a spot? I went down to 
the gate to look closer. At one side of the 
gate was a lettered sign:

Basil
Violin Maker and Repairer

Basil! The name leaped at me and 
struck me like a blow between the eyes. 
'There was a roaring in my ears like the 
pound of surf on the rocks.

Basil—violins—was it possible? After 
seventeen years?

Seventeen years! They had brought 
me success, security, even a measure of 
love. What had they brought to him? 
1 had to know.

I lifted the knocker on the door. A 
voice said, “Come in.” But my heart 
beat so terribly that I had to steady 
myself before I could obey.

At the window, beside a table littered 
with dismembered violins, a man stood 
with his back to me. An old man with 
thick white hair. Presently he turned and 
looked at me.

It was Basil! My Basil. A terribly old



man, thin and not too well dressed, with 
lines as deep as my finger from his nose 
to his mouth. But his dark eyes were as 
alive and glowing as the eyes I re­
membered.

For a moment we stood staring at each 
other.

Then he put out his hand. “It’s 
Emily,” he said. “Why—Emily—”

I could not speak. 1 was too choked 
with memories. He got me a chair and 
I sat down. He had been working with­
out his coat and he went into another 
room to get it. There was something 
pitiful about that. It gave me time to 
look about, to try to get command of 
myself, while I wondered if my heart 
were actually bleeding. There was some­
thing pitiful, too. about the little work­
room with its dreadful litter of too 
many things. The canary in the window, 
companion of unbearable loneliness; little 
potted plants, withering from lack of 
attention.

And on the table, among the violins, 
lay a popular movie magazine, the pages 
soiled with dirty thumbmarks, open at 
the review of my latest picture! And on 
the wall above, a printed photograph of 
me in my first New York success! The 
pitifulness of it all made me bite down 
deep into my lips.

Basil came and sat down, his long 
delicate fingers that seemed to drip like 
icicles from his hands, working nervously. 
A gesture that stabbed me with re­
membrance.

“TJASIL,” I said, “What—what are 
you doing out here?”

His smile was sardonic.
“I’m just spending my declining years 

repairing violins,” he said.
“But I don’t understand. You—Basil, 

the great violinist—why, you were rich 
and famous.”

“Once, perhaps. But not now. The 
money? I lost it at Monte Carlo; on 
horses—and women. Oh, I still have 
enough to get along decently. I have a 
Japanese boy who looks after me. I’m 
all right. Tell me about yourself, 
Emily.”

I waved my hand toward the littered 
table.

“Why are you doing this? You—the 
great violinist?”

His voice was casual. Or did he try to 
make it so?

“I am no longer the great violinist, 
Emily. My left arm is paralyzed. I was 
in a motor accident at Monte Carlo one 
night a few years ago. I never played 
afterwards. I can use my hand, but can­
not lift my arm. So 1 have to content 
myself with working on the violins, 
though I can’t play any more. I can’t 
even teach.”

The profound tragedy of that I could 
realize fully. Yet there was nothing 
tragic about him. He seemed so casual, 
almost shy; so different from the old 
Basil 1 had known. Life had beaten him.

And this was the man I had loved—■ 
the love of my life! One loves but once 
as I had loved Basil Schuyler.

“Did you know I was here?” I asked 
abruptly.

“Yes,” he said. “It seemed—less 
terrible—to be near where I knew you 
were. But I didn't want you to know. 
How did you find out?”

of mint we all like after meals and after smoking. 
It whitens teeth — sweetens breath — aids digestion, 
and calms the nerves.

BE SURE WRIGLEY S
swWarts

REMOVED PERMANENTLY
Rid your face, neck, arms and body of 

all unsightly moles and warts with "ANTI- 
MOLE." One application does it. Safe— 
easy to use—painless—leaves no scar. 
Used successfully by physicians, skin 
specialists and beauty experts for 28 years. 
Write for FREE booklet on treating all 
kinds of moles and warts.
MILLER COMPANY, Lincoln, Nebr.

if the soap used for daily cleansing is

Resinol
GRAY HAIRS need worry you no more
w-45rr- EAU DENNA

(formerly Eau de Henna)

will cover gray hair in 10 to 30 minutes so that you would not know it 
ever was gray. It is liquid. One application with a toothbrush does it. 
No pack. No mess.

You get the natural color. No one will suspect your hair has been 
dyed. Leaves it soft and lustrous—no dead color—no streaks—no spots— 
just a uniform color.

ANYONE CAN PUT IT ON
It will not rub off. It stays on several months. Shampooing, sea bathing, 

sun, permanent waving, curling or straightening iron—nothing takes it off.
You can cover any gray no matter how stubborn or how caused. It 

also takes at the roots.
Wonderful For Touching Up

You can put it on just where needed. Can be used over other dyes or 
where powdered hennas have been used. Does not break the hair.

Does Not Interfere With Permanent Waving
Full directions in each box in English and Spanish. Colors: Black, Dark Brown, Medium Brown, 

Light Brown, Drab, Blond, Auburn (in ordering please state color desired). Price $2.50, C.O.D. $2.77. 
Order through your department store, druggist or Beauty Parlor or from us. Give full local address.

HAIR SPECIALTY CO., Dept. 753-H, 112 East 23rd St., New York 
Men as well as women can use Eau Denna to advantage.



Touch your lashes with Maybelline. No matter how 
-cant they may be, they will instantly appear much 
longer, delightfully luxuriant and dark. The lovely, rich 
fringe which Maybelline makes of your lashes will 
impart a striking new note of charm to your whole 
appearance, for it will transform your eyes into deep, 
shadowy pools, expressive and noticeably beautiful. 
Used regularly by millions of women in all parts of the 
world. Insist upon genuine Maybelline because it is 
easier to apply, and is harmless.

Solid or Waterproof Liquid Maybelline, Black or Brown, 
75c at all toilet goods counters

MAYBELLINE CO., CHICAGO

Personal Daintiness
The Confidence of Complete 

Cleanliness Comes With The Proper 
Practice of Feminine Hygiene

Feminine Hygiene practiced in a safe and whole­
some way does make you feel and look younger.

The satisfaction of knowing that you are dainty, 
fresh and clean comes at once with the use of Stirizol.
It also eliminates body odors quickly.

For more than twenty years Stirizol has proved its 
value. It is very soothing and healing—extremely 
effective—yet not harmful. The $1.00 jar of Stirizol 
Powder will make many quarts of solution of the
strength best suited to your individual needs.

STIRIZO1
WVERY REFRESHINGit

At Dept, and Drug 
Stores or direct from 
The Stirizol Company. 
69 Water Street, 

Ossining, N. Y.

New Fluid Restores Finish of Old Autos
Unquestionably this is one of the greatest discoveries 
in the automobile field. Think of it! A marvelous 
liquid called NUREX, almost magical in its effect, 
does away entirely with all polishes and wares.

WITH A SWEEP OF THE HAND
NITREX requires no rubbing, painting, cleaning nor 
waxing. Just a sweep of the hand and the drab, 
dull surface vanishes before your eyes and the hid­
den color gleams forth with wonderful lustre. Your 
car then looks like it just came from a paint shop 
and the beautiful new finish will last indefinitely.

PAYS YOU EASILY $100 PER WEEK
By merely showing NUREX you will make big money. Every car 
owner to whom you demonstrate will buy. Sales rapidly multiply. 
Every sale brings you enormous repeat business. In your spare 
time you can easily make from $5 to $10 an hour with little effort.

REFiNISH YOUR OWN CAR FREE
We are now appointing men in various localities to take care of 
the big demand. A sample supply of NUREX is furnished FREE 
to workers. Just write and, say, “Send me your FREE sample 
and big money making offer."
Nur ex Products Co, Sta. C, Dept. 160, Milwaukee, WIs.

“I just chanced to be passing. I saw 
your sign. I couldn’t believe at first. 
I just had to know—■”

“I have heard a great deal about you, 
Emily. I’ve been very proud of you. 
I always knew you had it in you to be a 
great actress. You deserve your success, 
for—all those years. I wish you luck, 
Emily—and happiness.”

I rose abruptly to go, aching with 
every heartbeat. I couldn’t stand it any 
longer.

V"1 OOD-BY, Emily,” he said. “And 
thank you for coming. But— 

don’t come again, Emily.”
Suddenly he put his hand on my 

shoulder and looked down into my eyes.
“Let me look at you, Emily,” he said. 

“You’ve not changed a bit. Just the 
same sweet girl. I think you’re more 
beautiful than you were twenty years 
ago. Oh, what a fool a man can be! 
Go now, Emily—quickly.”

“Basil!” I cried, “not like this—”
“Emily,” he said, “you mustn’t come 

here again. I couldn’t stand it. Don’t 
worry about me. Don’t even think about 
me. I’m all right. I deserved all that 
has come to me. But—this is the only 
chance I may ever have to tell you— 
I want you to know that, in spite of all— 
the others—I never really loved any 
woman but you. The meaning of life, the 
beauty of it, I learned from you.

“After that I lost you. I still love you. 
I wish you—the best. I shall go on 
loving you to the end. Good-by, Emily.

Traveling with a Baby
{Continued from page 76)

a journey, may make the children nervous 
and irritable; and 1 have seen children 
made actually ill by them. I select the 
simple well-cooked dishes on the menus; 
I see that plenty of milk and green vege­
tables are included; and I do not allow 
eating between meals.

When I travel by automobile with 
children of “assorted ages” 1 provide all 
the members of the family with a hot 
breakfast each morning before we leave 
our overnight stopping place. At noon 
we select a quiet shady spot by the road­
side; here the older children relax and 
play while baby naps in the car; we have a 
picnic lunch and a brief rest. A simple 
and inexpensive hot meal at night com­
pletes the food program for the day. This 
cuts traveling costs and adds enjoyment 
to the trip,.

T70R a short automobile trip you can 
take baby’s food in a “running-board 

box,” easily made by any man handy with 
tools. Mine is about three feet long, and 
as wide as the running-board. It has a 
removable tray like a trunk-tray, a good 
lock, and a strong handle. All baby’s 
food supplies are packed in the bottom. 
The tray has an oil-cloth lining, and pro­
vides an ideal place for preparing and 
serving baby’s food. Here I use the 
alcohol lamp or stove to sterilize bottles 
and nipples, and to warm the food. This 
box is painted an inconspicuous dark 
brown, and we carry it up to the hotel 

And please don’t think of me again.” 
He stooped and kissed my hands. 
Outside, in the lavender glow of twi­

light, I turned back at the foot of the lane 
to look at his window. He was sitting 
by his littered table with his head down 
on his arm.

I went back through the little lane to 
my car, with tears in my eyes but with a 
song in my heart and peace in my soul.

As I drove homeward the thoughts of 
two men were with me.

One man—eager-faced, successful, 
worthy, desirable, waiting for me to 
name the day when I would marry him. 
The other, a white-haired old man, 
defeated, crushed, making a last brave 
struggle with life. And a third man— 
young, handsome, confident, to whom 
I had vowed love and fidelity until death.

And I made my choice.
That night I telephoned Arthur Gens- 

mere and asked him to come to me.

EJE came quickly, gladly, his face eager
-*• with anticipation of my answer to 

his frequently put question. I sat down 
beside him and took his hand. It was 
not easy—the thing I had to do.

“Arthur,” I said, “you deserve some­
thing better than second-best love. You 
deserve a woman—a young woman— 
who can give you her first love—who 
will love you with her whole heart, and 
you only, until death. Some day, I know 
you will find such a woman.

“Arthur,” I said very gently, “I can­
not marry you. I am not free.” 

room along with the other hand luggage. 
The best thing about the box is that it 
keeps all the food and food equipment 
apart from the clothing—a most important 
point.

Don’t forget that baby will eat more 
readily with his own utensils or table­
ware. A wise mother I know carries 
baby’s own bib, spoon and cup in her 
hand-bag, and her baby feeds himself at 
any table, untroubled by a bulky napkin 
wadded around his neck, or by an un­
handy, strange or awkward spoon, and is 
not bothered by a cup of an unaccustomed 
weight, size, and shape.

Clothing for Small Travelers
Three requirements I keep in mind for 

the children’s clothing when they' travel: 
their garments must be easily laundered; 
they must be loose-fitting and comfort­
able; and they must be of materials which 
will not be injured by sun or rain. For­
tunately, neither the children nor I care 
for fancy clothes or stiff-brim hats.

I launder baby’s clothing myself and 
use it rough-dry rather than run the risk 
of infections from carelessly washed 
clothes. I provide three little crinkly- 
crepe slip dresses and three nightgowns 
of the same material. Light colors may 
be used, but I prefer white, because it 
always looks cool and dainty. As the 
babies grew older, I used rompers of the 
same crinkly-crepe material. It is easy to 
keep such garments clean. With a strong 



cord and some doll’s clothes-pins they may 
be dried in any room or stateroom over 
night. A cake of hard-water soap is al­
ways included in my laundry equipment.

My baby always has his own rubber 
sheet, blanket, and pillow, wherever he 
sleeps. The best covering, because it 
combines light weight with warmth, is a 
hand-knit afghan. 1 have found that a 
dull color, such as a medium blue, pale 
gray, or deep rose, does not show soil 
quickly. My pillow cases are of crinkly- 
crepe; and a knit-crib sheet completes the 
bedding.

As for my own clothes when traveling 
with very little folks, I provide myself 
with several dark washable dresses which 
will not discolor especially if 1 know that 
I must care for a small baby throughout 
the journey.

When I have taken my babies from a 
warm climate to a cold one, as I have done 
in going from San Domingo to New York—■ 
or the other way round I change one 
garment a day until the desired change in 
attire is complete. I never use baby’s 
sun-suit for traveling because it does not 
afford enough protection for changing 
conditions.

I have found that another invaluable 
addition when the children have been at 
the run-about stage is a “play-horse” 
light leather harness. It is particularly 
useful on an ocean trip.

A Word on “Comfort” 
Equipment

Of course, with all that I have said 
about the errors that come with an at­
tempt to “travel light,” 1 still aim to take 
as few articles as 1 can. But I have found 
that if there was a corner for some com­
fort equipment, I have been convinced of 
its usefulness. A combination folding crib 
and screened play-pen is a great comfort, 
especially on a steamer. It provides a 
safe sleeping place, and may be used as a 
play enclosure in the sunshine on deck.

If baby is not accustomed to a light in 
his room at night, and grown-ups have to 
occupy the same room on a journey, a 
tiny green shade made by covering a wire 
framejwith dull green silk, will prevent his 
being disturbed by older people who will 
find the light sufficient for their needs.

A small folding chair in the tonneau of 
the car gives the child a rest if it is low 
enough to allow him to rest his feet on the 
floor. A pillow or footstool is equally 
helpful in changing a small autoist’s posi­
tion on a long ride.

I always include a rubberized bag in the 
luggage when baby is along. Any damp 
articles are carried in this, and may be 
attended to at one’s convenience.

Simple Medical Supplies
The main troubles which children may 

have on long journeys are likely to be due 
to prickly heat, constipation, and sun­
burn or windburn. So 1 take a good baby 
powder, a bulb syringe and a pure cold 
cream. An autoist’s first-aid kit that 
comes ready-packed in a tin box, slips 
easily into a door-pocket or hand-bag. 
1 also carry a germicidal soap for baby’s 
bath.

As a final word, something about amus­
ing children on a long trip may not be 
amiss. For a very little child, the best­
loved friendly doll, Teddy bear, or toy

To Clear Arms and 
Legs of Hair 

Without Fostering Bristly He-Grow th

Eten by running one's hand across the skin, absolutely no stubble can be fi ll this new way

A New Discovery That Not Only Removes Every Vestige of Arm or 
Leg Hair Instantly But Delays Its Reappearance Remarkably

Anew way of removing arm and leg 
hair has been found that not only 

removes every vestige of hair instantly, 
but that banishes the stimulated hair 
growth thousands of women are charg­
ing to less modern ways. A way that 
not only removes hair but delays its 
reappearance remarkably!
It is changing previous conceptions of 
cosmeticians about hair removing. 
Women are flocking to its use. The 
discovery of R. C. Lawry, noted beauty 
scientist, it is different from any other 
hair remover known.

WHAT IT IS
It is an exquisite toilet creme, resem­
bling a superior beauty clay in texture. 
You simply spread it on where hair is 
to be removed. Then rinse off with 
water.
That is all. Every vestige of hair is

Neet Cream
Hair Remover

Money Making Opportunities
I 11 Start You Without a Dollar. 
You’ll make $85 weekly, taking orders 
for finest shirts, ties. Free Outfit. Dept. 
P.O.7, Rosecliff, 1237 Broadway. N.Y. 
Agents earn big money takingorders 
beautiful Dress Goods, Silks, Wash 
Fabrics, Hosiery, Fancy Goods. 1000 
samples furnished. National Importing 
Co., I Dept. T89, 573 Broadway, N. Y. 
Hotels Need Trained Executives— 
Nationwide demand for trained men 
and women; experience unnecessary. We 
train you by mail and put you in touch 
with big opportunities. Write for par­
ticulars. Lewis Hotel Training Schools, 
Room BO-W637, Washington, D. C. 

Women make $5 hourly. Lingerie 
“V” chain prevents shoulder straps 
slipping. Every woman buys. No ex­
perience needed. Your own chain Free. 
Lingerie “V” Co., 5 Rogers St., North 
Windham. Conn.____  _
Withoutonecentinvestment make 
$65.00 every week selling finest work 
pants made. Every man buys 3 pair 
for $5.50. Outfit Free. C. Longwear 
Trousers. 489 Broome St.x New York. 
Big Pay Daily Taking Orders for 
Dress & Work Shirts, Pants, Overalls, 
Sweaters, Underwear, Hosiery, Play­
suits! Outfit free! Nimrod Co., Dept. 
85, 4922-28 Lincoln Ave., Chicago.

gone; so completely that even by run­
ning your hand across the skin not the 
slightest trace of stubble can be felt.
And—the reappearance of that hair is 
delayed surprisingly!
When re-growth finally does come, it 
is utterly unlike the re-growth follow­
ing old ways. You can feel the differ­
ence. No sharp stubble. No coarsened 
growth.
The skin, too, is left soft as a child’s. 
No skin roughness, no enlarged pores. 
You feel freer than probably ever be­
fore in your life of annoying hair growth.

WHERE TO OBTAIN
It is called Neet—a preparation long 
on the market, but recently changed 
in compounding to embody the new 
Lawry discovery.
It is on sale at practically all drug and 
department stores and in beauty parlors. 
In both $1 and 60c sizes. The $1 size 
contains 3 times the quantity of the 
60c size.

Gold Mine for Agents! Marvel Da­
mask Stainless Tablecloth. Agents make 
$5.00 hourly. Cash bonus. Free Sample 
Walton, 255-A Church St., New York. 
Agents wantedto introduce free lath­
ering soap and distribute samples. $1.25 
an hour easy. Particulars free. Albert 
Mills, 3784 Monmouth, Cincinnati. O. 
W’t’d immediately. Men-Women, 
18-55, qualify for Gov’t, jobs ; $125-3250 
mth. Paid vacations. Thousands need­
ed. Instruction Bureau. 137, St. Louis. 
$10 Daily—Guaranteed Shirts and 
Ties. Lowest prices. Cash commissions, 
extra bonus. Outfits free. Crew mana­
gers write. Parmode, St. Louis.
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TMIS EREE BOOKLET
TELLS WHY.,
Every married woman should read it. 
Full facts about feminine hygiene in 
simple words. Tells why Tyree’s Anti­
septic Powder makes safest germi­
cidal solution. Write for free copy.

You can be sure of utmost 
protection when you use 
this double-quick germ killing 

powder for douche solution. 
Your doctor would recom­
mend it as soothing, healing, 
non-poisonous. You will like it. 
So quick and easy to use. For 40 
years it has been growing in use 
among discriminating women— 
supplanting dangerous,poison­
ous liquids. Gently soothes the 
most delicate tissues and mem­
branes. Y et every germ is killed. 
Inpowderform that cannot alter 
in strength, Tyree’s is quick­
dissolving, easy to measure, 
economical, and has a pleasant, 
delicate odor. The blue tissue­
wrapped box sold by druggists 
contains full directions. Three 
sizes — small— medium—large.

Safe since
1887

IV

ANTISEPTIC POWDER
Husted on the sanitary napkin, it is a deodor- 

ant and germicide. A tried and useful 
antiseptic for every household need.

DOROTHY N. RIKER, Service Dept. 17 
J. S. Tyree, Chemist, Inc.,Washington. D.C. 
□ I enclose 10c (stamps or coin). Please send 

me a large size sample package of Tyree 'a 
Antiseptic Powder and your free booklet, or:

r~l Please send free booklet “What Every Woman 
1—1 Should Know About Feminine Hygiene.’’

Name---------------------------------------------------- __------- _
Address_______________________________________
City--------------------- ----------- ---------------------------------

AqenU'OOdWeeR
and New Ford Car

Sell new line Insured Hosiery for men, 
women, children. All styles and colors. 
Guaranteed to wear 6 months or new hose 
free. Finest line silks. All at lowest prices. 

SilkHostGlVEN! BSS 
I want men and women to act as my Ix>cal Sales 
Agent No experience needed. New selling nlan. 
Credit given. Commissions paid daily. Extra 
bonus. Auto furnished to producing salesmen. 
Write for samples and state size of hose worn.

WILKNIT HOSIERY CO.
No. *785, Greenfield, Ohio

BLONDES!
A million 

dollar secret
A PRICELESS beauty 

secret for every 
I j blonde who wants to keep 

/ her hair light, bright and 
lovely! All you do is use 
a special shampoo when 
you wash your hair. Th is 
new shampoo for blondes 
only is called Blondex. 
Keeps hair from darken­
ing—puts new life and 
sparkle in dull, faded 
hair. Acts in safe, natural 
way—no dyes or harsh 

bleaches—fine for scalp. Already used by a 
million blondes. At all leading drug and depart­
ment stores.

animal will prevent homesickness, espe­
cially at night.

As my children grew older, they would 
spend hours with a small box of crayons 
and a drawing book, or with beads to 
string. Later on, a tiny notebook in­
terested them in keeping a “log” of their 
adventures; and still later, a small, cheap 
camera engrossed them in making snap­
shots of their very own.

I realize, of course, that every mother 
will not need to make all of the prepara­

Young Sinners
(Continued from page 62)

made me get up again, even before he 
said, “Peggy, get into those clothes and 
come with me! Your mother and father 
say for you to come with me.”

It was a command from Billy Carter—■ 
and I obeyed. How I hated it! How he 
would gloat.

He left me alone for a few minutes 
while 1 took off my badly mussed evening 
gown and put on the simple dress and 
hat Bab had sent. Then I walked 
out. We got in his car. He took me home. 
Doctor and Mrs. Blair were sitting in the 
living room. Always loyal, always eager 
to help any one in trouble.

DOCTOR BLAIR led me straight up to 
mother’s room. Mother’s blessed 

arms! Father’s blessed arms! Babs’ 
stricken face. Mother sobbing. Billy 
backed toward the door, but father 
stopped him. They were a pathetic group.

Father had just come from church 
where he’d gone through with the sermon 
as if nothing had happened.

“Wait! One moment,” said father in a 
voice so strange I would not have known 
it. “I want to get this story straight. All 
of it; from the first. Tell me, Peggy.”

Father sat down on mother’s bed and 
drew me beside him. My heart broke 
all over again, when 1 glanced at him. 
Then I made myself look full into his dear 
face.

“Father, I will tell you. It’s all so- 
so—terrible—but I will tell you.”

There was such a sob in my throat that 
I could hardly go on, but 1 did. I began 
at the beginning. I told all I knew of Cor­
nelia and Robert’s infatuation; how 
Cornelia had influenced the old man to 
take an interest in us. 1 related every­
thing. And then 1 told every little detail 
of what had happened in that room at the 
Hut. I left out no word. And when I had 
finished I knew that they believed me— 
even Billy.

With an ever deepening frown, father 
said, “But—you had the pistol in your 
hand and were kneeling by her?”

“Yes. I grabbed it from her as soon as 
I could.”

“And—and she pointed to Robert and 
accused him?”

“She pointed at him and said ‘He— 
he.’ No, she did not accuse him— 
exactly.”

Billy here interposed, “It will be so 
construed. Absolutely.”

Father’s face quivered. There were 
new deep lines of sorrow burrowing into 
it. Mother was standing over by a win­

tions, or to take all of the precautions I 
have suggested. You will select those 
which apply to your own particular vaca­
tion, and to your own baby, or babies.

But of this fact I am sure: that if you 
will give thought to your baby and to 
his good time, both in preparing for the 
trip and while you are journeying, he 
will repay it many times by being a 
good and happy traveling companion and 
you will have the rest and fun that you 
richlv deserve.

dow sobbing; her head buried in her up­
raised arms, leaning hard.

We were interrupted by the arrival of 
Mr. DeWitt. Karl had been sitting in 
the sun parlor. He opened the door, but 
Billj' ran downstairs to meet the visitor.

He was terrible; beyond all self-control. 
He hurled accusations at all of us. He 
called father a grafting hypocrite, and 
every name he could think of. And when 
he spoke of Robert, rage choked him. He 
swore that he would put Robert in the 
electric chair if it took every penny he 
had on earth. He’d get the best lawyers 
in the world! He would drag us all down 
to the lowest depths of degradation; in 
the gutter—where we belonged. I heard 
him rail against me, accusing me of 
shielding Robert, and lying to him.

He swore he'd fix the newspapers. He’d 
buy the newspapers. We had all taken 
advantage of Cornelia. We had played 
her in a dirty game and frame-up. We 
would be disgraced; paupers, beggars in 
the street. lie would see to that!

We could hear every word upstairs, 
and Billy and Karl reasoning and plead­
ing, in vain. At last they succeeded in 
getting him out of the house and into his 
car that was waiting in front.

TUST as his car was leaving, another 
drove in. It contained Mr. and Mrs. 

Carter. From the upstairs window we 
saw and recognized them. 1 watched a 
shudder pass through mother, but she 
went to the dresser to try to make her 
self presentable for their sympathetic 
attentions.

Leaning over the balustrade, I dis­
covered that they had not come on such an 
altruistic errand, but to snatch their son 
Billy—from among the accursed Philis­
tines.

I stood amazed, listening to Billy’s 
defiance of his parents. He held his 
ground, both physically and morally, and 
the parents departed. Incidentally 1 
learned something that I had not known 
before: that they were sending Billy’s 
sister Betty, my best friend, to camp this 
summer, in order to get her away from my 
evil influence!

I went back to mother and stated 
bluntly, “They didn't come to see us. 
They came to—get Billy out.”

“A—ah!” I believe that mother’s 
sigh held more relief than hurt. She had 
not heard about Betty.

Father was walking slowly up and down 
the room, hands clasped behind him, head 
bowed low, in as deep a sorrow as ever 



falls to the lot of a human being—in this 
bewildering world of sin.

It so happened that old preacher Owen, 
from the mountain mission, had come to 
i'he Pines that night while we were all 
at Lake Wahna. The servants had been 
permanently instructed to make him wel­
come at any time, and he had slept in the 
big guest room just vacated by the De­
Witts.

And it was he—in his rusty black, shab­
by coat—who taught father’s Bible class 
that afternoon. He announced that a 
great sorrow—deeper than death—had 
come into the home of their leader and 
that he was stricken and helpless.

The people knew it, of course; for the 
morning newspapers had featured the 
scandal and tragedy, with two-inch black 
headlines. What they lacked in detail, 
they made up in headlines; headlines 
that were sufficient to stir the entire city 
and community and country to its very 
depths.

I knew that the Purity Leaguers and 
the Parent Teachers Association would 
demand immediate action. I knew that 
Caveman’s Hut was doomed; as though 
the closing of a road house would make 
any difference.

The grand jury was called in special 
session at ten o’clock. Robert was there, 
of course, but they would not let me speak, 
to him. Robert had evidently not slept 
at all. The night in a cell had reduced 
him to pulp. His general air was of such 
utter dejection that anything he might 
have said would have been unconvincing.

OLD man DeWitt was there, vengeance
and fury boiling in his soul. 1 saw I 

Robert look at him pityingly.
Robert told a straightforward story, 

disclaiming any intent of wrongdoing; 
certainly none of murder. And yet, 
while he did not kill her, he declared—- 
such a thought had never once entered 
his mind—there was no motive for it. 
Yet he supposed he was to blame. He 
supposed so. That was evidently what 
she had meant, he said, when she pointed 
at him and said, “He—he—”

How they questioned Robert! They 
tried to beat him down with questions.

Then they questioned him about me. 
They intimated that Robert was lying— 
to save me. What was 1 doing there 
anyhow? Wasn’t I given to fits of un­
controllable anger? Hadn’t Mrs. De­
Witt made me very angry? Wasn't it 
entirely beyond all reason that she should 
take her own life? And on and on.

Billy made a speech, calling attention 
to the two packed suit cases in her car; 
her evidently premeditated intention of 
running away. And the fact that she 
had with her all her valuable jewelry. 
He explained how he had taken me there 
because I was trying to shield both of 
them.

They questioned me. Wasn't I some­
times so flamed with anger that I didn’t 
know what I was doing?’ Hadn’t Mrs. 
DeWitt made me mad—like that? Didn't 
I hate her anyway? Hadn't she always 
been an enemy of mine? And on and on.

When they were all through we went 
into another room. No one would allow 
me to speak to Robert, not even when it 
was announced that a true bill had been ’ 
found against him.

These photographs show 
the glorious transforma­
tion of lovely waves put 
in Miss Sidway's hair. 
When the molds came 
out of Miss Sidway's 
hair, she exclaimed with 
delight, "That's the lova- 
liest wave I ever . had! 
From now on. I'm going to 
use these molds myself.”

Here is a manufacturer with such pride in his 
product—such confidence in its excellence-^" 
that in photographing a demonstration of this 
product for publication, he invited these rep­
resentatives of great papers to be present, that 
readers may be assured of complete truthful­
ness and entire sincerity in every phase of this 
advertisement. Such is the straightforward 
clean-cut policy of ARCADY HOUSE.

Marvelous New Marcel Molds
Make Hair Gloriously Wavy
In 20 Minutes At Home—Your Hair Will Look Just Wonderful!
Beauty Specialist Discovers Secret of Successful Home Marcelling
And now the Beauty Parlor brought to your own room. 
No more expensive treatments.
No more “appointments,” delays, disappointments. 
No more tedious “processes”—no more danger from 
hot irons.
For here Science combines with the Art of the Profes­
sional Beauty Specialist to give you what every femi­
nine heart and head has longed for—the perfect waver. 
So simple a girl of ten can use it with perfect results. 
So speedy that 20 minutes span the gap between 
straggly, unkempt hair and the glorious waves of your 
favorite style.
So sure that you can hold any wave you have, or re­
produce it perfectly, or create something wholly new. 
In your own room—without work of preparation—- 
without electricity or hot irons—free from danger 
of drying out or searing your hair.
There has never been a waver like this before. Never 
anything so simple and effective. It is the scientific re­
sult of long, intelligent and ingenious invention on the 
part of an American Beauty Specialist of high repute 
and established success.
The great difference between this and 

all other wavers
This waver slips into the hair as easily as you pass 
your fingers through. But it does something no other 
waver ever does: It locks in! By a simple clip, it 
holds in place—stays where you put it—and locks the 
wave in, MOLDING every contour firmly, gracefully, 
lastingly.
It makes a soft, undulating wave that lasts from 
one shampoo to another.
If you see your wave becoming faint and loose, all you 
have to do is slip these marvelous molds into your hair, 
lock them in place over the wave, remove them in 20 
minutes, and, lo! there’s your fresh new wave again! 
Can such good news for womankind be true? We 
refer you to every woman who has so far had the op­
portunity to try out, test and use this marvelous new 
device. Read what just one of them says:

“I think the Marcel Molds are wonderful. My 
girl friends could hardly believe I had done it all 
myself, yet it is true that I got a delightful, soft 
marcel wave in so short a time it surprised me. 
Will you please send another set for my chum?”

(Signed) B. M. T.
The Art of Beauty, the Sureness of 

Science, Create this Marvelous
New Molder

One of America’s finest Beauty Specialists brought 
this waver to us. It is the result of her work and hopes 
and dreams over many years of professional hair dress­
ing, plus the skill and science we placed at her com­
mand with our expert manufacturing facilities.
Margaret Beynon Sylva, of Illinois, in her 17 years 
of Beauty Parlor proprietorship, with women’s hair 
as her personal specialty, learned all the longing 
that women have for a successful home marceller. 
She knew as keenly as you do the expense, the trials, 
the disappointments—the dangers, even—of the beauty 
parlor method, with its rush, its new help, its hot irons. 
Mme. Sylva helped to make many other wavers before 
this final success arrived. They slipped out of hair. 
They were hard to set in—“tricky.” She found at last 
the touchstone of triumph:

“Make It SIMPLE!”
And with that great idea she came to us. We worked it 
out. But not so swiftly or easily as these words imply.

“BASHFUL”
“Shame on you!” Are you nervous, em­
barrassed or ill at ease? Stop being shy of 
strangers. Conquer the terrible fear of 
your superiors. Be cheerful and confi­
dent of your future! Your faults easily 
overcome so you can enjoy life to the 
fullest. Sena 25 cents for this amaz­
ing book. Money-back guarantee.
Bichard Blackstone B-267,Flatiron Bldg.,N.Y.

Wonderful new device, guides your hand; corrects you» 
writing in a few days. Big improvement in three hours. 
No failures. Complete Outline Free. Write Perfect 
Penmanship Inst., Dept. 51, St. Louis, Mo.

It took months of the costly time of precision experts to 
fashion into these few strands of metal that priceless in­
gredient of simplicity. When you first hold these molders 
in your hand, you, seeing nothing but some simple frames, 
may wonder what there was so difficult to make. But 
when you remove them from your hair and see the 
glorious results so easily achieved for you, you will 
know and say, with us, they are worth a hundred 
times the money!
Priced Far Below Real Value — at only $2.97 

per set—complete
You have the opportunity to obtain and possess a set 
of these marvelous new molders at ANNOUNCEMENT 
cost.
We want to celebrate with the women of America this 
genuine advance in the home dressing of “woman’s 
crowning glory.” We want you to have a set of these 
perfect marcellers. So we set the price at a nominal 
figure—less than the average cost of a single visit 
to the Beauty Parlor.
And for it, you get a Beauty Parlor of your own, so far as 
hair waving is concerned, to be yours forever. Because 
these marvelous molderswill last for hundreds—yes, 
we know by tests, for thousands of waves. Send no 
Money—Just mail the Coupon Trial Certificate— 
Liberal Offer—Money Back Guarantee.
Give these marvelous molders a thorough and complete 
trial when you get your set. Then, if for any reason 
you can bring yourself to part with them, and admit 
that you cannot get a perfect result, you will have your 
money returned promptly. So far, we haven’t found 
anyone who doesn’t enthuse after 20 minutes’ use. Re­
member, a girl of ten saw immediately how to use her 
set, put them in her hair, and got a beautiful marcel in 
20 minutes. Surely you can do the same.
You need not risk a penny. Just sign and mail the 
Coupon Trial Certificate. Note that our announce­
ment cost. is only $2.97. We cannot afford to carry 
a bookkeeping charge on this figure, so we ask you to de­
posit with the postman the sum of $2.97, plus a few cents 
postage, when he brings your set. Order now, so we can 
serve you immediately out of our yet limited production. 
Get yours now and be the first to astonish your friends with 
the glorious, enviable waves these molders fashion. Fill 
in and mail the Coupon Trial Certificate this minute.

ARCADY HOUSE
7 W. Austin Ave., Chicago, Illinois.

—----------- COUPON- — —— — — — —
TRIAL CERTIFICATE T. S. 67 I

I ARCADY HOUSE, I
| 7 W. Austin Ave., Chicago, Ill.

I Gentlemen-.—I want a set of your marvelous molders, j
I agree to deposit $2.97 (plus postage) with the post- J 

| man when he makes delivery. If results are not to I 
my entire satisfaction, I will return the marvelous ! 

| molders within five days and you are to refund the I 
। purchase price.

I Address_____ . _ __ ________  ________________  I
I NOTE:—If you expect to be out when the postman I
I comes, enclose $3.15 with your order and the marvel- | 
■ ous molders outfit will be sent postpaid.



Get MARRIED...
---- when this easy part-time 
association will add '50 and ntore.
to thejiunity budcjet every week.

CARLTON MILLS supplies you with 
the means by which you will 

achieve immediate and continuous 
returns in cash!

Every minute means money. You 
work with Ambition as your side­
partner and your success depends 
only upon your willingness to forge 
ahead—nothing more.

No experience necessary. Your 
profit making results from easy 
order-writing. Thru you Carlton 
Mills goes direct to the consumer 
with an incomparable competition 
proof line of Men’s Shirts. Neckwear, 
Underwear—100% complete.

When you see your elaborate 
sample book (coupon brings it, free) 
with actual fabrics and full details 

you’ll recognize your oppor­
tunity and begin by cashing in 
on it at once and continuously.

BRINGS FREE SAMPLE OUTFITCOUPON

CARLTON MILLS, Inc., Dent. 300-M 
114 Fifth Avenue, New York
C. E. MANDEL, Pres. Supply me with the 
Carlton Line—the means by which I can 
secure immediate and continued returns 
in cash.

Name..........................................................................

Address......................... ....................................

FOUND!

. . State

Nature’s Nearest Rival! KIM­
BERLY TRU-FLASH GEMS. 
All the blazing blue-white 
flame and flash of a genuine 
$500.00 diamond. Only experts 
can tell it from real gem. 
Mounted in latest design, 
platinum-like finish. fFor 
ladies or gents. Guaranteed 25 
years. SEND NO MONEY! 
Pay postman $2.75 and postage 
on arrival.

LA MAE JEWELERS
J-481 Wabasha St., St. Paul, Minn.

NEW AND SIMPLE DISCOVERY 

CLEARS-THE-SKIN 
We prove it to you FREE. SEND NO MONEY. 
Write today for PROOF and full details of our liberal 
prepaid FULL SIZE TRIAL PACKAGE.
GUARANTEED FOR ALL SKINTROUBLES 
Quickly ends Pimples, Blackheads, Whiteheads. Coarse 
Pores, Wrinkles, Oily S^iny Skin, Freckles, Chronic 
Eczema, Stubborn Psoriasis, Scales, Crusts, Pustules, 
Barbers Itch. Itching Skin, Scabbies, softens and whitens 
the skin. Just send us your name and address.
ANDRE & CO., 751 E. 42nd St., Suite 485, Chicago

PHOTOS 
ENLARGED

Size 16x20 inches 
Same price for full 
length or bust form, 
groups, landscapes, 
pet animals, etc.,or 
enlargements of any 
part of group pic­
ture. Safe return of your own 
original photo guaranteed. 
SEND NO MONEY 
Just mail photo or snapshot(any 
sizelandwithin aweekyouwill 
receive your beautiful life-like 
enlargement s izel6x20i n .guar­
anteed fadeless. Pay postman 
S8c plus postage or send $1.00 
with order and we pay postage. 
Special Free Offer 3 
enlargementwe will send Free 
a hand-tinted miniature repro­
duction of photo sent. Take ad­
vantage now of this amazing 
Offer—send your photo today.

UNITED PORTRAIT COMPANY
4652 Ogden Ave.* Dept. H-39 Chicago*HL

Robert was indicted for murder in the 
first degree. I was held, under bond, as 
witness.

They carried Robert back to jail.
Mother took me home and put me to 

bed.
Billy came back to The Pines with Karl. 

They shut themselves in Karl’s room.
At two o’clock, our old, fat colored 

cook who had been with us since before I 
was born, brought a tray with my dinner.

When she entered my room her sym­
pathetic loyal heart was so full that she 
could scarcely speak. She put the tray 
down, reached over and gathered me up 
from the bed and in her arms. I was a 
featherweight to her Amazon strength.

“You — precious — lamb! You —• 
poor — little — baby-chile. Don’ you 
worry. Yo’ ain’ done nothin’. You 
ain’ done nothin’!”

She sat down in a rocking chair and 
began to rock and croon, holding me 
tight, just as she used to do when I was a 
baby. Somehow I began to feel a peace 
stealing over me; a comfort in her loving 
black arms and strength. And, for the 
first time since the tragedy I could cry. 
In a blinding flood, the tears came.

DACK and forth, she rocked and 
crooned one of her old “’fo’ de wah” 

spirituals.
It’s me—it’s me, oh Lord—a-standin’ in de 

need o’ prayer,
It’s me—it’s me, oh Lord—a-standin’ in de 

need o’ prayer.
She let me cry and cry; then she put 

me back in bed and smoothed the covers. 
She brought a damp towel from the bath­
room and washed my face, just as she used 
to do when I was little and would run in 
and out of her kitchen.

“Now, honey, you’se a gonna eat this 
broiled chicken and rice and gravy. Eat 
it all. Don’t never leave nothin’ on yo’ 
plate. ’Tain’t manners.”

Eat! How could I eat? My throat 
would not swallow. But I wanted to 
do as she said. I said, “Huldah, you 
won’t leave us, will you?”

She rose to her full height and squared 
her big feet on the floor. She boomed:

“ ’Tain’t nobody could make me, chile. 
Nobody! Where you all is, I is! I done 
tole yo’ ma and pa. That’s fixed. Now 
eat yo’ vittles, an’ I’ll be back—”

Afterward, I was told, she had carried 
a tray to Robert at the jail. She marched 
through the streets of Huntsville, her 
head defiantly high, and holding the 
covered tray in front of her. At one 
corner, where an excited crowd had 
gathered, she yelled:

“Stan’ back! Git out o’ my way! 
I’se a-carryin’ Marse Robert his dinnah. 
Git!”

She had cleared a path before her.
I ate the delicate food that she had pre­

pared. But while I was eating, choking 
down that awful lump in my throat, one 
phrase of hers began a maddening beat in 
my brain again. “Yo’ ain’ done nothin’. 
Yo’ ain’ done nothin’.”

I had never rebelled at punishment for 
wrongdoing. 1 wouldn’t have rebelled 
then, if I had felt that I was guilty; that 
I had done anything to merit suffering 
like this. What had I done? Again and 
again, I asked the question.

And this terrible suffering that was 

tearing the very heart out of my body 
was not for myself. I could stand 
anything. My pain was for what was 
happening to Robert; to mother and 
father and Babs.

Why wouldn’t people believe me? I 
asked myself this question again and 
again. They had to believe me! How 
could I make them?

There must be a way out. There was 
bound to be a way out. I must find 
a way out! I determined that I would 
find a—way—out! I felt a bit comforted 
after this grim determination.

That afternoon at four o’clock, all the 
officers of the church, except Mr. Carter, 
came to The Pines. And old preacher 
Owen was with them.

They sat in the living room and library. 
Babs, Karl and I were in the sun parlor: 
silent listeners, out of sight, but we could 
see them.

Father with mother at his side entered 
the living room with the look Savanarola 
might have had on his face when he went 
to the stake, or when the flames began 
to touch his feet. I felt that I could not 
bear to see it. I could not stand it! But 
I had to.

The spokesman was an ex-federal 
judge. His judicial manner could never 
have been more impressive and digni­
fied than when he said to father with slow, 
distinct emphasis, “We have come, sir, 
to express our sympathy, our loyalty and 
our unfailing confidence in you.”

I saw father’s face blanch. I am sure 
that he must have expected reproof and 
condemnation.

“You are—kind,” came in a hoarse 
whisper from father. “Of course—I am 
dazed and stunned. I am incapable of 
connected thought at this time. But you 
must know, of course, that when I have 
recovered from shock, the first thing I 
will do, will be to resign from the session 
and all active work in the church.”

pATHER and mother had sat down
while he was speaking. I watched the 

men glance at each other. Again the 
judge spoke:

“That is what we anticipated, and hope 
to prevent. We do not want you to 
resign.”

Here he paused and shifted the sub­
ject. “My dear sir, we cannot blame you 
for the acts of your children. We know 
you. You have walked in and out among 
us for more than twenty years. We know 
your life. We know your sincerity. We 
are unanimous in that we have no word of 
blame or censure for you. I want to make 
that clear and emphatic.”

“You are—kind,” father repeated, a 
catch in his throat. “As I said, I am 
stunned. My brain is numb. I suppose 
you would put the blame for, for this 
terrible thing on the spirit of modern, 
flaming youth. That hackneyed mis­
nomer! And I—I cannot agree with you 
on that. My son is in jail, accused of 
murder. I know I have convinced my­
self that he is innocent—of murder. 
Whatever his sins, they are mine. We 
make our children what they are!”

Mother had sat in stoic silence. But 
now she spoke, and her voice was firm 
and clear. “He shall not take the 
blame. If there is any blame, it is mine. 
Every mother is responsible for her own 



children. Their sins must be—hers.”
I just couldn’t stand to hear them say 

these things—but 1 had to. Again 1 re­
peated to myself, “I must find a way out. 
I must find a way out!”

Babs was sobbing into the cushions of 
the swing. Karl sat down and put his 
arm around her shoulders.

I put a hand to my face. I had bitten 
my lips until they were bleeding. Karl 
saw it and passed me a big neatly-folded 
handkerchief. I took it, went over in a 
corner and stood looking out the window, 
the handkerchief pressed to my lips.

“I will find a way out. I will find a 
way out,” was still the refrain beating into 
my brain. I heard father talking:

“There are some who will say—that f 
am a hypocrite; that I have been living 
with one foot in the church and one foot 
in the world, leading a double life. I 
really cannot see it that way—yet. It 
may be true. Certainly I have failed as 
a father—”

I could not bear to hear my father say 
that and then choke up so that he could 
say no more. I could not stand it—but 
I had to.

“I will find a way out. I will find a way 
out.” That beat in my brain went on and 
on.

AGAIN I was listening to father.
•Y*-“There must be reasons; deep, deep 
reasons under all this. But I cannot now 
see that these reasons have to do with 
treachery to my family or the work of 
ministering elder in our church.”

“No, no,” they assured him in chorus.
“If you’ve heard the whole story, which 

I suppose you have, you know that I had 
made a little money, and had saved it—”

“That is your affair—not ours,” the 
judge interposed quickly.

“Now I do not believe in the sort of 
holy life that separates itself,” father 
continued. “Every life should be holy. 
Every calling should be holy—in the 
pew or in the pulpit.”

“You have done nothing for which to 
reproach yourself, sir. We have no word 
of reproach for you. That is not our 
mission,” repeated the judge emphati­
cally.

But father’s mind was running along a 
straight line. He went on, “Perhaps I 
was a coward to hide my feeble literary 
activities. I have done nothing of which 
I am ashamed, except for the cowardice of 
subterfuge. It was no sin to provide for 
one’s family—”

Again the judge interrupted, “Indeed 
no! We agree with you. We understand. 
Please do not torture yourself with use­
less things—”

But father went on down his line. “On 
my small salary as a college professor I 
could scarcely live in a manner acceptable 
to modern standards. Those standards 
we maintained, and it left nothing over, 
month by month. I did this outside 
work, writing these silly plays, looking to 
the future of old age—and my family.”

The Judge glanced appealingly around 
at his colleagues. But they were shaking 
their heads in silence and gazing on the 
floor. Again the judge spoke.

“Please! You do not have to explain to 
us. Certainly you do not have to try to 
justify anything that you have done. We 
know you, sir, and have confidence in you.

They Thought I Was Trying

Until I Started to Play
Then I Gave Them the Surprise of Their Lives

THE crowd sat spellbound. Harry had just 
played the violin—beautifully. With mock 

dignity I arose.
“With your kind permission,” I announced, 

“I shall now charm you with a piano recital.”
Everyone snickered. They were sure 1 couldn’t 

play a note. “Does he really play?” one girl 
asked. “Yes,” Phil laughed, “he plays the Vic- 
trola—beautifully!”

With studied clumsiness I fell over the piano 
stool. Then 1 proceeded to pick out “Chop 
Sticks” with one finger! The crowd laughed. 
This was the dramatic moment for my surprise. 
Dropping the mask of the clown, 1 struck the 
first sweet chords of Wagner’s lovely “The Evening 
Star” from “Tannhauser.”

The laughter died on their lips. The magic 
of my music cast a spell over everyone. As I 
played on with complete confidence I forgot the 
room—the people—everything. I was alone— 
lost in the sheer beauty of the immortal mas­
ter’s tender melodies.

Pick Your 
Instrument

The Thrill of My Life
When the last notes had faded away, there was a 

roar of applause. Then came questions and congrat­
ulations from my dumbfounded friends—“How 
long have you been playing?”—“Who was your 
teacher?”—"Where did you learn?’'

“I know it is hard to believe,” I replied, “but I 
learned at home—and without a teacher.

Then I told them the whole story.
“I have always 

wanted to play the 
piano. But I never 
had a chance to take 
lessons. Then one 
day I saw an interest­
ing ad. It told about 
a new, easy way of 
learning music—right 
at home—-without a 
teacher. I sent for 
the Free Demonstra­
tion Lesson and 
Booklet.

“When they ar­
rived, I was amazed 
to see how easy 
playing the piano 
really was. I de­
cided that I would 
send for the course
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and practice secretly. Then I could surprise you 
all.

Just a Few Minutes a Day
“The course was as fascinating as a new game. I 

enjoyed every minute of it. 1 was playing real 
tunes from the start, by note. Reading music was 
as easy as A-B-C! No weary scales, no monotonous 
exercises, no tiresome hours of practicing. Soon 
1 could play jazz, ballads, classical music—all 
with equal ease.”

You, too, can learn to play your favorite in­
strument by this easy "at home” method that has 
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music. You find your progress amazingly rapid 
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The U. S. School of Music does the rest. And 
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you all about the amazing new Automatic Finger Control.
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portunity to make your dreams come true. Sign the 
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cash or credit. U. S. School of Music, 4397 Brunswick 
Bldg., New York.
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4397 Brunswick Bldg., New York City.
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It is enough. We respect you. Our 
hearts ache with yours. I repeat that 
you must not blame yourself. It was to 
prevent this very thing that we intruded 
ourselves so hastily today.”

bather slowly shook his head. “I, too, 
can only repeat that I have failed. The 
fact remains. The fault is somewhere in 
me. I am being punished. I accept it.”

The judge said, “May I venture to sug- 
, gest that perhaps we can think more 

clearly than you, at this moment. We 
want to protect you—and yours. We 
beg you, sir, just to let matters rest as 
they are. We are all stunned now. But 
we feel and believe that things will come 
out all right.”

Still father shook his head. “They can 
never be the same. I must resign and 
get away,” he repeated again.

The judge became emphatic. “No. 
We entreat you! Take no hasty action. We 
cannot accept your resignation.”

Father slowly shook his head. “You 
will have to, I fear,” he said wearily. “1 
can see—nothing else to do. I must find 
where the fault lies. I am submerged in 
sorrow—trouble—”

The judge interrupted, “As I have tried 
to make clear, we want to face these 
troubles with you. You need us now. 
You have been with us in sorrow and 
death for twenty years. Our troubles 
were your troubles. You must now let 
your troubles be ours.”

Old man Owen’s quavering voice spoke 
then for the first time. He astonished 
them all when he said, “I believe that 
brother Peyton is right. You can bear 

! the burden with him. But he is doing 
| right—”

LEATHER gave him a grateful look and 
said, “I know it. I cannot even try to 

express the deep gratitude of my soul 
toward you all: I can never forget your 
coming here today—and what you have 
said. But it is best that I resign and go 
away.’’

The judge pleaded. “We beg of you-
But father interrupted, “I must go 

awax—and find myself. Can’t you under­
stand? I have failed! The whole structure 

| of my life lies in ruins. It is God’s 
I punishment, or it would not be.”

Tense silence. "The clock in the hall 
chimed the half hour. Again came 
father’s voice. “The thought has come 
to me today with an uncanny persistence, 
that it may all be, because 1 have been as 
the fig tree that the Christ accursed. 
Accursed because it was all leaves and 
show—and bore no fruit. This thought 
I have not been able to down. Perhaps 
my life has been full of leaves without 
fruit; lacking spiritual power to show 
men and women—and even my own chil­
dren—the paths of duty and righteous­
ness. The inevitable consequences of the 
transgression of law. Man’s law. God’s 
law. Of sin.”

Father paused, I saw the judge's hand 
brush his eye. One of the other men 
sobbed aloud. Father continued, “Better 
men than I have been caught in the traps 
of materialism, expediency and—sem­
blance.”

Father here stood up, with mother be­
hind him. He reeled and would have 
fallen, had she not steadied him. The 
interview was over.

“You will excuse me now, please. My 
dear friends, God bless you! You have 
eased the awful hurt. But you must see. 
The fact remains that I have failed! I 
must go away and bear the punishment. 
Let it be known that I have resigned—at 
once. There is nothing else to do.”

I could not stand to hear my father say 
these things—but I had to.

My soul cried in panic. My father was 
giving up everything and going away.

From The Pines—our home! I could 
not bear that thought. Again—the 
incessant beat in my brain: “I will find a 
way out. I will find a way out!”

I listened to them leaving. When they 
had gone mother and father went into 
the library, and closed the door. I could 
not bear to think of them—alone—in 
that room, suffering. I could not stand 
it—but I had to.

“Oh, God! Oh, God—” It was a 
mechanical cry—an exclamatiofi, not a 
call. Strange, I thought—that I cannot 
pray to God when I so terribly needed all 
the help there was.

“I WILL find—a—way—out!” I went 
upstairs to my room. I reviewed all 

the circumstances and details. I could not 
bear the thought of Robert—in jail. I 
could not stand it—but I had to.

I could even see Robert being dragged 
out of the cell and along a corridor, by 
burly men; seated in a mechanical con­
trivance and shocked into eternity. 
Bobbie!

My mind was clutching blindly in the 
dark at any straw of hope. There was 
none. Nobody would believe us. Despair 
was growing blacker each minute.

I determined that I would get Robert 
out of that cell. I would fix it so father 
should not give up anything and have to 
go away. I would fix it!

Robert was accused of murder; but 
they had found me kneeling by Cornelia 
with the pistol in my hand. Robert had 
been standing back in the room. It was 
Cornelia saying, “He—he—” that made 
people think that he had done it. Cor­
nelia had not meant them to think that; 
whatever else she might have meant. 
She had not meant that. I knew it. 
Bobbie knew it.

I had told them. Robert had told 
them. They would not believe either of 
us. They would never believe either of us. 
Old man DeWitt’s lawyers would at­
tend to that. I had told the exact truth— 
and they wouldn’t believe. How could I 
make them believe?

Slowly an idea was kindling in my dis­
traught brain. It grew from a tiny little 
spark—quickly! Oh, very quickly!

I was finding a—way—out!
If I confessed that I did it, then they 

might believe me. If I confessed that 1 
did it. But that wouldn’t help!

They would let Robert go and put me 
in jail, and mother and father would be 
just where they now were. Maybe they 
wouldn’t even believe me if I did confess— 
unless—unless—•

The tiny spark had burst into a 
flame of inspiration and resolution.

I had — found — a — way — out!
I would confess in a definite, written 

way, that I did it. And then—I would 
kill myself!

Then they would believe! They would



believe then! Only Robert would know 
the real truth and nobody would pay any 
attention to him. They would all believe 
that. They would have to!

It would not be necessary for father 
to go away. I would fix it. I could not 
bear the thought of father giving up his 
work at the college and in the church, 
and of mother packing al! her things 
and moving out. Where would they move? 
We had no other home. We had never 
had any other home. And all of father’s 
money was gone. We had no home! No 
money!

My confession and death would hurt 
them, of course it would. But not as 
they were being hurt now! Down in the 
library—alone—and as they must live 
on, being hurt.

It would be a sweet sorrow compared to 
what it was at that time! And they 
would go on living in The Pines, and 
father would keep his position and every­
thing.

I had found a way out—for everybody.
It was settled. Only the details re­

mained. I must be careful not to make a 
blunder. Karl had a pistol. He and 
Robert had practiced shooting at a 
target in the back yard, one day, at 
Easter time. And they had let me shoot. 
1 could do it—with that pistol.

It was somewhere in Karl’s room. I 
would find it. And then I would do it— 
that very night! It would end everything. 
Robert would not spend another night in 
jail.

I PELT almost happy. It was such relief 
to have found a way out. with that in­

cessant beating in my brain. I'd find the 
pistol first, and have it ready.

1 slipped into Karl’s room. It was 
easy. I found the pistol lying in the top 
bureau drawer. I was afraid to touch it, 
but I did. I lifted it up and carried it 
to my room putting it in the bottom 
bureau drawer. It was there—ready.

I remember that I had always been 
called a little pagan. I had often boasted 
that I could die the death of one. I 
could!

They would never believe, otherwise! 
Never! But—they would believe— 
then. They would have to!

This would be the test of the sort of 
stuff I was made of! And 1 could do it! 
1 knew that 1 could do it.

After all, I was only a little noise 
that would presently pass away anyhow. 
What did a few years more or less, 
matter? Selfish, individual life has no 
meaning, except when it is fused into a 
fierce composite flame with all other life. 
Out of all these mingled spirits—little, 
ugly, weak, vain, silly lives—would come 
a vision of beauty and power and justice 
one day. I could be a tiny part of that.

It was strange, I thought, how I could 
thus stand off and view life. I seemed 
detached.

I remembered, as a little child, that I 
was afraid of life. Then later it was some­
thing to be conquered. I lost fear and 
became a militant conquerer. I was— 
cocksure! Silly dream! Nobody can 
conquer life. It conquers you! Sooner 
or later, it will step out and do its stuff— 
and your bluff is called. Mine had been 
called.

Yet it could not break me nor defeat

'Woles
HOW TO BANISH THEM
A simple, safe, home treat­
ment—16 years’ success in 
my practice. Moles (also Big 
Growths) dry up and drop 
off. Write for free Booklet.

Waist and Hips 

Quickly Reduced
without dieting, drugs or exercises

WAIST and hips 2 to 4 inches smaller—in 10 days.
That's what the new Perfolastic Reducing Girdle 

has done for thousands of delighted women. We urge 
you to try it, too—at our risk.
Made of finest quality, fresh, live Plantation Rubber 
by the famous Goodrich Rubber Co., Perfolastic re­
duces by automatic massage. With every breath you 
draw, every step you take, its continuous gentle pres­
sure breaks tip fat cells, moulds away flabby flesh as an 
expert masseuse would. Cool, comfortable, light— 
some models weigh as little as 9% ounces (garters in­
cluded)—full of tiny holes to let skin breathe.
FREE ILLUSTRATED BOOKLET gives full details about 
this marvelous girdle and special 5-day Trial Offer with money- 
back guarantee that protects you from all risk. Send for it 
today. No obligation. Simply fill out coupon and mail to 
Perfolastic, Inc., Dept. 67, 79 Madison Ave., New York City.
I
| Perfolastic, Inc., Dept. 67,
I 79 Madison Ave., New York City.

Without obligation, please send me FREE BOOKLET describing I and illustrating the new Perfolastic Girdle, also special 5-day Trial I Oller.
I
■ .Xante.................................................................................................................................

I Address............................................................................. .............. .................................

I City..................................................  State.. .....................................
I------- ----------------------------------------------.-------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------

1 

1 
I

I 
I 
I 
I 
1
I 

I 

J

W. M. DAVIS, M. D.» 124-C Grove Ave., Woodbridge, N. J.

You can make $18 to $50 weekly, fall or 
spare time —showing beautiful Lingerie

V” Chain. Positively prevents shoul> 
der straps slipping. Real comfort at 
laatl Women adore it and buy eagerly. 
Free Chain Offer. Write.today. Have 
your own income. No experience needed.

LINGERIE “V" COMPANY
7 Bank St.. North Windham, Conn. 

Retail Price, $1.35 With Pearls, $2.25

I’ll ftw Your Bills
and give you a steady in­
come for the rest of your 
life, if you’ll take care of

ity. No experience needed. 
Full or spare time. You 
don't invest one cent, just 
be my local partner. Make

Ride in a Chrys­
ler Sedan 1 fur­
nish and distri- 

No investment bute teas, cotfee, 
needed I fur- spices, extracts, 
nish all capital things people eat. 
and go 50-50 I furnish every - 
with my part- thing including
ners. world’s finest su-

per sales outfit. Lowest prices. Big perma­
nent repeat business. Quality guaranteed by 
$25,000.00 bond

GET FOOD PRODUCTS
I’ll send big case of highest quality products.
32 full size packages of home neces­
sities.

GET 
CHRYSLER 

COACH 
This is part of

—no contest.

mation.
Write quick 
for full infor-
person I select 
as my partner, 
1 go 50-50. 
Get my amaz­
ing offer for 
your locality. 
Write or Wire.

With

00
Chest of Food Products

C. W. Van DE MARK, President, Dept. Z23-GC Health-O- Bldg. Cincinnati, Ohio C. 1929 by C. W. V. D. M.

nners line of shoes and hosiery 
.den. Women and Children. We

We start you. 
n°rienced workers 
5.000 yearly with 

direct to wearer plan.

•merit system insures perfect 
facilities guarantee prompt

You collect your pay 
furnish $40.00 outfit con- 

shoes and actual hosiery 
arietv of stvles and sizes than 
Send for free book “Get- ' * " . • • No oy j_

Get Into
. ..The Shoe Businessinvestment!

^SERVICE Jbr

Manufacturing Co.
Boston, Mass.

Easy to 
the famous

FfOOTWEARI

HowTo Secure A
Government Position

Why worry about strikes, layoffs, hard times? 
Get a Government job! Increased salaries, 
steady work, travel, good pay. I’ll 
help you become a Custom House 
Clerk. Railway' Postal Clerk, 
Post Office Clerk, City Mail 
Carrier, Rural Carrier, 
Forest Ranger—or get into 
any other Government job 
you want. I was a Secretary- 
Examiner of Civil Service 
Commission for 8 years. Have 
helped thousands.

Now FREE
My 32-page book tells about the 

jobs open—and how I can helu you 
get one Write TODAY. ARTHUR R. PAT­
TERSON, Civil Service Expert. PATTERSO5 
SCHOOL, 7S7 Wisner Building, Rochester, N. !
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for new free book. Opportunities in 
Modern Photography. American 
School of Photography, Dept. 154-B 
3601 Michigan Ave., Chicago.

JAZZ IN TWENTY LESSONS
। Learn to play popular jazz on piano, saxo- 
" phone, banjo, etc.,with latest breaks and 
| fills. Write for free Home-study booklet.

AXEL CHRISTENSEN SCHOOL
— 745 Kimball Hall Bldg. CHICAGO. ILL.

f 1 11 Pay YOU 
WOOaWeek

Make $100.00 a week and up, sell­
ing our line made-to measure, 

all-wool suits, direct to wearer. Biggest values — 
positively sell on sight. Biggest commissions paid 
in advance.We attend to delivery and collections. 
6x9 cloth samples — over 100 styles — furnished 
FREE. Ambitious men write at once.
W. Z. GIBSON, Inc., 532 Throop, Dept. G 401, Chicago

PHOTO

1652 Ogden Ave. Chicago, III.Dept. H-29

Size 16x20 inches 
Same price for full 
length or bust form, ■■ 
groups, landscapes, 
pet animals, etc.,or 
enlargements of any i
part of group pic- 
ture. Safe return of your own 
original photo guaranteed. 
SEND NO MONEY ... 
Just mail photo or enapsbot( any . • 
size land within a week you will iw 
receive your beautiful hfe-like - 
enlargement sizel6x20in.guar­
anteed fadeless. Fay postman 
88c plus postage or send $1.00 
with order and we pay postage. 
Special Free Offer S 
enlargement we will eend Free 
a hand-tinted miniature repro­
duction of photo sent. Take ad­
vantage now of this amazing 
offer—send your photo today,

UNITED PORTRAIT COMPANY

me. Not now! It had done its worst! 
And I would defeat it! I would forge 
good and beauty and love out of that 
defeat. For I knew then that there 
was a way.

First, I wanted to see Robert. Just a 
minute or two. 1 decided to go to see 
Robert.

It was then dusk, but not dark. I put 
on a hat and slipped out of the house 
without saying anything to anybody. I 
went to the jail. It was only three blocks.

I walked into the front office where 
they had first taken us early that morn­
ing. Nobody was there. 1 walked down 
a long back hall and rapped on a door.

It was opened by the jailer’s wife, the 
woman I had hated when she brought my 
breakfast. 1 now smiled at her and asked 
almost gaily:

“Might I see my brother, please—just 
for a little while?”

The woman looked stolidly at me. I 
felt sure that I must have appeared harm­
less. She hesitated. “Well now—I 
dunno—about that.”

“Oh, please! It can’t possibly make a 
bit of difference. Won’t you?”

She hesitated another moment, then 
she turned back into the room.

“T DON’T see myself—as it can make 
any difference. I’ll go with you.”

She got the keys. She led the way. We 
went up steep iron stairs into a hall; 
around a corner; through another hall. 
She stopped in front of a door and opened 
it. There were two doors. The inside 
one was made of iron bars, and did not 
open.

“Hello, Bobbie!” I called.
He had been lying on the cot, but 

now he jumped to his feet. His hair was 
tousled, his face ashy white and haggard.

I stretched my hand through the bars 
and he caught it and held it against his 
breast. He could not speak.

“Say, kid, cheer up,” I said. “Every­
thing is going to be all right. I just had 
to come and tell you. I know—Bobbie.”

Robert’s deep muffled voice spoke, 
“Nothing can ever be right again.”

“Oh, yes, it can, and don’t you forget it. 
You’re the dearest, finest, best big 
brother in all the world. I love you to 
death, Bobbie. We all do! Buck up!”

1 could see that Robert had cried until 
there were no more tears to come. We 
talked for a few minutes and I knew 
that I had given him fresh courage and I 
also knew that the sight of him had 
doubly strengthened my purpose and 
made it easier.

As 1 walked back to The Pines I 
wondered what had become of Billy. A 
great surge of gratitude was in my heart 
for all that Billy had done. What a 
tower of strength he had been. I must 
see him, too, and thank him. Yes, I 
must do that, I decided.

Supper was on the table when I came 
in. A cold Sunday supper, but Huldah 
was there and served. We went through 
the motions of eating. We choked down 
some food. That supper strengthened 
my purpose also, and made it easier.

Afterwards, I found father alone in the 
library. I was glad for a moment with 
him. Putting my arms around his neck, 
I said, “Father can you ever forgive me 
for all my badness?”

Father hugged me tight and patted my 
back.

“Hush, hush, Peggy. I don’t under­
stand it yet, but I feel that I should ask 
you to forgive me.”

Oh, how tightly I hugged him! “The 
idea! The very idea!” I chided. Tighter 
and tighter I hugged him. “Why, 
father, you are perfect! Always. The 
dearest, sweetest, finest, best father any 
girl ever had. Remember that! Will you 
remember that?”

I made him promise.
1 found mother in the pantry helping 

Huldah with the dishes. I came up be­
hind her and put my arms around her 
neck.

“Mother, it’s Peggy.”
She stood still and crossed her arms 

over mine, interlocked on her breast. 
“Yes, dear,” she said.

“Mother, I am sorry—”
“Don’t, Peggy—I know—”
“You forgive me, mother?”
She turned and caught me to her and I 

buried my face in her neck.
“Of course, of course. There is nothing 

to forgive.”
“Oh yes, there is. All my silly stub­

bornness. And mother, you’re the dear­
est best, sweetest mother any girl ever 
had. Remember that! You will remem­
ber that?”

I made her promise.
I found Babs with Karl in the sun 

parlor.
“Hello,” I called at the door. “Where 

did Billy go?”
“Billy is moving from his home to the 

club,” informed Karl. This was a sur­
prise.

“No?” I questioned. Then—I under­
stood! Billy’s loyalty was a lovely 
thing. I said, “Billy’s a trump. Wonder 
if he’s coming back here tonight?”

“Said he was,” answered Karl.
I sat down by Babs on the couch. I 

put my arm around her.

DABS was too astonished to speak. I 
paid no attention to her bewilder­

ment. I knew' that she W’ould remember 
afterward, and be glad.

“You’ll forgive me for all my meanness 
to you, Babs, won’t you?” I asked.

Babs began to cry. She said, “What’s 
the matter—Peggy?”

I was quick to reassure her. “Nothing. 
Nothing whatever. You’ve just all been 
so wonderful—to me after—such terrible 
trouble and—everything. Here’s Billy 
now'.”

I had seen him coming through the 
yard. I opened the front door. I led 
the wray around the corner of the porch. 
We sat dowm in a hammock.

Suddenly I took Billy’s hand, and held 
it close between both of mine.

“Billy, you have been so good—” I 
began.

Billy answered simply, “I love you, 
Peggy.”

I bit my lips. It was all I could do to 
keep from crying.

“I want you to know how grateful I 
am, Billy—and that everything’s going 
to be all right. You’ll see.”

Billy said, “If it weren’t for old man 
DeWitt—”

“Never mind him. Everything's going 
to be all right,” I repeated. “Karl says



that you’ve moved to the club. I 
wouldn't do that, Billy. Don’t do any­
thing to hurt your mother and father.”

“Peggy, dear—”
1 dared not stay longer with Billy.
“I am so tired, I must go now,” I 

said, as I stood up. Then suddenly— 
before I realized what 1 was doing—I 
put my arms around Billy’s neck and 
kissed him on the cheek.

“Good-night, Billy dear. Good-by.”
I was in the house in a flash and up­

stairs—in my own room. I locked my 
door.

The time had come. T had seen them 
all and had told them that I loved them. 
My heart was strangely at peace. I 
wanted to get it over with now, quickly.

I lifted the pistol from under the clothes 
in the bottom of the drawer. Paradoxi­
cally I was afraid of the pistol. I put it 
down gingerly on the corner of my desk.

I sat down at the desk. I found paper 
and pen. This confession was important. 

It must be just right and above all, it 
must be convincing. It had to be!

I wrote:
Dearest Mother:

This is a confession. I shot her. I did it 
myself and I cannot stand it another min­
ute. Robert lied—for me. Cornelia made 
me mad, mother. And you know how I am 
when I get mad. Don’t feel that I really 
meant to kill her for I didn’t. You don’t 
have that to believe of me. She was deter­
mined to ruin Bobbie’s life and said mean 
things about you and father.

They will send Bobbie home now. And 
tell father that he must not resign his posi­
tion anywhere now—for my sake.

I don’t mind. Don’t grieve forme, mother. 
I always was a venturesome little devil. I’m 
not scared. I don’t mind. It won’t hurt 
but a minute. And remember—I love you 
all. And please love me—

Suddenly—there was a pounding on my 
door—a frantic pounding—and mother's 
terrified voice, screaming:

“Peggy! Open the door, Peggy. 
Quick! Peggy! Peggy!”

This remarkable story of modern youth will be concluded in the 
August True Story Magazine—On Sale Everywhere July 5th.

EARLE LIEDERMAN—“The Muscle Builder"

The Love He Couldn’t Forget 
{Continued from page 44)

to, to pass the long hours until bedtime.
But nobody seemed to be in need of 

my cheering spiritual aid, so I lighted a 
cigarette, propped my feet up on the seat 
opposite, and prepared to entertain my­
self with my newly erected air castles. 
After a while I dozed.

There was a sharp blast of the whistle, 
a sudden grinding of brakes, a terrific 
crash ahead. My eyes flew open—to be­
hold the car ahead telescoping back into 
the observation car, crushing like eggshells 
the terrified, wild-eyed men in its path.

I leaped into the aisle as the car ca­
reened drunkenly and toppled over on its 
side. A grinding agony ripped the last 
shred of feeling from my body and dark­
ness smothered me.

For days I drifted about, half conscious, 
wholly delirious, through a burning desert 
of pain-shot darkness, with here and there 
an oasis of suffering sanity.

I COULD hear a man, somewhere, franti­
cally arguing that he must catchatrain; 

must go somewhere; had to be there, and 
cursing the bands that bound him down. 
Then he’d sing croakingly, “I Wonder 
What’s Become of Sally.” In saner 
moments, I knew that man to be myself.

Some one was there beside me, some one 
very dear and very tender, whose soft 
cool hands eased the pain and brought a 
measure of anity.

Then there were two. Sometimes Sally, 
whispering the old, endearing love-words: 
sometimes Nova, with soft cool hands 
and lovely, unscarred face, lending 
strength and courage.

Sally would bend above me tenderly 
but, as the mists cleared, she would go 
away and Nova would stay, holding my 
hot hand in hers, and smoothing back the 
flame that kept getting into my eyes.

Sallv would not stay and let me see 
the little scarred face. I’d beg her to 
stay. I told her of the loneliness, the 

emptiness. 1 swore to her that the scars 
could never make any difference again. 
She would kiss me gently and when I 
could see, steal softly away and leave 
Nova. She would promise never to leave 
me for a minute; but she always did 
leave, just when I was beginning to re­
cognize her sanely.

Nova stayed. She never left me for a 
waking minute. Nova stayed; but I 
wanted Sally.

T AWOKE at last, to a sane, sunshiny 
-*■ world. But I could not move, I felt 
numb from the waist down. There was 
not much pain; just that feeling one has 
when his arm is asleep.

Nova was sitting by my bed.
“Better?” she asked eagerly.
“A lot,” I grinned. “How long have 

I been out?”
“Over a week,” she informed me. “You 

had us all scared sky blue for a while.”
I hesitated. I wanted to ask, yet 

dreadedheranswer. “Nova, isSallyhere?” 
“Not now,” she answered. “She was 

here all the time you were so sick. But 
she had to go back as soon as you were 
better. She left you a letter.”

Eagerly but fearfully I tore open the 
envelope. Sally’s careless scrawl sent a 
warm little thrill to my heart. Sally 
never could be bothered about taking 
pains with her writing. She had written 
on a sheet of hospital stationery.

Bob, I couldn’t stay. I will explain why 
when you come to me. Because you are 
coming to me, you know. I think I saw into 
your heart while you were sick, Bobbie dear, 
and what I saw there was a promise of 
happiness for two very foolish people, who 
have learned a lesson in understanding. 
You promised me, Bob, and you were 
perfectly sane when you promised, (Nova 
will witness this) that you would come to 
me as soon as you are able to leave the 
hospital. I am holding you to that promise, 
Bob.

Author of "Muscle Building," "Science of Wres­
tling," "Secrets of Strength" "Here's Health" etc- 

Muscles 5‘apiece/
Wouldn't it be great if we could buy muscles 

by the bag—take them home and paste them on 
our shoulders? Then our rich friends with money 
to buy them, sure would be socking us all over 
the lots.

But they don't come that easy, fellows. If 
you want muscle you have to work for it. That's 
the reason why the lazy fellow never can hope 
to be strong. So if you’re lazy and don’t want to 
work—you had better quit right here. This 
talk was never meant for you.

I Want Live Ones
I’ve been making big men out of little ones for over 

fifteen years. I've made pretty near as many strong 
men as Heinz has made pickles. My system never fails. 
That’s why I guarantee my works to do the trick. That's 
why they gave me the name of “The Muscle Builder.’ 
I have the surest bet that you ever heard of.

What I’m Going to Do
In just 30 days I'm going to increase your arm one 

full inch. Yes, and add two inches to your chest in 
the same length of time. But that’s nothing. I’ve 
only started; get this—I’m going to put knobs of muscle 
on your shoulders like baseballs. I’m going to deepen 
your chest so that you will double your lung capacity. 
Each breath you take will flood every crevice of your 
pulmonary cavity with oxygen. .This, will load your 
blood with red corpuscles, shooting life and vitality 
throughout your entire system. I’m going to give you 
arms and legs like pillars. I’m going to work on every 
inner muscle as well, toning up your liver, your heart, etc. 
You'll have a snap to your step and a flash to your eye. 
You'll feel the real pep shooting up and down your old 
backbone. You’ll stretch out your big brawny arms 
and crave for a chance to crush everything before you. 
You’ll just bubble over with vim and animation.

Sound pretty good, what? You can bet your old 
ukulele it's good. It's wonderful. And don’t forget 
fellow—I’m not just promising all this—I guarantee it. 
Well, let’s get busy, I want some action—so do you.

Send Cor My New Book

-ITS FREE
Take it and read it. It's the peppiest piece of litera­

ture you ever flashed your eyes on. And 48 full-page 
photos of myself and some of my numerous prize-winning 
pupils. This is the finest collection of strong men ever 
assembled into one book—look them over-—doctors, 
lawyers, merchants, mechanics, and every line of trade 
you can think of. I swear you’ll never let this book 
get out Of your hands again. And just think—-you’re 
getting it for nothing. Don’t hesitate—there’s no 
strings attached to it. Grab it.

Take your pen or pencil and fill out the coupon— 
But do it now—before you turn this page.

EARLE LIEDERMAN
Dept. 4607 305 Broadway New York City

EARLE LIEDERMAN,
Dept. 4607, 305 Broadway, New York City

Dear Sir: Please send me absolutely FREE and 
without any obligation on my part whatever, a copy 
of your latest book, "Muscular Development.’’ (Please 
write or print plainly.)

Name------ ----------------------------------------------------Age ------

Street--------------------------------------------------------------------------

City____________________________________ State------------



$1260 to $2400
A YEAR

PICK YOUR JOB
RAILWAY POSTAL CLERK

Railway Postal Clerks get $1900 the first year, being 
paid on the first and fifteenth of each month. $78.00 
each pay day. Their pay is quickly increased, the 
maximum being $2,700 a year, $112.50 each ray day.
CITY MAIL CARRIERS, POST OFFICE CLERKS

Clerks and carriers now commence at $1.70C a year 
and automatically increases $100 a year to $2,100 and 
$2,300. They also have 15 days’ paid vacation.

GOVERNMENT CLERK
(Open to men and women 18 or over)

Salary $1,260 to $2,100 a year. Pleasant clerical 
work in the various government departments at 
Washington, D. C., and throughout the country.

GET FREE LIST OF POSITIONS
I-ill out the following coupon. Tear it off and 

mail it today—now at once.

FRANKLIN INSTITUTE, 
Dept. S 225, Rochester, N. Y.

Rush to me, free of charge (1) a full description of the position checked 
below; (2) Free Copy of 32-page book. "How to Get a U. S. Government 
Job ; (3) A list of the U. S. Government Jobs now obtainable:

Railway Postal Clerk..................................... ($1900-$2700)
Postoffice Clerk .............................................. ($1700-$2300)
City Mail Carrier............................................ ($1700-$2100)
Rural Mail Carrier..........................................($2100-$3300)
General Clerk ...................................................($1260-$2100)
Prohibition Agent—Investigator.............($2300-$3400)

Address.................................................... . ......................
Use This Coupon Before You Mislay It.1

'MAKE MONEY AT HOME!
Painting photos and miniatures. No talent required. Fas­

cinating work. Make $35 to $100 a week. Earn while 
earning. V> e teach you at home. Professional artist's outfit, 
employment service, given. Write for FREE book TODAY. 

NATIONAL ART STUDIOS,Dept.13-7,1008 N.Dearborn,Chicago

M STUDY AT HOME
ecome a lawyer. Be independent, 
rn $5,000 to $10,000 annually, 
s guide you step by step—furnish 
text material, including fourteen- 
ime Law Library. Degree of LL.B, 
erred. Low cost, easy terms. Get 
aluable 64-page Law Guide” and 
free. Sena for them NOW.

University, Dept. 7358-L, Chicago 
me World's Largest Business Training Institute

Learn to Dance
This New Easy Way 
You can learn all the modern dances— 
Charleston, Black Bottom, Valencia, Can­
ter, French Tango. St. Louis Hop, Latest 
Waltzes, Fox Trots, etc., at home easily 
and quickly. New chart method makes dancing as simple as A B-C. No music or 
partner required. Learn anywhere, any­
time. Win new popularity. Be in demand 
at parties. Same course of lessons would 
cost $20 if taken privately.

Send No Money 
Just send your name and address. We’ll 
ship the complete course—323 pages, 49 il­
lustrations—without one cent in advance. 
When package arrives, hand postman only 
$1.98. plus delivery charges, and this won­
derful course is yours. Try for 5 days.
Money back if not delighted. Send your name NOW.
FRANKLIN PUB. CO. 800 N. Clark St. Dept.C-219, Chicago

Household
■Necessities

Everybody needs Coffee, Tea, Flavoring 
Extracts, Desserts. Soaps. Home Reme­

dies, Perfumes, Beauty Creams. Lotions. etc. 
Wonderful opportunities, for full or spare 

time worker in each locality to . make $18.00 
to $85.00 a week as a Home Service Represent­

ative for the famous Blair Laboratories, selling 
quality products at low factory prices.

300 Quality Items
Your full-size samples make customers eager "o buy. 
lair Products delight every household—-you are 

welcomed into every home—repeat business quickly 
builds big profits. Many Old Virginia products never of­

fered except by us. Every product ABSOLUTELY 
GUARANTEED by our 25-year-old firm.

Mrs. Miller Makes $85.00 a Week
Rvck of Kentucky has bought a new automobile with his 
profits as a Blair representative.. Mrs. Warman of Penn­

sylvania earns $2,000.00 a year in part time. Menninger 
of Florida earns over $115.00 a week. YOU. TOO CAN 
EARN BIG PROFITS' WRITE US. TODAY. FOR DE­
TAILS AND TESTED SALES PLANS.
BLAIR LABORATORIES. Dept. 13-K. Lynchbwi, ya.

No matter what happens in the next few 
weeks, you are to come to me. I love you, 
Bob. And if you are honest about loving 
me, nothing else can ever matter. I am 
enclosing directions for reaching the place. 
And, Bob, I’ve something to tell you; 
something you had every right to know 
before.

Sally
Nova stole out and left me to reread 

the letter and puzzle over its meaning. 
What could Sally mean by “No matter 
what happens in the next few weeks?” 
Why did she underscore the words so 
heavily? It set me to wondering.

The doctor enlightened me the next 
day, however.

“Doc, how soon am 1 going to be on 
my feet again?” I demanded when he 
came the next morning.

The doctor fumbled with a roll of band­
ages, pretending not to hear.
“What about it, Doctor?” I insisted.

He frowned. Then he gave me a 
straight answer—with pity in his eyes, 
“What you mean by on your feet, boy, 
will be never.”

I was a long time in grasping his mean­
ing. At last I understood. All feeling 
drained away from my brain and left it 
numb. Now I understood Sally’s mean­
ing, and Nova’s white face.

“Is that true, Doctor?” I asked dully.

“T’M afraid so, St. Clair,” he replied, “I 
F don't mean,” he hastened to add, 

“that you will have to stay in bed and 
never be able to walk. You’ll be able to 
get about on crutches. But that left leg is 
useless for walking and, I’m afraid, it will 
always be. We’ve not quit trying, but 
we have had no success.”

He went away then, and the nurse came 
in. I heard him give her some instructions 
about the tablets which he had left on 
the table.

“Not more than two in any case—not 
more than two—” The doctor’s words 
echoed in my numb brain. What could 
three do—or five? I would not have to 
drag myself to Sally like a creeping, 
crippled earth-creature—just half a man. 
I could not face Sally’s pity, when I had 
failed her in her trouble.

“Not more than two.” Would Jack 
call that playing the game? I could not 
face Sally and ask her to take back—just 
half a man 1

A glass of water stood invitingly near. 
I was half delirious again.

‘1 One—two—three—f ou r—five—six—’ ’ 
I counted them out carefully. Better 
have good measure. I picked up the 
glass of water. “Not more than two—• 
half a man—”

So intent was I upon my task of self­
destruction that I did not know when I 
ceased to be alone. Suddenly my hand 
was struck down, flinging the little white 
tablets half across the room and spilling 
the water on the bed. The glass rolled 
to the floor, breaking into a thousand 
pieces, with a tinkling sound of scoffing 
laughter. “Half a man—half a man!”

Nova’s eyes blazed down into mine, 
lashing me with their scorn and utter 
disgust. When she spoke, it was with 
thick fury, through tightly clenched teeth.

“You—-you—oh, you miserable selfish 
coward! Must you do the one thing that 
would break Sally’s heart all over?”

I threw my arm across my eyes. I 
could not meet her scornful glare.

After a little, she seated herself on the 
edge of my bed and pulled my arm down 
gently. Her face had undergone a 
lightning change. The red lips trembled 
and the wide gray eyes brimmed with 
tear-shrouded pity, tenderness and under­
standing.

“I know it seems like the end of the 
world, Bob, but it is not.

“Once Sally felt the same as you feel 
now. She told me. But, Bob, playing 
the quitter never helped any one yet. 
It’s a pretty hard blow to take standing. 
But, Bob, you have Sally to stand by 
you. Doesn’t that mean anything to you? 
This is why she made you make her that 
promise.”

“Nova, I can’t go to Sally now,” I 
groaned. “She would only pity me-—just 
half a man! I did not stand by her when 
she needed me. Now I am ashamed to 
ask her to stand by me—a cripple— 
dragging a dead, useless leg around 
through life—just half a man! You 
should have let me finish what I started to 
do; the only decent thing I’ve ever tried 
to do.”

“Bob,” Nova said earnestly, “will you 
men never learn that, with a woman, 
beauty has nothing to do with love? Sally 
admired your big splendid body, Bob— 
but it was you she loved; the real, inside 
you. She’s told me many times!”

She went on musingly, “A woman’s 
love is a strange thing, Bob. You may 
trample on it, neglect it, abuse it, play 
traitor to it, ignore it. But it is there to 
back you up when you need it. There 
is no sacrifice too great, no heartache 
but is lightened, no suffering too deep to 
endure for the men we love. And all we 
ask in return, Bob, when we love you 
like that, is your happiness.

“It is very strange, Bobbie dear, but 
it is also very true, that a woman’s love 
hopeth all things, endureth all things, 
and never faileth.

“That’s Sally speaking, Bob. Are you 
going to fail her—again?”

“XJO Nova; not if she’ll take me back—
■1 ’ just as I am,” I promised.
I improved rapidly, and was soon able 

to hobble about. I had to use crutches 
for any walking except in the house 
when I could get around by leaning on 
the furniture. My left leg was stiff and 
dragged like a dead weight.

At times, I felt I’d rather die than go 
through life like this. I, the fellow who 
had loved his muscular well-formed body; 
who had glorified in his strength and pitied 
anybody less blest than himself—to finish 
life just half a man!

A week before I left the hospital, Nova 
went back to Salt Lake. She told me 
she was to spend the Christmas holidays 
with the James’.

Christmas Eve, I alighted from the 
train in a little mountain village in South­
western Colorado, torn between heaven 
and purgatory.

The snow crunched beneath my one 
good foot, and glistened on the tall ever­
greens surrounding the station, but the 
air was balmy and I didn’t even need an 
overcoat.

I passed down the sleepy little main 
street toward a tiny lake, glimmering in 
the moonlight, at the farther edge of the 
town. Towering snow-crowned peaks, 
billowy clouds and silver moon reflected 



themselves in the heart of that little 
mountain gem

Everywhere the windows blazed with 
Christmas. “And on earth peace, good will 
toward men. ’ ’ Several people greeted me as 
a friend with,“Merry Christmas, b other!”

I hobbled past a church from which 
came the sound of happy vibrant young 
voices caroling, “Silent night, Holy 
night! All things sleep—angels keep 
reverent watch—■”

An ache came into my throat as I re­
alized how long it had been since I had 
sat in a church and listened to happy 
young voices caroling, “Silent Night.”

A warm rosy light glimmered against 
the mountain side above the lake. I 
turned off into the footpath that led 
around the lake, then turned again to my 
left and followed the sloping little path 
toward the light.

My crutches kept slipping on the snow 
every few steps, reminding me of things 
I was trying not to think about, it was 
taking all the courage I had to face 
Sally—like this!

The little log bungalow nestled cozily 
in the mothering arms of the big dark 
mountain, hemmed in by singing pines, 
a laughing little mountain brook, “qua- 
kers” and mountain ash that would be 
a riot of gold and scarlet in the autumn.

I might have known that Sally would 
search until she found just this spot, the 
loveliest spot of all, and then claim it 
for her own.

ASI neared the rustic gate I stopped 
T*- abruptly and the aching lump came 
came back into my throat.

Through the open window came Sally’s 
glorious voice, singing our twilight song. 
Softly and more softly, came the last 
notes, as though she knew I were near:
“No, the heart that has truly loved never 

forgets.
But as truly loves on to the close;
As the sunflower turns on her god when 

he sets.
The same look which she turned when he 

rose.”
1 had not thought of Sally’s scars for 

days; and I knew I should not see the 
scars again—ever. It was Sally I loved—- 
just Sally!

But how would she take my misfortune? 
Gamely, I knew, but would her love 
falter? Time alone would tell—as it had 
told her of my cowardice, long ago.

I lifted my hand to knock. The door 
opened quickly, before my hand could 
descend.

A woman stood framed in the doorway, 
against the open fire at her back; a 
beautiful woman, with dark tresses, wide 
brown eyes, and a sensitive dusky face 
softened by suffering—but not my Sally!

“Oh, I’m sorry; I’ve made a mistake!” 
I tried to keep the disappointment out 
of my voice.

The lovely vision held out her arms 
with a little sobbing catch in her throat.

“No, you haven’t, Bob! This is your 
Sally—-always!”

She was crushed close in my arms the 
next second, while the beautiful spirit of 
Christmas folded her wings about us; and 
all the loneliness and heartache was wiped 
out forever in one long kiss.

Sally led me into the firelit living room 
to warmth and light and love.

After a long time 1 lifted my face from 
her hair. “But—Sally—I don’t under­
stand—•” I began.

Sally laughed softly, happily, the dear 
old Sally laugh I loved.

“But still I do not understand,” I per­
sisted densely. “Your scars—your nose—”

She led me to a deep chair before the 
fire and cuddled down beside me.

“It is not such a long nor a strange 
story, Bob,” she explained.

Then she went on softly, “Bob, when 
I walked out of our little apartment that 
morning so long ago the only thing I 
wanted to do was to creep off somewhere 
by myself and die. But Jessie James came 
to my rescue, and pounded some sense 
into my head. She advised me to go to 
mother and Daddy Collins in Italy. I 
went.

“They told me of a miracle man in 
Paris; a plastic surgeon who did incred­
ible things to people’s faces. Daddy 
Collins took me to see him.

“ I_I E would not operate then, but told
-*• me to come back in six months and 

he would see what he could do. He said he 
had never had to remove so many and 
such deep scars, but he would try, if I 
still wanted him to, at the end of that 
time.

“So I came back and bought Shady- 
nook, and—”

“You bought Shady nook?” I cried in 
joy. “I tried to buy it, but the agent 
told me it was not for sale at any price.”

“Because I owned it then, and it was 
not for sale,” she laughed. “And, Bob, 
guess from whom I bought it?”

“I give up,” I said. “Who? Skinflint 
Ripley?”

“No,” she replied. “Professor Smith! 
You see, Bob, your letter did not deceive 
him for a minute. When we left the farm 
and went West he knew there was a 
reason. He investigated and learned 
the truth. When the farm was auctioned 
off, he bought it; then held it for us until 
we could come to claim it. Bob—there 
is a friend!

“I did not tell him we were separated, 
Bob. It was easier not to tell him than 
it would have been to explain. And he 
would not have understood as I did.

“Then my six months were up and I 
went back to Paris. I didn’t go alone!”

A note of portentous significance crept 
in her voice, but she hurried on before I 
could interrupt, “We will come to my 
companion later,” she said. “Doctor Piper 
operated. And when he removed the ban­
dages, I beheld the woman who sits beside 
you now. No, not this woman, exactly,” 
she corrected. “But the scars were gone, 
and Dr. Piper assured me that the new 
skin would soon match the rest. It did, 
Bob, I wanted you to see me then!”

“But your nose, Sally?” I asked, 
“How do you explain that?”

“I asked the doctor if he would straight­
en my nose while he was doing the gen­
eral overhauling,” she explained. “That 
was easy—-for him.

“Then I came to Colorado and started 
to write. My stories began to sell. Soon 
I was selling all I cotdd write. And now—- 
well, you have probably seen my name 
everywhere in the magazines for many 
years.

“I bought this bungalow and have 
lived here ever since. I could not bear
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Shadynook alone. And I love these 
mountains. The people in this little town 
have been wonderful friends. They have 
taken me in and made me one of them­
selves. I was as happy as I could be 
without you, and I had—well, I mustn’t 
tell you about her yet. That would be 
an anti-climax.

“Jessie James wrote me that you were 
in Salt Lake for the summer. She invited 
me to visit her. Instead I sent Nova— 
my Nova—and your Nova!”

I couldn’t believe my own ears. Could 
she mean—was that the reason for the 
striking resemblance?

As if in a dream, I heard Sally going 
on. “That is the great secret I have kept 
to the end. Nova is your child, Bob, 
your’s and mine. I carried her under my 
heart all during those first months after 
you left me. 'Without the knowledge of 
her coming I would not have been able 
to carry on.

“And after she came, I had to go on. 
She knows all and understands all. She 
loves you Bob and, somehow or other, 
she says she has always loved you. She is 
a good girl, Bob. I’m proud of her, and 
I know you will be!”

I was unable to speak. What could I 
say? Here was compensation—too much 
to be accepted except in awed silence. I, 
a deserter, returned to find my beloved 
wife again beautiful, and myself the father 
of the dearest girl I had ever known—• 
except her mother!

As I sat there without saying a word, 
my heart being too full to speak, Sally 
continued:

“Bob, if you had not told Nova, and 
made her believe it, that the scars made 
no difference; that you loved me and want­
ed me, scars and all, she’d have come 
away. I could not buy you back, Bob. It 
had to be your heart that needed me— not 
your vanity.

“'TXT'HEN you were hurt I almost told
’ ’ you everything then. But Bob, I 

had to know whether you had the courage 
to come to me—like this. I tried you, 
Bob and you rang true! You know the 
rest. Come!”

She led the way to a room adjoining 
the living room. She struck a match and 
lighted a candle standing on a small table. 
It’s flickering rays illuminated the room. 
Nova sat there, waiting for us. She 
rushed to me and threw her arms around 
my neck.

“Daddy! Daddy!” she cried.
“It was for Nova’s coming those many 

years ago that I bought Shadynook, 
Bob,” said Sally. “Nobody recognized 
me, except the dear old doctor who had 
ushered you into this vale of tears and 
happiness. He did not tell any one when 
I asked him not to. I could not bear to 
have friends calling who had known me in 
those other days—those glad days on the 
farm. Bobbie, weren’t we happy then?

“And for Nova’s sake, Bob, I had to 
try again—and because I wanted you so. 
You’ll never know how I've wanted you, 
Bob—and how long these years have 
been.”

My arms were about my dear ones. 
I don’t know whether or not they prayed. 
I know I did.

“Oh, God, make me worthy! Help me 
to keep the faith this time.”

We returned to the living room. I 

helped Sally and Nova decorate the family 
Christmas tree. “What a pity that 
Nova’s best Christmas present is too big 
to hang on the tree,” Sally laughed 
happily.

Then we talked until morning. Sally, 
blessed angel, pointed to a glorious Star 
of Hope, one I had never even dared to 
hope might be there.

“Bob, they can never make me believe 
your leg is stiff for life! They told me 
I’d be scarred for life—and sent us into 
two decades of purgatory.

“Our little stepsister had a terribly 
twisted leg when she was born. Daddy 
Collins and mother were heartbroken. 
Then they heard of a Doctor Jeruso, 
in Berlin. They took her to him; and 
now the little body is perfect.

“And so, Bobbie dear, we are going to 
Doctor Jeruso, just as soon as we can pack 
our duds—provided, of course, that you 
propose to me and I accept, and we are 
respectably married again.”

“Will you marry me, Sally St. Clair?” 
I asked soberly.

“Oh! This is sc sudden!” She clasped 
her hands over her heart—just because 
she knew what would happen when she 
looked so kissable!

“VZ’OU may take your crutches to
Germany,” Sally laughed, “but we'll 

bang ’em in the Rhine. You’ll not wear 
them home!”

In three weeks we sailed for Germany, 
Sally, Nova and I.

They both helped me up the gangplank, 
as I hobbled along, dragging the stiff leg.

A year later, we returned. My wise 
little wife was right again—as she had 
always been right. A slight limp was all 
I brought back from Germany. Doctor 
Jeruso assures me that the limp will 
finally disappear. The “Miracle Man” 
has added another star to his crown.

I , , 4* 7^
Nova has a little brother whom she 

adores. It is odd that Nova has Sally's 
hair and my eyes, while Jesse has my hair 
and Sally’s eyes. We thought the least we 
could do for that impulsive, slangy, big- 
hearted little Dan Cupid, Jessie James, 
was to name our boy for her.

We spend a great deal of time at Shady­
nook, and grandmother’s chest stands 
again beneath the window in the long, 
old-fashioned living room at the farm.

But I have come to share Sally’s love 
for the Colorado mountains, and we 
spend nearly every summer in the tiny 
log bungalow above the lake; the cotta;e 
to which I hobbled one Christmas Eve, 
long ago, with my pride in my pocket 
and shame in my heart, to be welcomed 
back into the heart of the plucky little 
wife whose boots I was not fit to black.

We are wonderfully happy, and there 
are no more quarrels. For we have 
traveled the Rough Road to understand­
ing, and that understanding has made us 
whole.

We have both learned a valuable 
lesson; and I, Robert St. Clair, have 
learned the true value of that love which 
Sally taught me—the love that hopeth 
all things, endureth all things, and never 
faileth.

I have told this story clumsily, just 
as I said I would. But if any man could 
have lived it more clumsily, I’d like to 
meet that man.



Under Northern Lights
(Continued from page 59)

a minute or two. Same old Arthur. The 
years hadn’t made such a terrible change 
excepting that he seemed decidedly out 
of place on this fashionable and busy 
thoroughfare. So I suggested, if he were 
not going any dace in particular, thaf 
he come and have lunch with me. He 
had to refuse on account of an appoint­
ment. Remembering former days when 
I was so easily discouraged and had 
missed so much, I pressed him to come 
to tea with me at half-past five. This 
he agreed to do and I gave him my 
address. As he shook hands with me his 
eyes enveloped me, and the busy street 
was blotted out. The years slipped away 
and I was a girl again, with little shivers 
running up and down my spine!

I had forgotten the errand that had 
brought me out, and hurried home, in­
stead, to prepare a supper that a real 
man would enjoy; the first in twelve 
months.

WHEN he came, 1 noticed that he had 
had his shoes polished, and I sus­

pected that the dear man had indulged in 
a manicure. We ate—or rather he ate. 
I was too happily excited to do more than 
nibble. As we talked, he told me of how 
he had moved a little closer to civiliza­
tion, in fact he was located on a railroad 
now; and that he had come down with 
his oldest boy (he blushed here) who 
was almost twelve, to place him in a 
boys’ school.

I asked him how many' children there 
were and he said six. This was a little 
shock for me, too, as I couldn't picture 
him as a father of a large family.

After we were finished eating we went 
into my cozy little living room and I 
switched on the electric fireplace and the 
soft, shaded lights. Sixteen years had 
fallen off my shoulders.

Arthur kept looking at me as though 
he couldn’t understand. Finally he said:

“Yvonne, how is it that you haven’t 
changed?”

“I don’t know, Arthur. It isn’t al­
together that life hasn’t changed. I 
have had disappointments.” And I 
looked him straight in the eye. He 
tlushed.

“Yes, I understand about your trip 
to Moon River. Nona told me, but 
what could I do? It was too late, 
Yvonne.” His voice was trembling.

“It was too late all right.” My laugh 
was a little hard as I laid my’ cigarette 
in the ash tray and deliberately' went to 
the beautiful new gramophone that I 
had just bought, and put on the “Gypsy 
Love Song.” It had been revived and 
was very' popular at this time. Besides, 
1 had payed it faithfully' all these years, 
but it was with much the same pleasure 
that one grinds on a sore tooth.

With the first haunting bars of the 
melody the cigarette which Arthur was 
smoking to keep me company dropped 
from his limp fingers onto my' Chinese 
rug and, rather than break the spell, I 
allowed it to burn a hole clear through. 
I had suffered, and now I took a fiendish 
delight in watching a little suffering in 
return.

Presently' he got up, walked up and 
down and, finally, over to the machine. 
He opened it and took off the record, 
walked to the window and gave it a toss 
into the night. The manishness of this 
act amused me and I snapped back to 
normal. I picked his cigarette off the 
rug and sat down.

“You had better come and finish this,” 
I called, and he came over.

“No, Yvonne. Don’t let’s stall. I 
want to tell you that I have been through 
agonies of despair since last I heard that 
record. I couldn’t bear to listen to it 
again. Oh, Yvonne! I’ve prayed I 
might never see you again. Now we are 
together I find you more lovely than 
ever, and I want you just as badly. Oh, 
have I got to go all through this again?” 
And he put his elbows on his knees, head 
on his hands and groaned.

“Do you love me?” I asked.
“Love you! I’ve never loved any one 

else!”
“Well, then, nothing is going to keep 

us apart.” I replied. “I too have been 
through the depths, and I have never 
loved any one else. I am free, and your 
religion will permit of your freedom, so 
you will have to get a divorce.”

“But the children, and poor Nona! 
She’s been faithful all these years.” His 
words interpreted the workings of the 
heart rather than the brain.

“Arthur, I leave it to you. If you 
really’ love me, you will agree. That is, 
if y'ou love me enough.”

“Oh, Yvonne, I am mad about you!” 
And he held me to his heart.

“'T'HEN if you are y’ou’ll take me.
J- We’ve lost sixteen precious years 

through our folly, and nearly' lost each 
other forever. Are we going to commit 
the same mistake again?”

I talked and argued far into the night, 
and finally' he left with the understanding 
that he would broach the subject to his 
wife. If she were agreeable, he would 
provide well for her and the boys and 
supply' her with the means for an easy 
divorce.

Poor Nona! But I steeled my' heart 
against any pity that would creep in. 
I had already lost too much in life, with­
out losing this final hope of having Arthur, 
at last!

About two weeks after he went back 
to his home at Otter Lake, I received a 
letter from him. It was a real love letter, 
the first I had ever had, and I read and 
reread it like a girl. With my pleasure 
in it there was also pain. He had spoken 
to his wife, told her of me, and of how it 
was possible, if she would consent to get 
a divorce, for him to be free to marry 
me. He said that she had taken it much 
better than he had hoped for. There 
had been no fuss; and as soon as she 
thoroughly understood the situation she 
gave her free consent. She made only 
one request, which amounted to a de­
mand. She wanted to see me and talk 
with me first.

Accordingly I made plans to go to 
Otter Lake and stay for a few day's as 
the paying guest of the station master’s
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wife. On a bright sunny day in early 
June I arrived there; one of the outposts 
of civilization.

'J'he buildings were grouped around 
the station, which was practically situ­
ated on the beach. After the station and 
section house, Arthur’s store and house 
connected, was of next importance. 
Outside of these main buildings there 
were a few shacks. After making myself 
acquainted with the station master’s 
wife, I inquired of her where the Duncans 
lived. She pointed out the store and I 
went over with some trepidation.

I had made up my mind to let nothing 
come between this happiness and me and, 
although I argued to myself that Arthur’s 
wife was only a squaw and he had been 
mine before he ever met her, still a wee 
small voice kept hammering at my inner 
consciousness.

I walked into the store and Arthur 
came forward rather nervously to meet 
me. After a formal greeting he invited 
me to go back and meet Nona. So, I 
followed him along the passage into the 
large living room behind.

TT was a cheerful room, and clean. But 
entirely lacking in the modern com­

forts such as we have grown to demand. 
Nona was sitting mending by the window, 
she turned her head and looked at me 
and nodded.

It was just twelve years since I had 
seen her. Time, and the bearing and 
rearing of many children, had wrought 
vast changes in her. From a comely 
young Indian woman she had developed 
into a fat squaw. The lines on her face 
had been put there by laughing, rather 
than the hand of time. Altogether she 
was a pleasing looking woman. But 
I couldn’t help feeling shocked to think 
that here was the one woman in the world 
whom Arthur had chosen to bear and 
mother his children.

As soon as she looked at me she said 
in very much better English than when 
last we met.

“Hu-hu, hu-hu! I thought so. I re­
member you. Yes, I guess Arthur want 
you. Always want you, I guess.” And 
she turned back to her mending. I 
went over to her chair.

“Is that all you are going to say?” 
She nodded and I continued in a voice 
that trembled:

“Will you forgive me for taking your 
husband away from you? I feel terribly 
sorry.”

“Yes. Hu-hu. You like um, don’t 
you?”

“I love him better than any one on 
earth,” I answered.

“And he like you, I guess.” She 
turned and looked at Arthur.

He spoke quietly, “I am afraid, Nona, 
that you won’t understand, but I have 
always dreamed of Yvonne. She makes 
my blood feel like fire when I look at 
her.”

“Uh-hu. All right. No more to say, 
I guess.” And she went on with her 
mending as though we never existed.

I don’t remember how I got outside, 
but I do remember Arthur’s walking back 
to the station, a few yards distant, with 
me.

I told him that I would take the first 
train back to town, which didn’t go until 
the next day, and that he could either 

come to me, or write me his plans. Also 
I told him that his wife did not seem to 
be worrying much. When I said that, 
a worried look came into his eyes, but he 
said nothing.

That evening I felt so troubled and 
unstrung, that I asked the station master 
to lend me his canoe, and I started 
out toward the opposite shore of the 
small lake. The quiet dip-dip of the 
paddle, and the calmness of the water 
seemed to soothe me, and I found my 
mind relaxing and planning for a near 
future of happiness.

I was lazily paddling along, so engrossed 
with my thoughts that I didn’t notice 
myself slipping alongside a couple of 
water-soaked logs, till the side of the 
canoe started scraping. Greenhorn that 
I was, I took the blade of the paddle, 
inserted it between the canoe and the 
logs and tried to pry them apart. I 
put all my might into the effort, and, 
quicker than it takes to tell it, I found 
myself in the water with the canoe, 
upside down, near me.

In my terror I screamed and lashed 
about with my arms, being unable to 
swim more than a few strokes. I grabbed 
the logs, but thev were so heavy with 
water that my added weight kept sending 
them down. If I had had sense enough 
to keep calm, I would have been able 
to sustain myself with the canoe. I was 
thrashing around so, that I didn’t notice 
another canoe slide alongside me, and 
a firm voice command,

“Hold um quick!” And Nona thrust 
a paddle at me.

In my panic I not only grabbed the 
paddle, but the extended hand with such 
force that over went the other canoe, 
and Nona was struggling with me in the 
water. By this tiir e my sense was entirely 
gone, but I was told afterward, that I 
nearly drowned both of us. I got such a 
strangle hold on Nona, that we were 
coming up for the last time when Arthur 
and one of the men from the store reached 
us in a rowboat.

IT seems that Arthur was busy around at 
the back, and Nona was sitting on the 

front steps of the store when I screamed 
for help. Without hesitating she jumped 
into a canoe left on the beach, and came 
to my rescue.

She was more nearly drowned than I, 
and when 1 “came to” on the beach, I 
raised myself up on my elbow, and looked 
over to where she was lying. Arthur 
was working over her. She was lying 
face down, apparently dead, and he was 
steadily working, using the same method 
of resuscitation that his assistant had 
used on me. His assistant!

It seeped through my water logged 
brain, that Arthur had left me to the care 
of his assistant while he, himself, was 
steadily working over Nona as though 
no one else existed! He never even 
turned his head to see if I had revived.

I was lying conscious, warmly wrapped 
up, for about ten minutes before Nona 
showed signs of life. As her breathing 
began to come naturally, the tears started 
to Arthur’s eyes, and overflowed, I took 
this for a natural reaction.

As her respiration became properly 
established and her eyelids fluttered, 
Arthur broke down completely. Strok­
ing her wet black hair back from her wet 



brown face, he cried out to her brokenly: 
“My little Nona! Poor little mama, 

poor little mama!" And I found the 
tears streaming down my own face.

The next day Arthur came over to the 
station to see me before I left, and I read 
in his eyes what he wanted to say to me.

“Arthur,” I said, taking his hand 
between my own two, “It is all right. 
I understand!”

WORDS could never explain the ten­
derness that had grown in his heart 

for Nona, the hardworking mother of his 
sons; a tenderness that had come all 
unsuspected during the years. And I 
understood that her love was just as 
great as my own, and that Arthur was 
bound by many ties to her, bound so 
tightly that he would never be free. 
Also I knew that he would never know 
that delicious craving for her that was 
part of his love for me. But I realized 
completely that the delightful passion 
that he felt for me, was not the all ab­
sorbing theme of his life. And, knowing 
all this—I bowed in acquiescence.

Thus ended my only love affair.
*****

Just in case I have left the reader 

Meddling with Destiny
{Continued from page 30)

to stop frequently. At last we reached a 
lovely little clearing about half a mile 
from the top.

“Here is where we will lunch,” Adroit 
declared. “We’ll leave our boxes here, 
climb to the top and return.”

The little spot looked so inviting, the 
grass so soft, and the path ahead seemed 
to grow more rocky and steep!

“If you don't mind, I think 1’11 wait 
here for you.” I decided.

Of course there were protests and every 
one offered to be the one to stay with me. 
But I insisted that they go on; that I 
wouldn't in the least mind staying; and I 
mustn’t spoil their outing.

“You see, I’ve been born and raised in 
the city,” I explained. “And the only 
heights I’m used to are the skyscrapers, 
and one climbs them in an elevator. 1’11 
be rested in a minute and will have the 
lunch all ready when you return.”

At last they consented and trooped off, 
waving to me until they were out of sight 
in the thicket above. But 1 didn't feel 
rested after they left! I sat quite still 
and closed my eyes, and my breath came 
rapidly. I was sure this feeling would 
soon pass. But instead, my head began 
to reel and I felt fearfully dizzy.

Then I became frightened; jumped to 
my feet and called, hoping they could still 
hear me. My voice, weak and thin, was 
completely swallowed up in the vastness 
around me. My fright grew into panic. I 
must not stay there alone! 1 must find 
them! The farther I went the weaker I 
grew as I scrambled blindly upward. 
Several times I fell, and lay sobbing a 
minute before I forced myself to get up 
and push on. Then I fell and did not rise.

If I had been frightened before, now I 
was terrified! Suppose I should die there 

feeling too sorry for me, I must add a 
little note to this story.

Another four years have passed, and 
I enjoy living every day of my life (Na­
ture has so endowed me), but I look 
forward with special delight to my 
week-ends. For, on Friday night I 
always have three young men come to 
visit me; one nearly sixteen, one fourteen, 
and the other thirteen. These young 
men are attending a boys’ school in my 
home city, and they look forward to their 
weekly visits as much as I do.

They all have coal black eyes, swarthy 
skins, and straight black hair. ' Their 
ancestry is not hard to place.

We go to shows, hockey matches, 
walk, read and listen to music together. 
They tell me all their little troubles, 
their ambitions; and they pet me and 
call me “Auntie Von.” While I don’t 
show any favoritism, the oldest boy is 
really my boy. His eyes have that 
soft enveloping quality so dear to my 
heart, with just the saving grace of a 
twinkle.

With so much love surrounding me, 
I don’t feel as though Life has thwarted 
me, but rather that she has been kind, 
and made me rich indeed.

and no one found me! My heart was 
beating in pounding thumps that seemed 
as if they surely must burst the arteries at 
my temples. There was no use trying to 
go on; the only thing I could do was to 
attempt to retrace my steps.

I pulled myself to my feet and started 
slipping and sliding downwards. I don’t 
believe there is any more horrible sensa­
tion in the world than to be lost —with the 
fear of dying, alone! It makes the cold 
sweat break out on my forehead, even 
now, as I write of it. 1 was crying and 
sobbing, my eyes were blinded so that I 
couldn’t see ahead of me in the dazzling 
noonday sun that filtered through the 
leaves above me. My heart pounded so 
in my ears that I couldn’t hear another 
sound. It engulfed me, seemed to crush 
me down. And then, suddenly, almost 
miraculously, it seemed to me, Pasquale 
stood there before me.

T CRIED out his name, the feeling of relief 
so great that it surged over and encom­

passed me like a blessed cloud. I Ie sprang 
to my side and caught me in his arms as I 
felt myself grow limp. 1 didn’t altogether 
faint this time, though I couldn’t move 
or speak. I felt numb all over and very 
cold; still, I was conscious of his arms 
about me, of his frightened voice saying:

“Lyda! Lyda dear! What is the mat­
ter? Oh, my precious one! Speak to me!”

Finally, when my breath came easier 
and the dizziness passed, I opened my 
eyes slowly and looked up into his. They 
burned down into mine with such a look 
of relief and passion that I instinctively 
closed mine as I whispered. “I’m all 
right now—it was my heart. I climbed 
too hard and too fast! Then I got lost 
and—”
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But I never finished my explanation, 
for he caught me to him roughly and cov­
ered my face with kisses, murmuring, 
“I’m so glad, little Lyda, that I've found 
you! You frightened me so!”

At first, I lay passive in his arms, still 
weak and languid. But gradually the 
numbness left me, and my heart grew 
quieter. Soon I felt warm and glowing. 
Suddenly throwing my arms about his 
neck, I answered his kisses with an emo­
tion that was startlingly new to me.

Then suddenly I felt his whole body 
grow rigid. He pushed me from him 
abruptly, turned and buried his face in his 
arms. How he groaned! It was now my 
turn to be frightened.

“Pasquale, Pasquale dearest, what— 
what is it?” I demanded. I was amazed 
at the expression on his face as he slowly 
raised his head and looked at me. He was 
haggard. Deep lines cut from his nose to 
the corner of his mouth, which was pressed 
in a hard line, though his sensitive lips 
still quivered.

“Lyda, I have committed a very great 
sin! I, whose life was to be dedicated to 
the glory of God, who am supposed to 
put the lust of the flesh from me forever— 
I have held you in my arms; have kissed 
you; have wanted you!”

ASI looked at him so strong and hand- 
^*-some, the pity of it surged over me. 
“But, Pasquale, it isn’t fair!” I cried. “It 
isn’t fair! We love each other. Your life 
does not belong to God! It belongs to me!”

I put my hands on his shoulders, which 
trembled beneath my touch. “I won't 
give you up—I won’t! I came halfway 
around the world to find my love. I 
found him—and now—”

But drawing a breath in a long, almost 
strangling sob, he reached up and took 
my hands gently but firmly, from his 
shoulders. “Lyda, you aren’t Catholic. 
You can’t understand.”

“I understand all that is necessary,” I 
replied. “I know I love vou- -I know you 
love me! What else matters?” I de­
manded. I was still pale and shaking and 
now my heart began to pound again with 
a new emotion.

But again he shook his head. “We can­
not go through life thinking only of our­
selves. There is my family. If I didn’t 
go on, it would kill my mother and break 
my father’s heart. That I become a 
priest is their one great wish. It has made 
them so proud, so happy! No, Lyda—■ 
this cannot be.”

“But why should you sacrifice your 
life—my life—for theirs?” I pleaded.

“Life is sacrifice, Lyda. Didn’t Our 
Lord sacrifice His life for us? Come, we 
will go home. You are still ill.”

He left a note in the clearing for the 
other searchers, and we returned, in 
silence. His a stoic silence and mine a 
trembling, tearful one.

“Oh, it isn't fair—it isn’t fair!” I pro­
tested. Then the tears welled into my 
eyes so that I stumbled and he reached 
out a hand to steady me. At his touch, 
more tears came and his face set into 
sterner lines. Gone was the beauty of the 
landscape—gone was the joy from our 
hearts!

When we reached home, Mother Dar­
nello became frightened.

“I’m ill,” I told her, “very ill and very 
tired.”

She looked from Pasquale’s haggard 
face to my pale one, and shook her head. 
“What has gone wrong?” she asked “You 
ill and Pasquale looking as though he had 
seen the devil. And where are the rest?”

Neither of us explained. Pasquale 
averted his face and strode to his room.

Suddenly I flung my arms around his 
mother's neck, and sobbed and sobbed. 
She couldn’t quiet me, and my crying 
soon reached a state of hysteria. She 
called her husband and he took me in his 
arms and carried me to my room.

Adroit and the rest came in shortly; 
but when she tried to quiet me I only 
buried my face in my pillow and sobbed 
the more. Narvil was sent for the village 
doctor, who finally arrived. But before 
he reached me, the hysteria left as suddenly 
as it had come, and an unutterable weari­
ness overtook me. I felt myself floating 
off into murky space with no foundation 
to it. I couldn’t even lift my hand or 
open my eyes.

The doctor was puzzled, they told me 
afterward. He couldn’t diagnose my 
case. Heart trouble, hysteria—yes, he 
could treat those. But this queer trance­
like state? No. he couldn't fathom it. I 
could hear his voice and the anxious tones 
of the others floated in on me through the 
mist of my feelings. But the voice I 
listened for I did not hear. All night they 
took turns in sitting by my bedside; but 
when daylight broke 1 was just the same.

“Pasquale?” I heard some one whisper. 
“No, he's still in his room. He hasn't 
slept all night. I’ve heard him pacing 
back and forth and praying. What shall 
ue do?”

Then it was Mother Darnello’s voice I 
heard. “Some one must go and tell him. 
Perhaps, if he comes, if he speaks to her—”

T HEARD Adroit leave the room; heard or
rather, vaguely felt, Pasquale come into 

the room. I wanted to open my eyes, to 
speak to him but I was too weary, even to 
move. And, oh! I seemed so far off as 
though 1 were hearing all that went on 
from a great distance.

The effort to rouse myself made me 
sink into complete oblivion for a while. 
Then, slowly, words came to me; words 
that at first I didn’t comprehend. It was 
Adroit’s voice.

“The doctor says her heart is hardly 
beating; that her system has had some 
great shock. I can’t see what happened! 
But he says, unless something rouses her, 
she cannot live!”

Then it was Pasquale’s dear voice that 
answered. “A novena—it is the only 
thing! Surely God in His mercy will 
answer the prayers of all the good folk in 
the village. Even if He fails to hear those 
of a miserable sinner like me,” he added. 
“Yes, we will make a novena and pray to 
Saint Catherine of Siena!”

1 must have become worse shortly after 
this, for only occasionally would I come 
to a faint understanding of what was go­
ing on around me. I did know that a 
novena was made and that each night all 
the people at the village would gather at 
the little church in the valley to pray to 
Saint Catherine of Siena for my recovery. 
When I was able to think at all, it seemed 
odd that all these good people were pray­
ing for me, an American and a Protestant. 
It touched me strangely. On the ninth 
day, the final one of the novena, I re­



member I opened my eyes and smiled up 
at Adroit, who was sitting beside me.

But though I could make no other sign, 
I knew that Adroit had sunk to her knees 
and was crying softly. Presently some 
one else entered the room.

‘‘Oh, Pasquale,” Adroit called, “our 
prayers have been answered! W hile you 
were taking communion at the chapel. 
Lyda opened her eyes and smiled at me. 
She will get well! All praise to our be­
loved Saint Catherine!”

Pasquale answered something, but I 
didn’t hear what he said. Of a sudden a 
lovely peace seemed to enter my soul, and 
I turned in my bed and slept. I knew it 
was sleep, not the dreadful coma that had 
gripped me during those awful days.

I must have slept for hours, for when I 
opened my eyes the dawn was silvering 
the horizon. 1 knew it was dawn!

1 raised myself slowly in my bed and 
gazed and gazed at the patch of silvery- 
rose light that poured through the window. 
Never had 1 beheld anything so beautiful. 
I raised my arms high above my head and 
drew a long deep breath, wondering at the 
glory of new life (lowing through my 
veins. I didn’t feel ill, nor even weak; 
only as though I had taken a long, long 
rest and had awakened, still languid but 
doubly refreshed. Then I heard a slight 
movement, and turned quickly to make 
out the dim outline of Pasquale. He had 
been sitting in a straight-backed chair in 
the shadow cast by the bed.

“Lyda,” he whispered. There was a 
note of awe in his voice. “Lyda—I’ve 
been sitting here, watching you all night! 
The others are -worn out. I made them go 
to bed, and said I’d call them. 1’11—” 
He rose abruptly and started for the door.

“pASQUALE!” I called. I uttered that 
T cry like a wounded soul. 1 knew' that if 

he went out of that door, then he would 
go out of my life forever. And if such a 
thing happened I knew I would surely die. 
He stopped and hesitated.

“Pasquale,” I called again, this time 
softly and pleadingly, “don't leave me 
like this! Oh, Pasquale, I couldn’t stand 
it!” My voice had grown shrill; my 
breath was coming fast again.

My tone and manner must have 
frightened him, for he came swiftly to my 
side.

“Lyda dear, you will be ill again. You 
must not get excited. You—oh, how I 
love you!” he ended with a sob as he sank 
to his knees by the bedside and buried his 
face in his hands.

“Lyda,” he declared, “I can’t go on 
with the priesthood! Love is my only 
god! It would be a sin to go on. I 
wouldn’t be w’orthy. It might break my 
mother’s heart, of course, but I would be 
the blackest of sinners, the most unw'orthy 
of God’s agents, if I went on.

“ ‘Honor thy mother and father’—but 
not by dishonoring thy God. 1 have prayed 
to Him for strength. He hasn’t sent me 
that strength. Therefore I am not one of 
His chosen disciples.”

All these W'ords came tumbling out al­
most incoherently. I hardly heeded them 
at the time, though they were burned into 
my soul later. All I knew', then, was that 
he loved me, that I loved him, that noth­
ing stood betw'een us. Suddenly I was 
forced into action for fear this mood 
would change. It was his fright at my 

illness; his joy at my recovery. Perhaps 
when he talked with his family, then all 
would change.

1 began planning rapidly. He must 
throw' his things into his bag. I’d dress 
quickly and pack a few’ of my own.

Yes! Yes! I was strong enough! Why, 
nothing could keep me from going now! 
We would slip quietly before the rest were 
up. We would catch the early train for 
the Capital and be married before ten by 
the civic authorities there.

It is difficult for me to go on from this 
point. How easily we take steps with no 
idea of what they will bring!

Anyway, Pasquale and I were married. 
Closing our thoughts to the unhappiness 
we had left behind us in the Darnello 
home, we sailed for America. I was 
gloriously happy on that trip, too! All 
that I had ever hoped for in love and life, 
I now had. Pasquale was a perfect lover, 
and time and again he would say, “Love 
is my only god now, Lyda, and you are my 
goddess!”

XX 7 E never spoke of the past; we 
’ ’ planned a glorious future. He was 

to study law and go into business with my 
father, who was an exporter.

' The only time Pasquale referred to the 
religion he had forsaken was when he asked 
if I would be remarried by a priest when 
we reached New York. I gladly consented.

Father liked Pasquale at once and we 
opened the house on Long Island that had 
been closed since mother’s death. I as­
sumed my position as keeper of the house, 
insisting that father make his home with 
us. At once, we were caught up into the 
whirl of society, and once more our home 
became the center of a care free crowd of 
people. Pasquale loved it all; it was so 
new to him. He was like a small boy on a 
holiday. He seemed to have left every 
serious thought behind him. Sometimes 
this worried me, for he mustn’t give up all 
the fine things in life.

One day I asked him if he didn’t want 
to go to mass that morning; if so, I’d 
gladly drive over and go with him.

But he only shook his head. “The 
church has lost all interest for me,” he 
replied quietly. “Come, let’s go for a ride 
along the Sound.”

Horseback riding was what he liked 
best, and when the hunting season came in 
the fall, he gloried in the fox hunts, I was 
so proud of him, for he was by far the 
handsomest man at these gatherings. His 
dark hair and flashing black eyes con­
trasted so gloriously with the vivid red of 
his coat and the snowy whiteness of his 
riding breeches.

Thanksgiving Day was chosen for the 
big hunt. We had invited all the hunt 
team to breakfast at our home, before the 
start, because we were nearest to the club 
house. I didn’t join them that day, as 1 
felt strangely tired for the last week. 
There seemed to be a heaviness in all 
my limbs. I can see Pasquale yet, as he 
stooped to kiss me. Then he mounted his 
horse and lingered till all the rest had 
cantered out through the gate. Throwing 
a farewell kiss and waving to me he gal­
loped after them.

I waved back gaily though a strange 
presentiment of tragedy gripped my 
heart.

Must have had
BivRaise 

eh,BUI?"
NO WONDER ED, the 
Receiving Teller down at 
the National Bank, was

I curious. This was the fifth 
Monday in succession I 
had made a big EXTRA

\ deposit. By “big” I mean 
$20 to $25 more than I 
usually banked each week.

He wondered where Iwas 
getting all the Extra Money

“You betlhadqbig raise,” 
I answered. “In fact I 
gave myselfonell ’ m a pro- 
fessional TENOR BAN­
JOIST three nights a 
week—playing in Harry 
Smith’s Dance Orches­
tra, at $W a night!” “You, a 
paid musician!” exclaimed 
Ed. “Why, I didn’t know you 
ever touched a string!”

Six Months ago Iwas' Lonely- 
Six Months ago Iwas Poor !

•‘Well,” I said, ‘‘one night 
I was sitting at home feel­
ing lonely and blue—wish­
ing for more good times and 
more money to spend. Pick­
ing up a magazine I just 
happened upon an ad about 
a new way of learning the 
TENOR BANJO at home. It 
- said anyone could learn to 
k play. I had no idea/could 
HL —always thought those 

things were just for a 
few ‘talented’ folks.

But I said to my- 
self, ‘I’ll send for

their Free Book, anyway.* 
Guess you can tell from my 
face and my bank book that 
I’m mighty glad I did, Ed! 
Ihat Course sure taught me 
quick. Then Harry Smith 
heard me play one night and 
offered me a spare-time job 
with his Orchestra. And 
he’ll soon be able to use me 
steady, six nights a week 
— at $70 a week. I can’t 
really call playing the 
TENOR BANJO ‘work.’ 
It’s FUN! — every minute 
of it. And it’s better than 
having a rich uncle.”

S
\ Big Tenor Banjo
\ and Outfit
\ comes with

I The Same Opportunity' 
I is yours -RightNow!
I Nevermind if you’ve never 
• played a note in your life.

This new method can make 
you a popular, high-paid Tenor 
Banjoist in a few short weeks. 
The Coupon below brings your 
Free copy of my book. It tells 
how thousands of others have 
succeeded—and how YUU can!

Clip-Sign-Scnd
A. F. BLOCH, President, 
New York Academy of Music, 
Studio 2079, 100 Fifth Avenue, 
New York City.
Send me the book that started Rill. No 
obligation on my part, of course.
L'amp _
Address

MONET/
Piece Goods/

” “ “ “ It's easv now to make S2SIt’s easy now to make $25 to 
$50 per week. Spare time will 
do. Nearly 1,000 sample fab­
rics- Silks, rayons, percales, 
dainty prints. Write for exrlu-
sive territory and sample outfit, 
today. Mitchell & Church Co., 
Established 1898. Desk 191, 
i Binghamton, N. Y.

Bilious ?
Take hR—NATURE’S REMEDY-tonight. You’ll be 
’‘fit and fine” by morning—tongue clear, headache 
gone, appetite back, bowels acting pleasantly, bilious 
attack forgotten. For constipation, too. Better than 
any mere laxative.

At druggists—only 25c, Make the test tonight, 
W write for sam pie of bR and package r FtF‘ of Nature Flower Garden Seeds.

A.H.LEWIS MEDICINE CO.,Dept.26C, ST.LOUIS.MO.

M? TO-NIGHT
- ■ vl TOMORROW ALRIGHT



BALD?
I’ll grow new hair quick!
Provided you are under 45 
years of age and loss of 
hair was not caused by 
burns or scars. Let me 
send you my

Free Test 
Treatment

Simply write your name 
and address on a postcard.
There is no obligation. No 
charge whatsoever.
VREELAND-
B39X Euclid Windsor Bldg.t

CLEVELAND, OHIO

College Business Courses
Be Secretary* Accountant or Executive 
TRI-STATE will prepare you for well-paid positions in 
86 to 72 weeks. LowTUITlON. small fivin« expenses. 
Ideal for men and women short in time and money but 
strong in propose. No entrance exams or high school 
diploma required. Terms s tart Jun., Sept. ,Dec., March. 
Catalog free. School of Commerce. Decrees 
TRI-STATE COLLEGEA°coi'aVi°dConferred

Your Home
Good taste in home decoration is a very special 

kind of knowledge. Your Home—the magazine of 
practical helps—removes the necessity of experi­
menting. It shows you how the results you have 
in mind can be produced—at little cost. By the 
copy 25 cents, or by the year $3.00.

Your Kitchen Can Be 
Your Candy Shop

SUCCESSFUL manufacturer 
teaches you secrets of candy­
making in your spare time.

The candy business is the only business where the 
little fellow has the big fellow at a disadvantage. You 
can start in your own kitchen—earn big money 
from the very beginning. We furnish tools 
and show how to quickly sell your candy at a big 
profit. Many now wealthy started with prac.i 
tally no capital YOU CATS DO THE SAME! 
Write for fascinating FREE book which gives full 
details

CajpiW Caiuolig SAo©3
DEPT. AR 2629 WASHINGTON.D.C.

sleep or

30 
Day 

FREE 
TRIAL

ORRECT 
your NOSE
68,000 men and wo­
men have used the 
ANITA Nose Ad­
juster to improve 
their appearance. 
Shapes flesh and 
cartilage of the nose 
—quickly, safely and 
painlessly, while yot 

work. Your age
doesn’t matter. Results 
are lasting. Doctors praise 
it. Small cost. Money-back 
guarantee.

Send for FREE BOOKLET 
“The Nose and Its Shape”

ANITA INSTITUTE, G-25 Anita Bldg., Newark, N. J

Again it is so hard to write! This 
putting it down in words, brings back 
everything out of the past so vividly! 
Pasquale was killed that day—killed at 
the first water-jump! They brought him 
back to me. dying. I knew when I saw 
him that there was no hope. The doctor 
did all that he could, then shook his head. 
After patting my shoulder he left the room 
motioning for the rest to follow.

“Pasquale.” I said, kneeling by the 
side of the couch where he lay, tears 
streaming down my cheeks. “Pasquale, 
shall I send for a priest?”

I hated to ask this, for I knew he would 
know then that there was no hope. Yet 
I knew that 1 must do it. After all, he was 
a Catholic.

He raised his lovely dark eyes to mine— 
eyes that were drawn with pain—and 
reaching up unsteadily, he took my hand 
and said, “Oh,” so quietly, as though he 
were already beyond my reach. “Lyda 
darling—I’m afraid it’s—too late!”

He stopped and fought for breath. 
Then with a final effort, he said, “Just 
take your—hand and make—the sign of 
the cross—on my forehead! And kiss me!”

T DID as he asked, my hands trembling
so I could hardly control them. And 

then I screamed and screamed, for I knew 
that hewasdead! My Pasquale was dead! 
And as surely as there were stars in the 
heavens, I had killed him!

I had taken him from his Church, his 
family, his country! It was I who had 
brought him there—to die outside the 
grace of his church. Suddenly, my scream­
ing stopped and I sank to the floor just as 
the doctor reached my side.

They carried me to my room and when 
I regained consciousness, I insisted upon 
their sending for a priest, saying, “I 
know nothing of the ways of the Catholic 
church, but surely it can't be too late! It 
was an accident—he didn’t have time! 
And there are masses that can be said, 
aren’t there? Surely—Surely—he can’t 
be damned for eternity! And all for me— 
for my sake! Oh, that would be too hor­
rible—I couldn’t stand it—I should go 
mad!”

1 was ill, desperately ill, for weeks, not 
only from the shock of Pasquale’s death, 
for I had learned the meaning of that 
strange, heavy feeling which possessed me. 
1 was to become a mother!

As I lay there day after day, endlessly 
thinking and filled with remorse, feeling 
that I had brought Pasquale to his death, 
I came to a clear decision. Nothing could 
heal the hurt in my heart, nothing could 
wipe out my feeling of guilt; but there was 
a number of things I could do to help re­
pay for the wrong 1 had done.

My thoughts kept turning to the church 
which I had made Pasquale forsake, and 
I felt that only there 1 might find solace. 
So I made up my mind that, as soon as I 
was able to do so, 1 would return to 
Pasquale’s home. I would go to Mother 
Darnello and beg her forgiveness. 1 
would see that Pasquale’s child was born 
in his native land. And there on my knees, 
before the altar in the little chapel where 
they had held the novena for me, 1 would 
pray to St. Catherine of Siena to send me 
a son. Then, if the Lord in His mercy 
answered my prayers. I would raise that 
son to be a priest! I would give back to 
Him the servant I had stolen; and I would 

give back to Mother Darnello, in her 
grandson, the glorious hopes which I had 
shattered. Adroit had married and moved 
away, but even knowing that she was no 
longer at home, did not shake my resolu­
tion.

I honestly believe that this decision 
was the only thing that kept me alive, 
giving me the will-power to make that 
long journey, one so full of heartbreaking 
memories.

Mother Darnello did forgive me! I 
think that was the most splendid act in 
her splendid life. Then 1 joined the 
Catholic church. I spent long, peaceful 
hours in the quiet of the little Church, 
praying that a son, one worthy to fill our 
highest hopes, would be born to me. 
Father Rigello often came to me and said, 
“You should go home. You mustn’t over­
tax yourself.” And, reluctantly, I would 
leave the quiet of the place and go out 
into the heat and walk slowly back to 
Pasquale’s home.

I shall never forget the moment when I 
first saw my infant son. Mother Darnello 
had such a look of awe and wonder on her 
face that I marveled at it as she almost 
reverently lifted aside the blanket that 
hid his face. He was a lovely baby, small 
but plump, and with a quantity of black 
hair like Pasquale’s. As I gazed at him, 
my heart rejoiced. Then a rush of emo­
tion overwhelmed me, and I turned my 
head to the wall and cried; not hysterically 
but with tears that seemed to soothe my 
heart,

WE named the boy Pasquale, but I in­
sisted on Ronald for a middle name 
and added King, half in fancy, and partly 

because it was a name that had been in 
my mother’s family. To me, my boy was 
always Ronald King, though to the simple 
folk who knew him as he grew to boy­
hood, he was "little Pasquale.”

Pasquale Ronald King Darnello; it was 
an unusual name, and he was an unusual 
child from the very first. He loved to 
play long hours alone. At these times he 
would often pretend that he was some 
famous character in history, such as 
Napoleon or William the Conqueror. 
He would strut about with such earnest­
ness, so unconscious of all about him, that 
many a person who saw him would ex­
claim, “He’s a natural-born actor!”

At first I didn't take these remarks 
seriously. But by the time Ronald was 
ten, they had been repeated so often that 
fear began to enter my heart. So I would 
talk to him for hours about the church, 
about his mission in the world and our 
hopes for him. Always he would listen, 
his eyes wide and serious. He loved the 
church and would sit still through the 
longest masses as no other child would do, 
and he seemed to look forward to the 
happy day when he would be made an 
altar boy.

1 remember well one day, when he had 
been playing all morning at the end of 
the garden, so absorbed in his make-be­
lieve that he didn't hear me call, at lunch 
time. 1 decided not to call again, but to 
walk down and have the pleasure of the 
stroll back to the house with him. I 
could never be with Ronald too much, 
and counted every hour lost that I didn't 
spend either with him, or in the church, 
As 1 reached the bend in the walk, I 
stopped.



The picture I saw was so charming that 
I hated to interrupt it. Ronald, clad in 
brown corduroy trousers and soft white 
shirt, his dark hair rumpled and moist, 
cheeks flushed and eyes flashing, stood in 
the middle of a plank which was placed 
along the gravel walk. He was shouting 
directions at the top of his voice to an 
imaginary crew, which seemed to be hav­
ing difficulties with the “topsail.” A 
glow of almost unbelievable pride swept 
over me. Surely no mother ever before 
had been blessed with such a son! Sud­
denly, with an exultant whoop, he sprang 
to the center of the grass plot and called 
in a voice that was the very essence of 
triumph, “America -at last!”

A happy laugh burst involuntarily 
from my lips. So he was Columbus this 
morning—a trifle mixed in his historic 
points. But so realistic had been his note 
of exultation, that I found my own pulses 
beating faster with answering emotion. 
Then, almost instantly, fear clutched my 
heart. “A natural horn actor.” That 
oft-repeated phrase had again sounded 
its warning!

IT was just a week after this incident 
that we received a letter from Adroit 

saying that the Passion Play was to be 
given that year, and could we come to 
visit her and go to Oberammergau? 
Still holding Adroit’s letter in my hand, 
I went to Mother Darnello and told her 
of my fear. Perhaps Ronald might be 
drawn by his strange fascination for the 
drama away from the life we had planned 
for him! Then I handed her the letter.

“The Passion Play, the acting of the 
life of our Savior, will be a good thing 
perhaps for Ronald to see. It might 
show him the drama in the life of our 
Lord; the beauty, the truth of it. What 
do you think?” I questioned.

Mother Darnello folded her hands in 
her lap. “Yes, I, too have been worried. 
Perhaps you are right, the truth of the 
Lord's teachings may reach him through 
this course as it never could in any other 
way. Yes, I believe it is wise for you 
to go.”

And so we journeyed to the little 
Bavarian village of Oberammergau, 
Ronald and I, where we met Adroit and 
her splendid young husband. 1 shall 
never forget that trip. Ronald was all 
life, all ioy, and seemed to unfold under 
the excitement of new surroundings like 
an exotic flower.

And the play itself! From the first 
hour, I realized that we had made a 
grave mistake. It wasn’t the portrayed 
life that fascinated him, but the players 
themselves. When we would return to 
our room in the tiny village house where 
we were lodged, Ronald would be so 
excited that I could hardly quiet him.

I didn’t mention my fears to Mother 
Darnello and, as the years slipped by, I 
was lulled into a false security. It was 
on his thirteenth birthdaj' that I again 
spoke of the future we had planned for 
him.

“Ronald, you are now in your teens. 
Soon you will be a grown man, and then 
you will enter the priesthood and make 
us all so happy and so proud.”

We were sitting in the same garden 
where I had first met Pasquale. Mother 
Darnello was beside me on the bench, 
her hands busy with knitting needles; 

but she paused and looked lovingly at 
the boy who stood before us.

“Yes, we will all be very proud of you,” 
she repeated.

Ronald stood quite still, then sud­
denly his lips quivered and he rushed to 
me, burying his head against my shoulder. 
This unexpected burst of childish emotion 
from one who should have considered him­
self grown up and, on this of all days, 
left me perplexed.

“But Ronald, what is the matter?” 
I questioned.

“Oh—” he choked, with unexpected 
vehemence, as he broke from my embrace 
and stood defiantly before us, “I don’t 
want to be a priest! I don’t want to go 
into the church! And I shan’t! I—I’m 
going to be an actor!”

With a startled cry of protest, I half 
rose, then with a helpless gesture, I sank 
back on the bench.

Ah—I had feared it all along! An 
actor! What a different life from the 
one we had mapped out for him! Mother 
Darnello rose to her full height, her face 
suddenly old and drawn; her hands 
trembled so that her knitting fell to the 
walk.

“Lyda, this house is cursed—has been 
cursed since first you put foot inside 
our door!”

Ronald stood there, frightened, not 
quite comprehending it all, but knowing 
that his words had cruelly wounded us. 
“But why can’t I be an actor—why? 
Why must I become a priest, when I—”

His grandmother stiffened, and speak­
ing to him in a harsh voice I had never 
heard her use with him before, she com­
manded, “Never let me hear such words 
from your lips again. It is blasphemy!”

I STOOD irresolute, looking first at the 
puzzled face of my son, then at the gate 

through which Pasquale had first come i 
into my life.

“No—no!” I thought, “I am right— 
his father found no happiness by for- ’ 
saking the church—just a fleeting joy— 
then death. 1 robbed the church of one 
priest. Destiny and duty demand that 
1 give it another!”

“Your grandmother is right, my son.” 
I said slowly, “Never let me hear you 
mention the stage again. Come here 
to mother!”

Reluctantly he came, and I took his 
hands in mine as he looked up into my 
eyes, and I said:

“Promise me this, Ronald. Promise 
by the sacred name of your father, that 
you will never step inside a theater. 
That you will dedicate your life to Cod!”

Slowly he nodded his consent, his eyes 
still wide with wonder and puzzlement, 
for surely he had never seen us act so 
strangely, we who so adored him.

Two weeks later we sent Ronald to a j 
monastery school.

Though Mother Darnello never again 
mentioned the feeling she had toward 
me, and was even kinder than before, 
still I knew that she had given me a 
brief glimpse into her soul. I Was an 
outsider; an evil influence in her home.

But for me, Pasquale would, no doubt 
have been living and happy to this day.

Perhaps I might have the same sinister 
influence on my son! Perhaps I might 
wreck his life, too! Yes, I had been cursed 
by the Lord! I couldn’t shake off this

We couldn’t „ 
save a cent 

“I hadn’t received a raise in years and my small 
salary scarcely lasted from week to week. Margaret 
scrimped and saved, but the bills kept piling up. And 
still I kept drifting along in the same old rut.

“Then one day I met Tom Wilson, who used to 
work right beside me. He told me he was making 
$5000 a year and had a nice home and a new car. 
‘I got tired working for small pay,’ he said, ‘so I 
started studying at home with the International Corre­
spondence Schools. I’ve been moving up ever since.’

“That woke me up. I cut out that I. C. S. coupon 
and mailed it to Scranton.

“It certainly was a lucky day for me. In four 
months I received a raise in, salary and before the 
end of the year I was next in line for manager of 
my department. We’ve got a car of our own now 
and a bank account that’s growing every day.”

How do you stand when your employer checks up his 
men for promotion? Does he think of you? Is there 
any reason why you should be selected? Ask yourself 
these questions and face them squarely.

At least find out what the I. C.’ S. can do for you. 
It doesn't obligate you in any way to ask for full par­
ticulars, but may change your entire life. “Do it now.” 

Mail the Coupon for Free Booklet

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS 
“The Universal Univer sit y” 
Box 3214, Scranton, Penna.

Without cost or obligation on my part, please send me 
a copy of your 48-page booklet, “Who Wins and Why,” 
and tell me how I can qualify for the position, or in the 
subject, before which I have marked an X:

TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES
□ Architect
□ Architectural Draftsman 
□ Building Foreman 
□ Concrete Builder 
□ Contractor and Builder 
□ Structural Draftsman 
□ Structural Engineer 
□ Electrical Engineer 
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morbid mood and could no longer find 
solace—even in the church. Ronald was 
gone—this place held only the haunting 
memories of Pasquale.

Then one day, I made my decision. It 
would break my heart; but I knew I was 
right. I would leave my Ronald in his 
father’s land with his grandmother, and 
I would go back to America—out of his 
life forever!

In looking back over those next six 
years, I do not know how I endured 
them. At times, I think, I was not en­
tirely normal. In fact, I had never fully 
recovered from the shock of Pasquale’s 
death. Nothing could shake my belief 
that I would bring only sorrow to those 
I loved. I would write to my boy at long 
intervals, but all his vacations were 
spent with his grandmother, and never 
once did I go to see him or permit him to 
come to see me, though he begged so hard.

“We know what is best for you,” I 
would answer. But finally, when he was 
nineteen, 1 received a letter I could no 
longer disregard:

Grandmother died this week as we 
cabled, and you must let me come to see 
you. I'm wretchedly unhappy. I’ve tried 
so hard to please both you and grandmother, 
but I can’t—I can’t! It’s no use—I long 
for the world, and for the drama of life. 
Life in the monastery stifles me. I love 
the church; love it dearly, but I can never 
become a priest. Something beyond me, 
bigger than I am, keeps calling me. I shall 
always want to be an actor. Always!

Grandmother, dear kind grandmother! 
I know she would never have understood. 
But, mother dear, I know if I can see you 
that you won't keep me to my promise— 
a promise made when I was too young to 
understand. You are different from my 
father’s people. I am not like them; I am 
like you. Please let me come!

I shuddered as I laid down the letter 
and gazed out over the lawn to the 
Sound, where the water caught the sun­
light. Could I let Ronald come? Wasn’t 
it here in this very house that they had 
brought his father back to me, dying? 
What should I do? Father was no help 
to me. He was a cold, practical business 
man, now quite old, but still keenly in­
terested in affairs of business. To him, 
all my ideas and misgivings seemed but 
morbid nonsense, and long ago I had 
ceased to try to share them with him.

“ACTOR! An actor!” 1 kept repeating
-tl-the words to myself, and then into 

my consciousness came a memory. Some­
where recently, some one had been telling 
of a character-reader, a man who pre­
dicted things for stage folk. They had 
pronounced him quite a wizard. His 
name? Yes, I remembered it. “Quonn,” 
that was it! It was such an odd name 
that it caught my fancy.

“I'll go to see him!” I decided, though 
I hardly knew in what way 1 expected 
him to help me.

Quonn lived in the heart of New York, 
at a hotel frequented by theatrical folk. 
My heart beat wildly as the elevator 
ascended. Foolish of me to come to him, 
I thought, but something urged me on. 
Timidly I knocked at his door, to have it 
opened by a tall man of middle age. 
His hair was silvery gray, his eyes a 
penetrating blue. I couldn’t tell you now 
of a single detail of that room, for after 
I once looked into this man’s eyes, my 

surroundings were completely forgotten.
“You’ve come about your son,” he 

said quietly as I took a seat, and he 
pulled up a chair and sat down before me.

“How do you know?” I marveled.
“I felt it the moment I first saw you. 

Things come to me like that—in flashes. 
Your son will some day be an actor. I 
feel that strongly. But now there is 
something standing in his way, something 
that is very dangerous to him. Yes, he 
needs help—and quickly. Someone is 
forcing his will upon him—crushing 
him!”

I said nothing, sitting there, my hands 
cold and the moisture in little beads upon 
my forehead.

“Your son needs you! Send for him!” he 
said quietly, but with conviction.

He stopped and smiled gently at me. 
“You are making yourself very unhappy 
by trying to force God’s will. My dear, 
you can never do that. In the heavens 
it is mapped out for us. If we meddle—” 
he shrugged his shoulders and left the 
sentence unfinished, then ended, “Your 
son’s life is his life. You cannot live it. 
for him.”

I wanted to know more, but he could 
tell me nothing beyond the things he had 
already said. “No, I am no fortune 
teller, no clairvoyant; but sometimes 
when people really need me, 1 have 
flashes—clear vision—for a moment, and 
am able to help them. It is a gift that 
God has given me, and for which I am 
very humble.”

HE refused to take money, but told 
me to give something to charity in 

his name. Then I left; not comforted, but 
more disturbed than ever. Had I been 
wrong all these years? Had my meddling 
first started, when I prayed for the birth­
mark to be removed? Had this angered 
God? Slowly I walked, unconscious of 
where my feet were leading me. Sud­
denly I found that I was before a church. 
Its somber grayness towering above me 
seemed a symbol of firmness of my con­
flicting emotions. 1 hurried in, and 
fortunately found the father just leaving 
by the side entrance. I called gently 
to him. He heard, turned, and waited 
for me. 1 thought my heart would suffo­
cate me.

In a torrent of words, there with the 
afternoon sun flooding in through the 
stained glass windows, 1 told him of all 
my perplexities and begged for his 
guidance.

Placing his hand on my shoulder, he 
said earnestly. “The man is right. You 
have done a great sin in trying to force 
your son into the priesthood against his 
will. An unwilling servant of God is a 
sin unto himself and no help to others. 
God alone can put such a call into the 
heart of a man. If God had wished him 
for His work, He would have seen fit to 
take him for His own. Go and do not 
worry. And let the boy come home to 
you.”

But the decision was taken from my 
hands, for when 1 reached home that 
evening, a cable awaited me. It read:

Sailing New York this morning. Could 
not await answer. Arrive twenty-second.

The long strain of our six years’ sepa­
ration, together with the emotional in­
tensity of that day, made my heart 



give way and, during the entire time that 
I awaited his coining, I was in a state of 
nervous collapse. I could not. even 
yet, bring myself to believe that he was 
doing right. Each time that I improved 
slightly, I fretted and worried myself 
into a new attack, and when Ronald 
finally did arrive, I couldn’t go to meet 
him.

I was able, however, to sit up in my 
chair, and when I heard the motor drive 
up to the door, heard the door bang and 
heard my father’s voice say, “There, now, 
run up to your mother,” I thought my 
heart would suffocate me. I rose to my 
feet, waiting. The door burst open— 
Ronald stood before me!

DUT what a changed Ronald! “Oh, 
■*-* my son!—my son! What have 1 done 
io you?" I cried. And I hurried toward 
him as he came to meet me. He took 
me in his arms and held me tight as I 
looked up to him. I could even feel the 
thinness of his arms through his coat. 
His face was pale and thin—oh, so thin - 
and the circles under his blue eyes were 
dark and deep! His eyes—such an ex­
pression of yearning! They seemed 
fairly to burn me. 1 could hardly be­
lieve that he was the healthy, happy 
Ronald I had sent to the monastery just 
six years ago! Now a boy of nineteen! 
And yet, so haggard, so painfully different 
from the care free youths of his age that 
I had known.

Eor a few seconds we said nothing, but 
looked deep into each other’s eyes. 
Then slowly, almost timidly, I reached out 
a hand, and touched those soft dark curls 
so like Pasquale’s. As I did so my eyes 
filled with tears and iny throat con­
tracted until it seemed I couldn’t breathe. 
As though my touch had released a flood 
of longing—suppressed emotions in 
Ronald’s soul, he suddenly slid to his 
knees and pressed his head close to my 
breast as he had done when just a little 
boy. His gaunt frame shook with his 
sobs though no tears came to his eyes. 
Gradually, as I stroked his hair and held 
him close, he grew quieter. Then, slowly 
at first, but finally with a rush as the 
flood gates of silence gradually opened, 
he told me of the things that had been 
hidden so long in his heart; of his home­
sickness, his yearnings, and his doubts!

At times 1 entirely lost the thread of 
his words. The tears were streaming 
down my cheeks. My boy, my little 
Ronald! And 1 had done all this to him!

“Your son is in great danger!” Those 
were Quonn's words. They rang again 
in my ears. Oh, how true! How true 
they were!

The look in those deep-set eyes—it 
was one almost of despair. A nature so 
intense as Ronald’s could not feel things 
as others did. His body and his mind 
were almost at the breaking point. Yes, 
he had been wise to come. What if he 
had waited? I turned from the thought 
in horror, again to become conscious of 
his voice as it hurried on with that note 
of intensity:

“And there was grandmother; my 
father nearly broke her heart! If I too 
should disappoint her—” He stopped 
and looked up at me. “I was afraid it 
would kill her! And then I thought of 
you. I remembered all our talks. L 
knew it was your one desire—and I felt 

that somehow if I failed. Grandmother 
would blame this on you, too—

“Hush, Ronald,” I said, laying my 
finger over his mouth, “All that is past. 
Grandmother knows, now, that it was 
for the best. And so do I.” I tried to 
put conviction into my words, for his 
sake.

During the months that followed, I 
made him eat much good food, sleep many 
hours and spend the afternoons on the 
sunlit Sound. Never would I permit 
him to talk of the past, and always I 
dreaded the time when he would be well 
enough to think of his future—again 
suggest the stage for his career. For I 
knew that this was ever uppermost in 
his mind. If he had chosen anything 
but the stage! Pictures of all the dread­
ful things I had ever heard of the life of 
an actor would continually rise before 
my eyes, try as I would to put them 
from me. But, inevitably, the day came.

“Ronald,” I said, it took all my will 
power to make me smile up into his face, 
“if it will make you happy, you have my 
consent.”

I stood in the doorway and watched 
him drive out of the gates. Just as he 
passed through them, he turned and 
waved to me. A choking sob rose to 
my throat—just so had his father waved 
to me, from those very gates, on the day 
he had left gaily for the hunt. How 
would my son come back to me? I 
drew a light wrap across my shoulders 
and closed the door swiftly behind me, 
as though to shut out the memories that 
came crowding in so fast.

U'ACH evening for the two weeks which 
followed, Ronald called up from the 

city to tell of long days of fruitless search 
for the chance he so desired. Apparently, 
there was no opening for him anywhere. 
Each time he called his voice had grown 
more discouraged and its tone made my 
heart ache for him. But secretly, as 
the days slipped by, I became more and 
more elated. Perhaps, after all, he 
wouldn’t be able to find an opening, and 
so would turn back to the life he had 
forsaken. At the end of the fifteenth 
day, I could no longer keep my feelings 
hidden. Then. I found myself, almost 
without consciously willing to do so, 
saying to him:

“See, everything is against you. You 
are destined to be a priest. Why try 
to act contrary to God’s will?”

There was no answer, just a moment’s 
silence, and then the click of the receiver 
as it was hung back upon the hook. I 
was frightened! Again I was trying to 
force my will upon him. Frantically 
I tried to reach him; but the operator 
told me that he had already left the hotel. 
For one agonizing week I heard no word 
from him, nor was I able to locate him. 
He had left the hotel and given no ad­
dress. And then late one afternoon, as 
I was sitting in the bay -window of my 
bedroom, rocking slowly back and forth, 
my eyes fixed on space and seeing nothing, 
my mind turning over all that had hap­
pened in my life, I heard the front door 
bang. I knew Ronald had returned. 
Suddenly I sat quietly, and waited, as 
I heard him mount the stairs. When 
he stood there, framed in the doorway, 
I knew at once that life had changed for 
him. There was a firmness to his step,
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an erectness to his body, a gladness in 
his eyes, that hadn't been there before. 
But his eyes! No longer did a light of 
despair, of brooding and bewilderment 
burn in them; but a newly-kindled light— 
the light of ambition!

“Mother!” he cried as he came and 
stood before me, the warm undercurrent 
of elation in his voice, “Mother, please 
try not to be too unhappy over my 
future. It means so much to me, and it 
makes me so unhappy to hurt you. And 
I am hurting you, I know it; but at last 
I’ve got my chance! I went to Quonn 
that night after I talked to you. I 
needed advice desperately. He had 
talked to you, had spoken words of 
wisdom. Perhaps he could help me, too. 
Life seemed so hopeless. It was your 
happiness and my happiness, and each 
lay directly across the other's path. 
What should I do? So I asked Quonn.”

DONALD hesitated a moment, as 
though reluctant to go on, and then 

said very gently, “Mother, Quonn repeated 
what he had said to you; that I must live 
my own life, and that in so doing. I would 
not only find happiness for myself, but 
for you; that you had brooded so long 
on the sorrows of your life, and had 
become morbidly obsessed with one 
idea, that I would not be doing you a 
kindness by giving in to your desires 
against my will. And then he said he 
would help me,” Again Ronald hesitated, 
then continued, “Mother. I’ve been given 
a part in the new picture that they are 
filming in the New York Studio—a 
picture—” He stopped abruptly. 
“Mother—Mother dear!—what—!”

“Nothing,” I assured him. fighting 
desperately to steady myself as the room 
swam before my eyes. “But Ronald - 
a moving picture actor? Oh. no, no! 
Not that! An actor with perhaps a 
noble part to play—that was hard 
enough—but the movies!”

All the joy and the light went out of 
his face, and it looked suddenly haggard 
as it had on the day he came home to me.

“I had hoped—” he said lifelessly, 
and turned away from me.

With a swift movement I had reached 
him and caught his hand. “Forgive me, 
Ronald! Oh, forgive me! I have failed 
you. always—always! Oh, it doesn’t 
matter what you do. I shall never 
interfere again. Your life is yours. From 
now on I shall find my happiness only in 
your happiness, my joy in your success!” 

(Continued from page 78)

talking, “he should use cool colors. You 
see, his bedroom has its window toward 
the southeast and it gets the sun the 
greater part of the day. He wants it to 
look as cool as possible.”

“There you go with your artist’s lingo,” 
said Mrs. Duncan as they neared the 
Marshall home. “What on earth is a cool 
color, and what in heaven’s name makes 
it cool?”

Jim started to explain, but decided to 
wait until his interested friends had re­

Without a word, he gathered me into 
his arms, and 1 think in that moment I 
was nearer to my son than I had ever 
been before.

The next few months slipped by 
quickly and Ronald was happy in his 
work, though I was never quite reconciled 
to this life of his. My soul was not at 
peace. But, one day, I returned from 
the noisy hub-bub of New York and at 
last my misgivings were at rest. I knew 
that God was good, and that strange 
indeed were the ways in which He 
guided our fate. Why? Why had this 
peace come to me? Just that afternoon, 
I had gone to the theater to see my son’s 
first picture. He had never told me what 
it was.

“That’s to be your surprise, mother 
dear,” he would say.

I remember how reluctantly 1 entered 
the place of amusement. What a different 
future I had planned for him! It had 
always been my dream, some day to 
enter a place of worship, to hear him 
say his first mass! My eyes were so 
dimmed with tears that I didn’t see the 
title of the picture, or the opening scene. 
I kept tight hold of Ronald’s hand and 
comforted myself with the fact that he 
was beside me, safe and well.

AH, after all, wasn’t that enough to ask?
Then my vision cleared! I became 

conscious of the picture. Not a stupen­
dously spectacular one, but a simple Bible 
tale and into the tale was woven the life 
of Christ. A story so sweet, so true, so 
inspiring that it could not help but touch 
the hearts of all who saw it. And yes, 
you have already guessed—it was my 
Ronald who took the part of the young 
Christ!

And that was only the first picture. I 
have sat before the silver screen countless 
times and seen him portraying the roles of 
priest, monk, judge, kindly friend; in fact, 
with his sad, wistful face, a face almost 
ethereal, from which those marks of 
mental suffering have never entirely been 
erased, these parts have inevitably been 
given to him to play.

No, he never became a priest, one who 
could preach to only a few hundred 
people, at most, in a lifetime. He is 
only a moving picture actor; but he 
has played to millions of people, taking to 
them a message that will lighten their 
hearts and make them better men and 
women for having seen him act.

Strange, indeed are the ways of God!

covered from the shock they received on 
entering his home. After making the 
rounds of every room even the skeptical 
twins were most favorably impressed.

Then Jim began to convert them to the 
use of color in the home. This was the 
substance of his message:

Coolness and Warmth
Cool colors and warm colors are so 

called, because they go with cool and 
warm ideas. The coolness of blue waters 



and blue shadows makes blue a cool color. 
The warmth of red and yellow flames and 
of golden sunlight makes red and yellow 
warm colors. These three—blue, yellow 
and red, are the base, or primary colors, 
because they cannot be made by mixing 
other colors. But by mixing these three, 
all the other colors can be made.

The secondary colors are made by mix­
ing equal parts of two primary colors and 
are orange, green and purple. Of these 
secondary colors, green, a combination 
of blue and yellow, is neutral, neither cool 
nor warm. It may be made cool by using 
more blue, as a blue-green, or warmer by 
using more yellow, as a yellow-green. 
Purple is a combination of warm red and 
cool blue; as a ruddy purple, like orchid, 
it is warm; as a blue purple, like helio­
trope, it is cool.

Pastel shades are mixtures of color with 
white. White tones down pure colors, to 
give delicate pinks, light greens, faint 
lavenders and the rest.

Colors Have Personality
With warmth and coolness disposed of, 

what other ideas may color express?
Color ought to express personality. If 

you want your house to express yourself, 
choose the colors you like, or those which 
tell what you want your house to be like. 
Warm colors, such a red, rose, orange or 
yellow, attract at once, more than do the 
cool colors, such as the blues, greens, and 
violets. Just the same way a person with 
a warm, genial manner may be more win­
ning at first sight than a cool, reserved 
one. But these intense persons are some­
times hard to live with; and a red or 
orange tinted living room sometimes gets 
on the nerves of those who have to live 
in it.

So in choosing a color scheme keep in 
mind how the sun comes in, the size of the 
room and its use.

For large masses or spaces do not have 
the color too pronounced; soften, or gray 
it, to harmonize with other colors in the 
room. A background must be just what 
the name implies; it must stay back and 
form a groundwork. Bright colors will 
not do this.

For small masses, lay on the bright 
tints. Spots of brightness give points of 
interest. Gay pictures, a vase of flowers, 
even bindings on books, a lamp shade or 
a small piece of furniture may give the 
right note.

For north rooms which get little sun­
light, make up for lack of warmth by us­
ing warm colors, or those tinged with red, 
yellow, or orange. For walls or large 
masses here, select tans, sand color, light 
browns, or even flesh tints, to produce a 
genial effect. For a southeast bedroom 
which gets lots of sun, choose tints of blue 
or green; but don’t make them too in­
tense or too dark, because blues absorb a 
lot of light.

Color Can Make Rooms 
Large or Small

Light tints make a room look larger, 
lighter and cleaner. If the living room is 
dark because of the porch roof outside, 
use a light tint; if the bedroom is small 
with only one window, use a light warm 
tint, especially if the room is on the north 
side of the house. Light colors are best 

for bedrooms, bathrooms and kitchens. 
A sewing room, where the eyes are used 
on fine work, should have light walls to 
reflect light.

Dark shades tone down glaring light, 
but make a room look smaller, darker and 
less cheerful.

Harmony and unity in color are easily 
carried too far; but do not go too far, 
either, in trying for contrasts. Each of 
the primary colors, red, yellow and blue, 
is a contrast to the other, and it is not 
good to oppose one with the other. Red 
and blue are too extreme; red and yellow 
are warm to the point of hotness; the con­
trasts of blue and yellow are all right, 
however, if the tints are well chosen.

Contrasting colors, too, are a primary 
color and its opposite secondary tint, 
made of the two other primary colors. 
Red and green—the green being yellow 
and blue—is a sharp contrast; by an 
association of ideas it seems ‘ ‘ Christmas-y ” 
and may well be left to that season alone, 
though the Chinese are fond of it. Purple 
contrasts with yellow, and blue contrasts 
with orange.

Light tints go better together than 
dark shades.

You can not go wrong in solving a color 
problem, if you take the advice given by 
manufacturers of paints, dyes, draperies, 
fabrics and bathroom equipment. They 
employ high-priced and expert advisers. 
The booklets published by such firms are 
reliable.

Rooms High or Low
In draperies, upholstery and rugs, 

there is room for a wide choice. Draperies 
at doors and windows should be of about 
the same value as the wall. Value means 
relative lightness or darkness, regardless 
of color. They may be of a similar hue 
to the walls or they may contrast in 
color; but they should not be markedly 
lighter or darker than the walls.

Striped or figured patterns go well 
with plain walls, and plain drapes go 
with striped or figured walls. When both 
walls and drapes are figured or both are 
plain, the result is monotonous.

In small rooms, small close patterns are 
better than large scattered figures, be­
cause the larger and more pronounced the 
figure, the smaller the room will appear. 
Vertical lines make a room look higher, 
and horizontal lines, parallel to the floor 
and ceiling, make the room look lower.

Upholstery is chosen on the same basis 
as draperies—patterns in plain rooms, 
and plain fabrics with patterned wall­
paper. Wear and soil marks must also 
be considered.

Neutral colors are best for rugs, and 
rugs should be darker than the general 
tone of the room to give a foundation 
effect for the whole scheme. They may 
be plain or figured all over, or may have 
a figured center or border. Plain rugs 
show footprints. Figured rugs are best 
with an all-over pattern rather than 
scattered designs.

Color in Bedrooms
Having absorbed all this information 

from Jim, who might well be nicknamed, 
a color encyclopedia, Mrs. Duncan and 
the twins were more than interested. 
They were violently enthusiastic. Martin,
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Brought Him
1129 Cool Shaves
from One Single Blade!

Another Triumph For KRISS-KROSS. The 
Most Amazing Shaving Invention Ever Patent­
ed! Mr. T. Liddle, of Illinois, Wrote Recently: 
“I Have Been Using One Of Your Stroppers 
Since May, 1924, I Shave Every Morning And 
I Am STILL ON MY FIRST BLADE.” Read 
Astonishing Details, Then Act At Once For 
Real Shaving Joy.

MO wonder KRISS-KROSS marks such a radical 
advance in shaving comfort and economy! For 

now at last it has captured a secret that has baffled 
scientists for years! It actually reproduces me­
chanically the diagonal flip-flop master-barber’s 
stroke that gives razor blades the keenest cutting 
edge that steel can take. Pressure decreases 
automatically. And in just 11 seconds you are 
ready for the coolest, slickest shave you ever had!

Get Free Offer
And now—-to introduce this sensational device that 

makes old blades keener than new—we are giving free an 
amazing new kind of razor. Instantly adjustable to any 
angle. Comes with 5 new-process blades. Find out all 
about this astonishing offer. No obligation. Just fill out 
and mail the coupon to-day.
Rhodes’ KRISS-KROSS

22 CAL.
REPEATER

BLANK AUTOMATIC
WITH BOX OF CARTRIDGES FREE

No license required to own this blank automatic. Il 
Absolutely safe, harmless and fool proof. Makes fl 
powerful, loud report. Built like real automatic. 
Fool your friends. Used as an alarm pistol. 
Frightens away tramps, burglars, dogs. Used in city, 
farm, camping, etc., for fun or emergencies. Reloads 
quickly. SEND NO MONEY. Pay on delivery $2.89 
plus delivery charges. Box of cartridges free.
JENKINS, 683 Broadway, New York, Dent. 7-H-30

Mercolized W ax 
Keeps Skin Young 
Remove all blemishes and discolorations by regularly using 
pure Mercolized Wax. Get an ounce, and use as directed. 
Fine, almost invisible particles of aged skin peel off, until all 
defects, such as pimples, liver spots, tan, freckles and large 
pores have disappeared. Skin is beautifully clear, soft and 
velvety, and face looks years younger. Mercolized Wax 
brings out the hidden beauty. To quickly remove wrink­
les and other age lines, use this face lotion: 1 ounce pow­
dered saxolite and 1 half pint witch hazel. At Drug Stores.

Giant Chest Expander

IB Here 8 an oPPortun-ity for everyone to
CT*. develop big muscles 

and obtain great 
0 strength by using thia
CT 'TH heavy tensioned PRO-

GRESSIVE EXERCISER 
. adjustable from 20 to 200 lbs. 

resistance. Complete instructions 
con?e with each exerciser.

Get rid of those aches and pains, indiges­
tion, constipation, headaches, etc., and build 

up your body and look like a real He man!

Simply pay the postman 
on delivery, $2.00, plus 
a few cents postage, for 
five-cabled exerciser, or 
$4.00, plus postage, for 
ten - cabled exerciser. 
Money back in five days 
if dissatisfied. Write

PROGRESSIVE 
EXERCISER CO.

, Dept. 207, Langdon 
i Building, Duane 
: Street and Broadway

New York City

SEND NO MONEY !



Gone.
GRAY HAIR

Gray or Faded Hair IS 
taken as a sign of <' 
age; age is judged by 
your hair. a

Quickly 
colors your gray or 

faded hair IN ONEBRIEF 
APPLICATION giving it a lovely radiance and 
youthful allurement. Do not hesitate to try 
this marvelous preparation of Herbs Henna 
and otherharmless ingredients. Used 12 years 
by millions of fastidious women. Absolutely uniform 
and dependable. Will not stain scalp, rub or wash off. 
Not affected by sea or Turkish baths, sun, waving, or 
previous dyes. Easily applied at home.
14 Shades, Black to Blonde. Price $1.60 P. P.

B. PAUL’S WHITE PASTE {Formerly Called) ' 
“White Henna” for lightening blonde hair grown 
dark.i Price $2.25 P. P. Free Advice and Booklet. 

Mon. B. Paul,Dept7-T,21W.39th St., N.Y.

“NERVES*
Are You Always Excited? Fatigued? Worried? Gloomy? Pessi. 
mistic? Constipation, indigestion, cold sweats, dizzy spells and 
bashfulness are caused by NERVE EXHAUSTION. Drugs, tonicsand 
medicines cannot help weak, sick nerves! Learn how to regain Vigor. 
Calmness and Self Confidence. ISend 25 Cts. for this amazing book 
RICHARD BLACKSTONE, N-267 FLATIRON BLDG.. NEW YORK*

How I Got Rid of 
Superfluous Hair

I know how—for I had become utterly discouraged 
with a heavy growth of hair on my face, lips, arms, 
etc. Tried depilatories, waxes, pastes, liquids, elec­
tricity—even a razor. All failed. Then I discovered 
a simple, painless, harmless, inexpensive method. 
It succeeded with me and thousands of others. My 
FREE Book, “Getting Rid of Every Ugly, Super­
fluous Hair,” explains theories and tells actual 
success. Mailed in plain sealed envelope.' Also 
trial offer. No obligation. Address Mlle. Annette 
Lanzette, 109 W. Austin Ave., Dept. 265 Chicago.

Hl Pay Men
—fWAVeeh

■» s’* To Show My Wonderful 
New Line of Men’s Hats

,/ $40.80 in one day! $29.50 one after-
noon! $25 a day! Taylor men break 
all records taking orders for this sen- 
sational new hat. Wonderful class, 
style, . fit. Popular colors, genuine 

wool felt. English cheviot finish. Most amazing value 
ever offered. Nine out of ten men order. You collect 
big cash commission. Make big money, full or spare time. 
T7T>ITU Send no money. I have a com-
* . VULIIL plete outfit waiting for you FREE.
Also amazing FREE hat offer. Rush name and address 
for most wonderful money-making opportunity of your 
life. J. W. Taylor, Pres.

TAYLOR CAP & HAT MFGRS.
Dept. K-25 Cincinnati, Ohio

IwillTrainYou at Home to Fill | 
a Big-Pay Radio Job/

J. E. SMITH, Arnd*

Radio, new big industry 
wants trained men. Its rapid nc; 
growth has created many fine rx 
jobs paying up to $250 a week- IV 
You can learn at home in spare time. ■ • 
High school education unnecessary jQy*1 
I will train you to be a Radio Expert.

11 know exactly what is needed. 1 have 
trained hundreds of men.

Extra Money While Learning Xcuiu" ith the's'S 
K. W Griffith, 2320 Maple St., Little Rock, big outfits of Radio 
Ark, made $894 in spare time while study- Parts given you for 
ing. I’ll also show you how to make spare practical experience 
time money beginning soon after you enroll, while learning.
Find out what Radio offers you. Write for Here’s one youbuild 
"Rich Rewards in Radio," 64-page book. 
It tells you how you can quickly qualify as a Radio 
Expert No Obligation. National Radio Institute, 

Dept- 9TZ Washington. D. C.______  

in spite of himself, began to seriously 
consider putting color in his bedroom. 
And when Jim told him what it would be 
like, he definitely decided to do so.

Jim made the plans:
“I would say that you should make 

the walls a light grayish blue, with a 
stippled pattern. If you paint them, 
put on a fairly dark tone first as ground­
work. Then paint on a lighter color after 
that is dry. While the second tint is still 
wet, pat it with a crumpled piece of paper 
to get the stippled effect.

“The window drapes might have a 
deep cream or light tan background with 
a pronounced design in which many colors 
will appear, but with blue as the most 
pronounced. The same colors might be 
used for your bed-linen and covers. If 
the dominant color of the curtains is blue, 
your sheets and pillow-cases could also 
be blue, or at least white with a blue 
border. The bed covers can also be blue 
or blue with a contrasting color for a 
border or with a design.

“OUT,” interrupted Duncan, “I just 
bought a lot of curtains and bedding 

for the boys’ room, and can’t afford to 
buy new ones. I’m afraid we won’t be 
able to go into color until we can afford 
new things.”

Jim early met this objection.
“See those green curtains?” he asked, 

pointing to the vivid bedroom drapes 
of his mother’s room. “They’re last 
year’s tan ones, and this year I had 
mother dye them green. The same with 
the sheets and pillow-cases. Last year

Who Casts the First Stone?
{Continued from page 47)

I quit work early, worried, and rounded 
up the cows from the pasture along the 
creek. After supper, I was carrying the 
foaming buckets in from the barn, when 
a cluster of moving lights in the village 
down the hill attracted me.

I called to Melissa and Ma to come 
and see. Ma came in a hurry; Melissa 
hesitated, as if she dreaded something, 
and a minute later, when she thrust her 
hand into mine, it felt cold as a fish.

“It must be Molly!” she whispered.

YOU’RE dreaming!” I blustered to 
hide my feelings, for down inside me, 
I knew it was so.

I saw Ma smooth one hand back over 
her gray hair toward the knot at the back 
of her head—-a thing she always did in 
times of great uneasiness or worry. She 
had done it the day my father died; she 
looked the same way now.

“Go harness Daisy to the buggy!” 
She motioned toward the bay mare 
stamping in the barn lot. “Melissa, 
grab your coat. We’ll do down and see.”

The lights increased as we bobbed in 
and out through the hickory and scrub­
oak—lanterns, torches of smoking pitch. 
Going by old Mrs. Creary’s house down 
the road we saw her door standing open.

“She’s the ringleader of the lot!” Ma 
said bitterly as we bounced past; “and 

they were all white, and when they started 
to show colored linens, I wouldn’t rest 
until mother had dyed them orchid, 
to contrast with her green curtains.

“So you see it cost only the price of 
two packages of dye, and mother has a 
completely changed room. She’s also 
dyed the bed covers and bureau scarfs 
to match.”

TIM, after this diversion, turned back 
to the topic of the twins’ rooms. “The 

furniture may be an ivory tint, either 
plain or with a stenciled design in colors, 
mainly blue; or knobs and edges may be 
Delft blue. The rugs ought to be small 
scattered ones—at bedside, and before 
the bureau and dressing table, varied in 
size and shape—one oval and two oblong, 
or the other way around, each rug mainly 
blue or containing blue and tan.

Spots of accented color, not many of 
them nor of large size, would be rose or 
light green, or preferably of both rose and 
light green.

“Whatever you do,” and these were 
the final words of the artist, “don’t get 
scared if you think it looks too colorful. 
Go right ahead. It may be quite a 
wrench to make a jump into the romance 
and gaiety of color. But remember that 
we are just beginning to see more color 
and to take delight in it. The present 
tendency is no passing fad; it is going 
to last and become more intense. We 
may swing back to something more plain 
and tame, but it will be a long time in 
coming. Just now the color motto is, 
‘Let's be gay!’ I am all for it!” 

she was run out of St. Louis a few years 
ago, herself!”

“Hurry, Jim, hurry, hurry!” Melissa 
was clutching my arm; and we broke 
into a run through a deserted side-street. 
People chased through streets at right 
angles, little boys, half-dressed men and 
yelping dogs. People were drunk with the 
mob spirit, and the stream was rushing 
wildly past the store and straight to the 
little white house over the tracks.

As we came past the store, too, I could 
see a round glow of light before the little 
box porch. In the smoky glow, groups 
moved in and out, yelling Molly’s name 
and commanding her to come out. Men 
stood in the background, looking a little 
ashamed, as they watched their wives. 
Then into the arc of light I saw a half 
dozen husky women move, carrying like 
a battering-ram, a discarded railroad tie 
which they ran against the door with all 
their might. A splintering crack followed. 
Melissa shrank behind my back, with a 
little cry.

ANOTHER crash, with a rain of the 
vilest language I ever heard from the 

mouths of women, and the door was down. 
Melissa trembled, afraid to look.

I saw pushed into the light a slim, 
pale woman, approaching middle age, 
with one side of her wavy dark hair loose, 



where one of the women had jerked it. 
Her black dress had been torn from one 
shoulder; a soft, white shoulder which 
she tried continually to cover.

The excitement gripped me, and heed­
less. of my mother’s warning, I leaped 
from the buggy and edged through the 
crowd to get into the thick of the fray.

Behind her, the woman led a little 
blonde girl in a pink nightgown. The 
little girl, roused from sleep, was rubbing 
her eyes, and whispering with fear.

“I’ll teach you and your kid—” Mrs. 
Creary moved through the crowd, 
dressed in her husband’s old coat and 
looking like a witch. She stooped, pick­
ing up a huge dirt clod.

“Here—take that—and that!” She 
threw the hard clod with all her might. 
It struck the woman’s white shoulder 
and she gave a sharp little cry of pain.

'T'HE crowd burst forth in a roar, with 
cat-calls and yells. Sticks and dirt be­

gan to fly, a piece of fence paling here, a 
shingle there. A piece of scrap iron 
crashed a window.

I lost my reason with the mob. I 
wanted to throw something, too, and to 
yell like the rest. The women’s shrill 
voices rose high, as Molly Bowen hud­
dled in one corner, arm before her face. 
With the rest I grappled for something 
to throw.

My foot struck a sharp stone. Blindly 
I snatched it up, forgetting Melissa’s 
crying, and hurled it at the woman.

What happened, I shall never forget. 
The woman pulled sharply aside, the 
rock hit a glancing blow on a post, and 
struck the curly head of the baby!

In the glow of a lantern, I saw a 
trickle of blood leave her temple and 
spread in sticky little rivers over her 
cheek as she went <lo«v;i.

I felt dizzy and sick. Then in the 
minute of silence, I heard a cry different 
from the rest, as a woman pushed her 
way toward the porch. I heard the same 
kind of a cry after I had shot a cub 
panther back in the hills and the mother 
came after her young.

It was Melissa; somehow I knew it 
would be Melissa. With her face whiter 

How and Why
{Continued from page 74)

tender, and then add spaghetti. Allow 
everything to cook together for fifteen 
minutes longer so the flavors may blend.

We Eat More Dairy Products
L. I. R. writes: “A friend of mine and 

I have argued over whether people in the 
United States use more or less milk than 
they did ten years ago. Have you any 
figures which will settle the argument?”

The only figures I have are on the use 
of all dairy products, rather than on the 
use of milk alone, but I am sending them 
in the hope that they may be of some help:

In 1916, on an average, each person ate 
768 pounds of dairy products, milk 
cheese, butter, cream. 

than Molly’s she snatched up the baby 
and held it against her, while a quick 
step placed her between Molly and the 
mob.

“Go on—hit me!” Melissa'dared them. 
“You sniveling cowards! You gossiping 
hyprocrites!”

She turned fiercely on the women, 
singling out their leader, the witch-like 
Mrs. Creary. “Who among you is so 
innocent that she must cast the first 
stone? Which of you will stand here and 
tell this crowd you have never committed 
adultery—even in your hearts?”

Then I saw Ma follow her out to the 
porch, her face also white with anger.

“Mrs. Creary,” she looked furiously 
at the leader who was trying to sneak 
behind the crowd, “will you deny before 
these people that, even now, you are not 
legally married to your husband?”

And Mrs. Creary slunk, away, slowly 
followed by the other wolves of her gang. 
The men left the place, shamed, and the 
mothers of little boys were heard calling 
them home.

Then suddenly I found myself standing 
alone, sick at heart, with the sight of the 
baby’s bloody cheek before my eyes. 
Melissa sat inside with the child in her 
arms while Ma bathed the jagged scalp 
wound. Molly was smoothing Melissa’s 
hair.

T LOOKED at the baby, who had 
1 opened its eyes, then back to the face 
of Melissa, framed in yellow hair. They 
were the same. Melissa was the baby’s 
mother.

I wanted to do down on my knees and 
beg the forgiveness of those three wonder­
ful women. Ma, who knew, and loved 
Melissa just the same; the Bowen 
woman—past-mistress of the most no­
torious dance hall in the Yukon, as I 
found out later—who dared to risk all 
this for a friend. And lastly, my wife 
Melissa, who dared to face a mob to save 
her baby.

But I did not go down on my knees. 
Instead, I have tried to atone all these 
years for throwing the stone that struck 
an innocent baby, letting loose on her 
cheek a trickle of blood.

In 1928, the average was 956 pounds for 
each person.

Salt Water for Constipation
Mrs. H. P. T. writes: “I have heard 

that salt water is very good for constipa­
tion, and I’d like to try it. But is it good 
for the kidneys?”

A number of noted authorities agree 
that salt water in the proportion of two 
level teaspoonfuls of salt to a quart of 
water, at any temperature, is palliative in 
cases of constipation and not harmful to 
the kidneys. The full quart should be 
drunk each morning and gradually de­
creased to one glass, or as little as will 
produce the desired result. The propor­
tion of salt to water is most important.

Over the Mountains
Itani Los Angeles

Think of it! FIVE HUNDRED FIFTY-NINE MILES 
over rough mountainous country burning only ELEVEN 
GALLONS OF GASOLINE. Imagine more than 
FIFTY MILES TO THE GALLON. That is what the 
WHIRLWIND CARBURETING DEVICE does for 
D. R. Gilbert, enough of a saving on just one trip to 
more than pay the cost of the Whirlwind.

The Whirlwind Saves Motorise
Millions Of Dollars Yearly

Whirlwind users, reporting the results of their tests, are 
amazed at the results they are getting. Letters keep 
streaming into the office telling of mileages all the way 
from 22 to 59 miles on a gallon;, resulting in a saving of 
from 25 % to 50% in gas bills alone.
Mark A, Estes writes: “I was making 17 miles to the 
gallon on my Pontiac Coupe. Today, with the Whirl­
wind. I am making 35 5-iO mites to the gallon.”
P. P. Goerzen writes: ”34 6-10 miles with the Whirlwind, 
or a gain of 21 mites to> the gallon.”
R. J. Tulp: ‘‘The Whirlwind: increased the mileage on 
our Ford truck from 12 to 2'6 miles to gallon and 25% 
in speed.”
Car owners all over the world! are saving money every day with the Whirl­
wind, besides having better operating motors. Think what this means 
on your own car. Figure up your savings—enough for a radio—a bunk 
account—added pleasures. Why let the Oil Companies profit by your 
waste? Find out about this amazing little device that will pay for itself 
every few weeks.

FITS ALL CARS
In just a few minutes the Whirlwind can be installed' on any make of 
car, truck or tractor. It's actually less work than changing your oil, 
or putting water in the battery. No drilling, tapping or changes of any 
kind necessary. It is guaranteed to work perfectly on any make of car, 
truck or tractor, large or small, new model or old model. The more 
you drive the more you will save.
SALESMEN4 AND DISTRIBUTORS WANTED 

Free Sample and $100.00 a Week Offer
Whirlwind men are making big profits supplying this fast selling device 
that car owners cannot afford to be without. Good territory is still 
open. Free sample offer and full particulars sent on request. Just check the coupon.

GUARANTEE
No. matter what kind of a car you have—no matter how big a gas eater 
it is—The Whirlwind, will save you money. We absolutely guarantee 
that the Whirlwind will more than save its cost in gasoline alone within 
thirty days, or the trial will cost you nothing. We invite you to test it at 
our risk and expense. You are to be the sole judge.

----------_--FREE TRIAL COUPON-----------------—
WHIRLWIND MFC. CO.,
999-992 Third St.. Milwaukee, Win.

Gentlemen: You may send me full particulars of your Whirlwind 
Carbureting device and free trial offer. This does not obligate me in any 
way whatever.

COUNTY....... . .............. ................ .................... STATE..........................
Check here if you are interested in full or part time salesmen positions'.

NAME............................................................................................................
ADDRESS.....................................................................................................
CITY..............................................................................................................

GORGEOUS WRIST WATCH
6-Jewel White Gold Finish GIVEN or Cash 

Commission. Just sell 8 boxes famous Rose­
bud Salve at 25c each and remit as per plan 
catalog. Big cash money also given. Order 
xes. We Trust You.

ROSEBUD PERFUME CO., Box 306, Woodsboro, Md.

BLANK CARTRIDGE PISTOL
Protection against Burglars, Tramps, & Dogs Special Offer 

1 Blank Cartridge Pistol
100 Blank Cartridges 

। Novelty 
1.50 
The Lot 
ipped by 
Express

Only 
Cash 
With 

Order 
Only.

ridge — obtainable every­
where. Special cash with ' —
Su*1 s rmuir: 1.SuPeri°r*l«®Hty Blank Cartridge Pis- 
tol 100 Blank Cartridges, and our new 550 page 
De Luxe Catalog of latest novelties; all for ONLY 
$1.50. Shipped by Express only. Cannot go by 
parcel post. Extra Blank Cartridges SOc per 100.

Well made and 
effective, mod­
elled on latest 
type of Revolver; 
appearance alone IS 
enough to scare a 
burglar. When loaded It 
may be as effective as a 
real revolver without dan­
ger to life. It takes stand­
ard .22 Cal. Blank Cart-

GOVT POSITIONS
I 35 TO *75 WEEKLY

WE HELP YOU GET ONE
( ) Ry. Mail Clerk
( ) P. O. I .aborer
( ) R. F. D. Carrier
( ) Special Agent

(investigator)
( ) City Mail Carrier

) Meat Inspector
) P. O. Clerk
) File Clerk
) General Clerk

) Steno-Typist
) Immigrant Inspector!
) Seamstress
) Auditor
) Steno-Secretary
) U. S. Border Patrol
) Chauffeur-Carrier
) Watchman ;
) Skilled Laborer
) Postmaster

5
) Matron ( ) Typist .
INSTRUCTION BUREAU, Dept.. 316. St Louie. 

Mo.. Send me FREE particulars How To Qualify for 
positions marked "X”. Salaries, locations, opportunities, 
etc. ALL SENT FREE.
. ............................................................................................
Baddress................................ I
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Vi 
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You probably can’t imagine yourself in 
this woman’s predicament—yet the pos­
sibility is far from being remote.

Not so many years ago she burst upon 
Chicago like a blazing star. In the rich 
homes of the Gold Coast, violins played 
long and lights burned late in her honor. 
She counted her friends by the hundreds, 
her suitors by the dozens. Assuredly she 
would marry brilliantly and live well.

Yet today she is rather a pathetic figure 
despite her wealth and her charm. Old 
acquaintances seldom call and she makes 
few new ones. Of all old friends only her 
bird seems true. Only he is always glad 
to see her.

How unfortunate that a minor defect 
can alter the course of human life.

Halitosis (unpleasant breath) is the 
damning, unforgivable, social fault. It 
doesn’t announce its presence to its vic­
tims. Consequently it is the last thing 
people suspect themselves of having—hut 
it ought to be the first.

For halitosis is a definite daily threat to 
all. And for very obvious reasons, physi­
cians explain. So slight a matter as a 
decaying tooth may cause it. Or an ab­
normal condition of the gums. Or fer­
menting food particles skipped by the 
tooth brush. Or minor nose and throat 
infection. Or excesses of eating, drink­
ing and smoking.

Intelligent people recognize the risk 
and minimize it by the regular use of full 
strength Listerine as a mouth wash.

Listerine quickly checks halitosis be­
cause Listerine is an effective antiseptic 
and germicideAwhich immediately strikes 
at the cause of odors. Furthermore, it is a 
powerful deodorant, capable of over­
coming even the scent of onion and fish.

Always keep Listerine handy. It is 
better to be safe than snubbed. Lambert 
Pharmacal Company, St. Louis, Mo.

r r 1

Full strength Listerine is so safe it may be used in 
any body cavity, yet so powerful it kills even the 
stubborn B. Typhosus (typhoid) and M. Aureus 
(pus) germs in 15 seconds. We could not make 
this statement unless we were prepared to prove it 
to the entire satisfaction of the medical profession 
and the U. S. Government.

Winning new users by thousands. Listerine
Tooth Paste. The large tube 256
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Not lightly chosen

One’s gowns . . . one’s jewels . . . 

one's cigarette. . . . These things 

are so much a part of the subtle 

web of personality, that clever 

women choose them as they 

would a confidante. . . . And 

though every gown is different, 

and gems vary, their taste in 

cigarettes is strikingly uniform. 

Thev have chosen Camels.

O 1929, R. J. Reynold* Tobacco Co., V in »t on-Salam. M. C.


