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Protect them against colds and sore throat
It isn't while playing that children catch 

cold— it is afterward, when, still overheated, 

they sit around in damp clothes or uncon

sciously expose themselves to drafts. These 

exposures like wet feet and sudden changes 

o f temperature, weaken body resistance so 

that disease germs in the mouth get the 

upper hand.

Therefore, in addition to the regular 

morning and night gargle, see that your 

children, however sturdy, use Listerine on 

returning from play.

Listerine aids Nature in warding off colds
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and ordinary sore throat because it is fatal to 

the germs which cause them. Tests in the 

great bacteriological laboratories show that 

full strength Listerine kills even the Staphy

lococcus A ureus (pus), the Bacillus 

Typhosus (typhoid) and the Streptococcus 

germs in counts ranging to 

200,000,000, in 15 seconds.

W e could not make this state

ment unless we could prove it 

to the satisfaction o f the medi

cal profession and the U . S.

Government.
H ow to prevent a  cold 
Rinsing the hands with 
Listerine before every meal 
destroys the germs ever
present on them.

Y et Listerine is so safe that it may be 

used full strength in any body cavity.

Gargle with Listerine regularly every 

day, as a preventive measure against 

infection. And at the first definite sign o f 
colds or sore throat, increase the frequency 

o f  the garg le , m eanw hile 

con su ltin g  your physician. 

I f  serious com plications 

are threatening, he w ill detect 

and treat them properly. 

Lambert Pharmacal Company, 

St. Louis, M o., U. S. A.

isterine kills germs in 15 seconds
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It is better 
not to risk

disorders of the gums
Ipana’s two-fold protection 

keeps gums healthy—teeth white

TO go  on, day after day, using a tooth paste that 
merely cleans the teeth is to ignore the lessons o f  

the past ten years. Today, such a tooth paste is only 
doing half a job.

For the gums, too, must be cared for. They must be 
nourished, toned and strengthened.

N o  matter how white, how perfect your teeth, they are 
in danger i f  your gums become tender, soft, unsound— 
if  you allow "pink tooth brush” to go unchecked.

Ipana, more than any other tooth paste, meets the needs 
o f  modern oral hygiene. For with it, your teeth are 
white and shining. Your mouth is cleansed, refreshed. 
And your gums are strengthened, toned, invigorated.

W eek by week you can see and feel the improvement 
Ipana brings to your gums— the pinker color, the firmer 
texture that let you know they are healthy and resistant to 
the inroads o f  gingivitis, Vincent’s disease and pyorrhea.

Gum disorders, so widely prevalent today, come as a 
result o f  soft foods and subnormal chewing. Lacking 
work and exercise, the gingival tissues become con
gested, the gum walls tender and inflamed.

But Ipana and massage w ill rouse your gums and send

IPANA
TOOTH PASTE

the fresh, rich blood coursing through the tiny veins. 
Thousands o f  dentists preach the benefits o f  massage 
and urge the use o f  Ipana Tooth Paste.

For Ipana stimulates the gums— tones and invigorates 
the entire mouth while it cleans the teeth. It contains 
ziratol, a hemostatic and antiseptic long used and highly 
prized by the profession.

Get Ipana’s double protection
Even if  your tooth brush rarely "shows pink”, for the 
sake o f  your gums play safe and use Ipana. N o  doubt 
there are some tooth pastes you can get for a few cents 
less— but with gum troubles the threat that they are, is 
the difference worth the risk?

Better start with Ipana today— don’t wait for the sam
ple. Get a tube at the nearest drug store. Tonight,' begin 
a full month’s test o f  this modern tooth paste. See how  
your teeth brighten, how your gums harden, how the 
health o f  your mouth improves!

/ / / /
BRISTO L-M YERS CO., Dept. E -10 
73 West Street, New York, N . Y.

Kindly send me a trial tube o f  IPA N A  TO OTH PASTE. Enclosed is a 
two-cent stamp to cover partly the cost o f packing and mailing.

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

Address



2 M cC A L L 'S  M A G A Z IN E  J A N U A R Y  1930

the

Cun

>)E F O R E  an open fire , the  logs crack
lin g  into copper em bers, the cold  

m id -w in te r  rain p e ltin g  against 
panes— and M c C a ll's  fo r  F eb 
ru a ry! I t  w il l  be a veritab le  
treasure house, w ith  stories by 
authors w ho have enterta ined  
you before and stories by w riters  
new  to yo u , w ho  w il l  p u ll  your  
la tchstr ing  fo r  the  first tim e , but 
w ho, i f  you m ake th em  w elcom e, 
w il l  cross yo u r  th resho ld  again.

Temple Bailey, that gracious lady 
beloved by McCall readers, has written 
another charming novel for you with all 
the witchery of the enchanted pen that 
spun out Burning Beauty. I t is “The Wild 
Wind,” an entrancing story of stormy love 
and a conflict between two girls born of 
different generations, fighting for the ideals 
each holds. Miss Bailey’s interpretation of 
this spiritual struggle is done with her 
poignant understanding of Youth and the 
beating of its heart.

The first of seven long installments comes 
in February McCall’s.

Leonard Hess, who brings us 
Dark Forests for February, has blazed 
across the sky of fiction with meteoric 
brilliance. A critic has said about Mr.
Hess’ new novel, Tomorrow’s Voyage, 
which he has written in addition to many 
shorter pieces: “I t voices a cry that lurks 
at the back of every human throat; a cry 
of longing to reconcile what we must en
dure with what the fugitive spirit within 
us dares to imagine.” And it is with this 
same deep feeling that Mr. Hess has writ
ten “Dark Forests,” a story that moves 
forward with the mighty sweep and power 
of a roaring river at flood tide.

Harold MacGrath’s tw o -p a r t 
story, “The Great Game,” begins on page 
11. Dashing along with the abandon of 
youth, it typifies its popular author, a man 
of extraordinary activities. Always an in
veterate traveler, Mr. MacGrath is as much 
at home in the land of cherry blossoms and 
little clogging feet, or in Paris—that jewel

of cities—as he is at his desk in the study of his charm
ing Syracuse menage. And when he is not globe-trotting, 
he wades the silver-cool streams and angles for trout 
that flash through a swift swirl of sun-dappled waters.
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James Oliver Carwood, just before his 
untimely death, retreated to his cabin in the north woods 
of Michigan, closed the door against even the vast 
silence of the green and black wilderness he loved so 

well and wrote the reminiscences of his 
richly abundant life. This is an inspiring 
story of an adventure in living by a man 
who forged his way to greatness with a 
happy heart. The first installment will ap
pear in March McCall’s.

Vingie E. Roe writes: “I l o v e  
horses from muzzle to fetlock: they give 
me delirious, heady, elemental joy." You'll 
know something of this joy when you read 
“The Long Road,” her tender, thrilling 
story of a boy and his pony.

Shirley Seifert js ‘-the kind of
person who can fox-trot and at the same 
time think the Annals of Tacitus marvel
ously good reading.” And besides that, she 
can cook and sew and write stories! Hers is 
a roots-in-the-soil American background. 
Born in a tiny town in Missouri, she went 
through the pigtail age in St. Louis schools 
and gained her cap and gown from Wash
ington University. Then she thought she 
would marry the likeliest man who came 
along, but somehow she didn't. So now she’s 
“writing for a living and living for her 
writing,” and is finding one just as thrilling 
as the other.

Samuel Merwitl is an authority 
on China. Before the days when “these 
queer Americans" tramped the world 
around, Mr. Merwin sailed away to see the 
Celestial Empire. It proved to be as fas
cinating as it had promised; and he spent 
several years there traveling about. In Con
cord, Massachusetts, where he now lives, he 
finds time to be the indulgent father of two 
sons, study astronomy, head social move
ments and raise puppies!

Elsie Singmaster, whose real work 
is her writing, rides four delightful hob
bies. Her greatest pleasure is working in 
the garden which spreads colorfully around 
her home in Gettysburg. Then comes the 
choosing of precious plate and rare antiques, 
and, finally, the driving of a car, in which 
Miss Singmaster contentedly roams the 
countryside of her beloved Pennsylvania.
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V i c t o r -r a d i o
M I C R O  -  S Y N C H R O N O U S

c j L u e s  j o < tkLues uo« tft.ese assurances

o f  s u 'penontu

"V ictor-R adio  with Electrola is amazing! I t  is superb! . . . A n d  
never before have I  heard m y voice reproduced with such clearness. 
M y  new records played  on this instrument are comparable to nothing 
except m y personal singing before an audience. ”

Tito Schipa
World-famous operatic tenor

❖ ❖ ❖

TH O SE  who waited for practical radio 
— and those who have replaced last 

year’s sets with radio’s supreme triumph. . .  
have given Victor-Radio the most magnifi
cent testimony ever awarded a musical instru
ment! Voluntarily, in a few months, more than 
45,000 o f the first Victor-Radio owners have 
written to express their enthusiasm! "W e chose 
Victor-Radio . . .  because o f its U N R IV A L L E D  
T O N E  Q U A L IT Y ,”  they say. And they add: 
" Sensitivity is unmatched . . . selectivity unap
proached . . . dependability beyond question.”

Victor Radio-Electrola

The only micro-synchronous radio 
Victor micro-synchronous Radio is, by its very 
nature, sensitive, sure and precise— al'ways realistic. 
Victor micro-synchronous tuning eliminates guess
work. Victor-Radio is the only radio that has 
this revolutionary advantage.

The greatest o f  all musical instruments 

You can have Victor-Radio separately . . .  or 
with the amazing new Electrola . . . bringing 
you a thrilling new standard o f realism from 
both air and records— every iota o f the drama 
o f music— contagious rhythm, laughter and tears 
— all that music can give. The music you want 
when you want i t . . .  at the mere turn o f a knob!

You are going to live with your radio a long time. 
Be sure you buy one you will want to live with. 
Only Victor can give you Victor performance— 
and Victor craftsmanship and dependability are 
famous in almost every American home. Only un
limited Victor resources could make possible prices 
so sensationally low— within the reach of every 
family! A  model for every decorative scheme. 
Victor Talking Machine Division— Radio-Victor 
Corporation o f America, Camden, N . J., U . S. A .

In this amazing vote o f approval the American 
public displays rare discernment; for they agree 
with the unqualified, freely-given endorsement 
o f Victor-Radio by the greatest musicians o f our 
time. Here at last is the radio that is really a 
musical instrument!

For the first time Victor-Radio reproduces the entire 
range o f the musical scale— 'without loss o f fidelity. 
Play at a whisper or with the power o f a full 
orchestra— you hear what the microphone hears. 
Make every possible test. . .  Turn Victor-Radio 
on full volume . . . listen . . . and compare!

y/Tctor-Radio
with EledrolcL Victor-Radio de luxe R-52 . W a ll cabinet o f  classical design in  

finest walnut veneers. Radio equipment identical with that o f  R-3 2 . 
Inlaid door medallions o f  matched butt walnut. Blended finish. 
A  luxurious cabinet housing a marvelous radio set.

List price $2 13 . Less Radiotrons.
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The confi
d a n te  o f  
the world, 
whositsat 
the con
fess io n a l  
•w in d o w  

o f life

CjThe lady of the understandirid heart

OROTHY D IX —the woman everybody knows 
and the woman nobody knows.

Every day thirty-three million people in 
every country under the sun turn to her for a personal 
message. Every day a thousand men and women, boys 
and girls, write to her and unburden their hearts’ 
secrets. She’s the highest paid newspaper woman writer 
in the world, earning more than the President. She has 
often been called, “The Best Loved Woman in the 
World.”

Every day, since 1895, she has laughed and cried and 
sympathized with, jollied and lambasted and advised 
millions upon millions of her fellowmen. Yet so com
pletely has she remained always the confidante, never 
the confessor, that few have ever glimpsed the woman 
behind the letters.

Strange tales have grown up around her. One popular 
rumor had it in strictest confidence that Dorothy Dix 
was actually a group of six college professors, each of 
whom conducted the column once a week.

“Of course you must be a man,” argue her male cor
respondents, “because no woman could understand us 
so well.” Last summer one Canadian paper bolstered 
this theory by printing a photograph of “Dorothy Dix” 
who turned out to be a bald-headed gentleman with a 
long gray beard.

OF COURSE you’re a sour, blighted old maid,” write 
her feminine readers when their own toes have been 

stepped on. Thousands, wishing to be on the safe side, 
begin their letters, “Dear Sir or Madam.”

However, this beloved myth is no mystery, but a 
charming Southern lady with the most sympathetic 
heart in the world. In  private life Dorothy Dix is Mrs. 
Elizabeth Meriwether Gilmer of New Orleans, white- 
haired, twinkly-eyed, softly drawlin’—and. in her own 
words, “as feminine as a ruffled petticoat.”

Barely five feet tall, even with her soft hair piled 
atop her head, she is at once a personage because of the 
wisdom and courage and humor radiating from her. Dark 
brown eyes sparkle with fun or grow keen and deep 
with intelligent sympathy. A network of fine lines speaks 
eloquently of early struggles against heartbreaking odds.

But with all her titles, honors, degrees and world
wide reputation, Dorothy Dix is most of all a lovable 
woman. I t is this endearing quality of kinship which 
inspired the citizens of New Orleans recently to do a 
delightful and an unprecedented thing. They gathered 
outdoors on the steps and lawn of the Delegado Museum 
to pay tribute, with flowers and speeches and a great 
silver bowl, to their own First Lady;

Mothers held up their babies that they might see 
Dorothy Dix. Children reached out to touch her as she 
passed. Old women with shawls over their heads stood 
elbow to elbow with exquisitely-gowned matrons. Over
alls and white collars mingled. New Orleans was there 
with one idea—to show how she loved her distinguished 
daughter. I t was “Dorothy Dix Day.”

A June sun gleamed down on the great gold-lined 
silver bowl and platter with its newly-cut inscription: 
“To Elizabeth Meriwether Gilmer (Dorothy Dix) who 
labors for the uplift of her fellow men, with an open 
heart, a brilliant mind and a sympathetic understand
ing.” A mayor, a senator, a college president paid tribute, 
calling her “the most inspiring advisor since St. Paul.” 
A teacher announced that a “Dorothy Dix Fund” had 
been established to award prizes to outstanding pupils of 
the public schools. A clubwoman presented a basket of 
newly-developed roses named in her honor.

But perhaps the feeling in the hearts of the people 
was expressed most simply by a little factory girl who 
presented a bouquet from the working girls of the city.

“In the factory where I work,” she said, “there are 
five hundred girls, every one of whom reads Dorothy 

Dix every day. Nobody knows how much she means to 
us. I f  you’re rich, you can go on trips and buy things you 
want, and it helps you stand your troubles. If you’re 
poor, tied to a grinding job, you can’t do this. You’ve 
got to keep going. That’s when we need Dorothy Dix. 
More than anyone else, she helps us to keep going.”

No wonder people of all nations, classes and creeds 
feel a personal tie binding them to this great-hearted 
woman. No wonder the bewildered, the overburdened, the 
stumbling, the desperate, lean for comfort on her 
strength and wisdom. For no man or woman who has 
ever written her from the depths of human despair to 
ask her guiding counsel has had to face greater obstacles 
or known greater sorrow than Dorothy Dix herself.

BORN shortly after the Civil W ar in a famous old 
Colonial house on the border between Tennessee and 

Kentucky, Elizabeth Meriwether inherited, instead of 
money, a distinguished family tree, a great deal of 
silver plate and a houseful of mahogany heirlooms.

As a child she never had a bought plaything, never 
saw a theater or a big city. But she spent a happy child
hood riding, shooting, hunting and playing with the 
little darkies on the place. A fine old classical library 
provided her education and formed her literary taste. 
By the time she was twelve, she knew her Shakespeare 
and Scott and Dickens by heart and had wandered un
aided through Motley’s Dutch Republic and The De
cline and Fall of the Roman Empire.

Like other girls of the period she attended a female 
academy, graduated at sixteen, tucked up her hair and 
got married. Life seemed smooth and [Turn to page 59J
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s e \ Gv ice
I n the Ford PAotor Company we 

em phasise service equally w ith  sales r I t  has a lw ays been 

our belief th a t a  sale does not complete the transaction between 

us a n d  the buyer, bu t establishes a new obligation on us to see 

th a t h is  car gives h im  service t W e are as much interested 

m  your economical operation of the car as you are in  our econom

ical manufacture of i t  r T h is  is  only good business on our 

p a r t  y I f  our car g iv e s  serv ice, sa le s  w i l l  ta k e  care o f 

themselves r For th a t reason we have in s ta lled  a system  of 

controlled service to take care of a l l  Ford car needs in  an  

economical a n d  improved manner r W e w ish  a ll  users of 

Ford cars to know w h a t they are entitled to in  th is  respect, 

so t h a t  th ey  m a y  re a d ily  a v a i l  th e m se lv e s  o f t h i s  service.

FROM the very earliest beginning, 
SERVICE has been the corner

stone o f  the Ford business.
Far back in  1908 , w hen  the first 

M odel T  Fords w ere made, there were 
few  p eop le  w h o  understood the oper
ation o f  an autom obile and fewer 
places to  w hich  the purchaser m ight 
turn for help  w hen  repairs w ere needed.

Frequently in  those days, Mr. Ford 
w ould deliver the car personally to 
the new  ow ner and see to it that som e 
arrangements w ere made to  keep it in 
good  running order.

Usually he w ould find the best 
m echanic and explain the construction  
o f  the car to  him. Som etim es, when  
no such m echanic w as available, the 
tow n blacksm ith w ould  be pressed  
in to  service.

T hen, as the business grew , capable 
m en w ere appointed, in  a w iden ing  
circle o f  tow ns, to  devote their entire 
tim e to the care o f  Ford cars. T hese  
m en, wherever located, w orked under

clo se  factory supervision and accord
in g  to certain set standards.

For just as the Ford M otor Company 
was the p ioneer in  the m aking o f  “a 
strong, sim ple, satisfactory automo
bile at a lo w  p rice,” so  it w as also the 
pioneer in  establish ing com plete and 
satisfactory service facilities.

For the first tim e in  the autom obile 
business it becam e p ossib le for the 
purchaser o f  a car to  buy parts quickly 
and readily and to have repairs made 
at a reasonable cost. W here formerly 
it had been the accepted practice to 
charge the h ighest p ossib le prices 
for these repairs, a new  policy was 
instituted for the protection  o f  the 
owner. T h e unusual character o f  Ford 
Service w as soon  recognized as one 
o f  the outstanding features o f  the car.

Today there are m ore than 
8000  Ford dealers in  the 
U n ite d  S ta tes  a lo n e ,  w ith  
thousands o f  Others located F o r d  M o t o r  C o m p a n y  

throughout the w orld . T heir Detroit, Michigan

m echanics have been trained in special 
sch oo ls conducted by the Ford M otor 
Company and they have been equipped  
w ith all the latest service machinery. 
T h e w ell-ordered cleanliness o f  the 
shops and salesroom s and the uniform  
courtesy o f  all dealer em ployees are 
particularly appreciated by the w om an  
m otorist.

W herever you live, or w herever you 
go , you w ill find the Ford dealer 
prom pt and businesslike in  h is work, 
fair in  h is charges, and sincerely eager 
to  do a good  and thorough job  at all 
times.

H is constant effort is to  relieve you  
o f  every detail in the care o f  your car 
and to help  you get thousands upon  
thousands o f  m iles o f  satisfactory, en
joyable m otoring at a very low  cost 

per m ile.
T hat is the purpose for 

w hich  the Ford car was de
signed  and built. That is  the 
true m eaning o f  Ford Service.
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T m  n o t  e x a c

says ALICE WHITE, 
g a y  young  moJei'ii o f M  oviedom » » 

B u t  I  do love new an d  different 

th ings1. . . S u r f  hoard r id in g . . .  or 

new stunts in ska ting  a n d  d iv in g ...  
an d . . .  O h , some day i ’ll grow  

up, an d  he queenly a n d  stately . . . 

B u t  now  . . .  I  ju s t love new and  

different th in g s l. . . A n d  tha t s why 

I  love m y new perfum e » » There’s 

n o th in g  in a ll  th is  fa s t-s te p p in g  

w o rld  so new  an  d  d iffe i 'ent a n d  

m o dern as SEVENTEEN?”

t l y  a  t l i r i  1 1  c k a s e r

T1 ie breatli of tins new a g e  . . .

a perfume . . . SEVENTEEN

I t  i s l ik e  sp e e d  . . .  in  th e  sw ifte s t  m o to r  c a r  . . .  or 
p lu n g in g  . . . in to  c o o l ,  g re e n  s u r f . . .

I t  h a s  ze st . . .  fre sh n ess  . . .  u n tr ie d  t h r i l l s  . . .  y o u th  
a n d  v e rv e  in s a t ia b le  . . .

I t  k n o w s  th e  lu re s  o f  a l l  t h e  ages . . .  a n d  h a s  fo r 
g o t te n  th e m  . . .

I t  is m o d e rn  c o lo r  a n d  so n g  a n d  l a u g h te r . . .  a l l  in  on e . 

A  p o e m  in  f ra g ra n t, e c s ta tic  w h isp e rs  . . .  i t  is  y o u l

e « *
Try S e v e n te e n  t o d a y  . . . y o u  w i l l  f in d  i t  

w h e r e v e r  f in e  t o i le t r i e s  a r e  s o ld  

A n d  h o w  d e l ig h t f u l  to  k n o w  th a t  e v e ry  r i t e  o f  th e  
d re s s in g  ta b le  c a n  h e  fr a g ra n c e d  w i th  S e v e n te e n /  
T h e  P e r fu m e ,  in  su c h  e x q u is i te  l i t t l e  F r e n c h  flacons 
. . . th e  P o w d e r ,  so  n e w  a n d  sm a r t  in  s h a d in g s  . . . 
th e  T o ile t  l i^ a te r ,  l i k e  a  ca ress  . . . t h e  fa ir y - l in e  
D u s t in g  P o w d e r  fo r  a f te r -h a th in g  lu x u r y  . . . a n d  
t h e  T a lc  . . . th e  S a c h e t . .  . tw o  k in d s  o f  B r i l l ia n t in e  
. . . a n d  th e  C o m p a c t, g le a m in g  h la c k  a n d  g o ld  . . . 
l i k e  n o  o th e r  c o m p a c t y o u ’v e  see n . Y o u  w i l l  a d o re  
th e m  a l l !
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1s 77 in
WORDS AND MUSIC

BY DEEMS TAYLOR

Stokowski lakes
H e  c ilir

ONE wealthy and usually influential New Yorker 
has been on the waiting list of the Philadelphia 
Orchestra for five years, vainly awaiting the 

chance to subscribe to two seats, at any price, for the 
New York series. Yet last autumn Leopold Stokowski 
and his men gave a series of three concerts before an 
audience numbering well into the millions, not one 
member of which had to stand in line, or join a waiting 
list, or be a subscriber—be any
thing, in fact, except the owner of 
a radio set.

The broadcasting of symphony 
concerts is by this time more or 
less of an old story. Even so, the 
Philadelphia series was an event 
in the development of the radio 
that well deserves the epithet,
“epoch-making.” For such con
certs have hitherto been of two 
kinds: Either a regular public con
cert by a major symphony orches
tra (notably those of the New 
York Philharmonic-Symphony and 
the Boston Symphony) has been, 
incidentally, broadcast; or a sym
phonic program has been given by 
an orchestra organized purely for 
radio work. Here, for the first 
time, a permanent orchestra that 
many critics consider the greatest 
in the world, was playing, not for 
its subscribers, but solely for a 
radio audience.

Incidentally, its conductor was 
taking his unseen auditors with 
complete seriousness, making no 
attempt to educate them or uplift 
them, and making not the slightest 
concession to what is supposed to 
be the “popular” taste in music.
His three programs—one German, 
one French and one Russian—

were, in length and quality exactly what he would and 
does play before the most highbrow of subscription 
audiences. The German program, for example, the first 
of the series and typical in its content, comprised a 
Bach chorale-prelude, orchestrated by Stokowski him
self, though he modestly forbore to mention it; Mozart’s 
G-minor symphony and the Bacchannale from the 
Paris version of Wagner’s Tannhduser.

Technically, as well as artistically, the concert was a 
complete success. I  heard it in a country house in Con
necticut, fully 150 miles from the Philadelphia Academy 
Of Music, from which the orchestra was broadcasting. 
Except for the fact that the sound was somewhat less 
than what might be called life-size, the reproduction 
was perfect. The broadcast orchestra will never, I  think, 
entirely supplant the real thing, any more than the 
portrait supplants the sitter. But, granted a  good re
ceiving set, plus a powerful sending station, the distant 
hearer can now have the finest orchestra playing brought 
to him with incredibly slight loss of quality.

Even over the air, one could recognize the character
istic quality of the Philadelphia [Turn to page 54]

JPerfect U nglish
A R EVIEW  O F  M O T IO N  PIC TUR ES

BY ROBERT E. SHERWOOD

A  FTER the international statesmen have completed 
the important work of limiting armaments, there 
should be called a conference of Anglo-American 

experts to settle the pressing question, “Just what is 
perfect English?” By this, I  don’t mean written English, 
which is governed fairly competently by a set of estab
lished rules; I  am referring to spoken English, about 
which there is now much acrimonious and futile debate.

Presumably, there is such a thing as perfect English 
speech. There is someone whose diction is unencumbered 
with those exaggerations, crudities and affectations in 
pronunciation and inflection which form what is briefly 

known as “accent.” But who is 
this wonder man?

When our talking pictures were 
first seen and heard in London, the 
critics there started to howl in 
protest against the gruesome artic
ulation of the film stars. Many 
of us in America seconded these 
complaints against the vaudeville- 
gangster dialect that seemed to be 
the standard of speech on the vocal 
screen. But when Bulldog Drum
mond appeared, we set up cheers, 
for it seemed to us that Ronald 
Coleman’s diction was reasonably 
close to flawless. He had none of 
the absurd mannerisms of Bond 
Street, Broadway or Hollywood 
Boulevard. He spoke what we 
were pleased to call “Oxford Eng
lish.” (As a matter of fact, the 
language of the average Oxford 
undergraduate is almost unintelli
gible to educated people.) How
ever, when Bulldog Drummond 
was carried overseas the London 
critics lamented that an otherwise 
estimable production was ruined 
by Mr. Colman’s “American ac
cent.”

If  the conference that I  suggest 
is ever held—and it won’t be—I 
believe it will decide that the best 
English is [Turn to page 54]George Arliss in “Disraeli”, a big movie event
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W illiam  Ricci- 
ardi and M urie l 
K i r k l a n d  i n 
“ S tr ic t ly  D is 
h o n o r a b l e ” , 
Preston St urge s’ 
c o n s t a n t l y  d e 
lightful comedy

A R EV IEW  O F  T H E  T H E A T E R

BY HEYWOOD BROUN

ALIGHT comedy should be 
handled like a battle flag.

It must never touch the 
ground. Whenever there is dan
ger of the play or banners 
sagging, someone should step for
ward to raise it up again. Strict 
adherence to this rule is the 
secret of success in Strictly Dis
honorable. The plot is simplicity 
itself. Simplicity has always been 
a good plot. A young girl from 
the South goes to a speakeasy 
with her fiance, a cross young 
man living in West Orange, New 
Jersey. In the restaurant she meets an opera singer and 
when she quarrels with her truculent escort the singer 
offers her shelter for the night in his own apartment. 
He frankly confesses that his intentions are not in the 
least honorable; but when they are alone he finds that, 
after the manner of Kipling’s soldier in the song, he 
likes her too much, and so he goes away locking the 
door behind him, only to return upon the morrow with 
a proposal of matrimony.

There is nothing enormously novel or ingenious in 
this story; and yet the little play is a constant delight. 
Granting the merits of the manuscript by Preston 
Sturges, part of the credit must go to Brock Pember
ton and Antoinette Perry who staged the piece. I t was 
Miss Perry who made a last minute speech to the actors 
before the curtain rose and said, “Remember to keep it 
in the air. Don’t try to be too natural. Don’t try to play 
yourself; and anybody who makes the audience cry 
will be fired right away.”

This is sound advice for any company about to em
bark in light comedy. The mood must be one of gaiety 
and banter. Life goes on; but not within the walls of that 
particular playhouse. All the women are fair and the 
brothers are valiant. Incidents follow closely one upon 
another .like a regiment of rabbits. For there must be

17. Ramsay 
M acD onald

bounce and speed if the thing is to succeed. Naturally 
all the characters talk with far more wit than can be 
found in any transcript from real life. This is the speak
easy of a dream. I  think I  violate no confidence in say
ing that thousands of young girls from the South have 
visited the most exclusive night clubs in New York 
without the opportunity of meeting an opera singer, 
much less marrying him. [Turn to page 55]

TURNING OVER 
NEW LEAVES

WITH FRANCES NOYES HART

bed-time, and the brave, far-off music from the bells 
of Bow that meant fame and fortune.

“Turn again, Whittington, thrice Mayor of London!"’
Valiant, as of old, they are still ringing, if we will 

stop to listen, and the fairy tales through which they 
now ring are as fantastic as any ever bound between 
those old glittering covers, though these days they go 
housed soberly enough in blue and black and brown. 
This month I  am going to tell you of three poor boys for 
whom they rang—boys who turned at their bidding 
to find fame and fortune.

Once upon a time, in a small Scotch fishing village 
called Lossiemouth, a little boy was bom—a little boy 
with thick dark hair and fearless dark eyes, whose an
cestors for over two hundred years had lived and died 
in this village. The cottage that he was bom in was a 
“but and ben” of two rooms, backing on a railway 
track; and at twelve the little boy was hard at work 
lifting potatoes for a living; at eighteen he was on his 
way to London, with a shilling in his pocket and not 
even a cat to keep him company. A week later he was 
addressing envelopes for the [Turn to page 55]

ONE of the regrettable things 
about being wise and tall 
and grown up is that we 

aren’t supposed to read fairy tales 
any longer. Gone forever are those 
firelit and candlelit hours when 
we curled breathless on a stool, 
our curls brushing the pages 
across which knights rode, swords 
drawn, with a keen eye for drag
ons and an even keener one for 
damsels in distress. All the stories 
began the same way—the only 
proper way for a story to begin, 
after all:

“Once upon a time” . . . .
Once upon a time there was a poor 
boy, whose only fortune was a 
high heart and a small cat. With 
these treasures, one fine day he took up his staff and 
turned his face resolutely toward the distant spires and 
towers of a great city, bent on seeking his fortune. Be
fore he had gone many miles—alas, before he had gone 
many miles, there mingled in our reluctant ears the 
ominous silver knell from the hall clock that meant

(burning fli'fe  
Tlpside (t)own

T H E  SER M O N  O F T H E  M O N T H

REV. W . L. SPERRY. D.D.

Review ed  By

REV. JOSEPH FORT NEWTON

MR. SPERRY is Dean of the School 
of Theology in Harvard and also 
acting Chaplain of the University. 

His book two years ago, entitled Reality 
in Warship, made a profound impression, alike by the 
fineness of its spirit and the richness of its thought, and 
is regarded as one of the best books ever written in the 
philosophy and art of worship. His latest book, The 
Signs of These Times, is a searching analysis of the con
fused religious situation of today [Turn to page 55]

W illiard  If. Sperry, D .D .
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CffoL Daughters Who l hink Alike

T H E Y M I G H T  E V E N  BE T W I N S

THEY wear each other’s hats—yes, 
share each other’s thoughts. Why not 

give them a room that truly reflects their 
most happy companionship? . . .

There are many unusual effects, as the 
picture shows, in this room planned for 
these two young people. A bold arrange
ment of beds—that’s not really so bold 
and is certainly very practical now that it 
has been done. A bright idea in pictures 
—two floral prints (they’re actually glazed 
chintz) that add a delightful color con
trast to the polka dot wall paper.

Then a larger square of chintz (left 
over fortunately after making the full- 
length draperies), transformed the old 
window-blind. Next a wide-shade lamp 
was so placed that its light plays dutifully 
across each pillow.

Will both these people like this room? 
Will they want to share every bit of it? 
Why, even the quilted slipper chair might 
be big enough for two!

Perhaps the most unusual result was 
the way the floor turned out. The old 
one—but never mind that! It’s out of 
sight though still doing duty underneath 
the modern linoleum floor.

One glance tells you this is no ordinary 
floor. That sixteen-point star of golden 
brown, for one thing, makes it quite dif
ferent. Now look at the border—we call 
it a Linostrip border. That double strip of 
plain brown linoleum forms a fine frame 
for the plain blue field. This border 
effect, by the way, can be had in many 
different color combinations, in many 
different widths. The insert, too, comes 
in several designs—stars, castles, heraldic 
effects, ship motifs.

SO EASY TO  FASHION YOUR FLOORS

In fact, in Armstrong’s Linoleum you 
can now have floors fashioned for your 
particular home, to suit any decorative 
scheme, any type of interior.

The improved designs (scores of smart 
effects are now showing at local depart
ment, furniture, and linoleum stores) is 
partly the reason. The improved laying, 
now a custom-tailored job, is another. 
Experts will install your new Armstrong 
Floor quickly—cement it firmly in place 
over linoleum lining felt. No bother, 
no upset. The result is a permanent, 
practically one-piece floor that fits every 
nook, every cranny.

Cleaning care, too, is made simpler by 
the newest improvement in Armstrong’s 
Linoleum. Every square foot of the sur

One of the original touches in this unusual room is the floor. It was designed specifically for this interior—-just as 
■you can now fashion your own floors for every room in your house. In this instance, Armstrong’s Linoleum in plain 
blue was selected fo r  the field. A  sixteen-point brown star insert and Linostrip border No. 45 complete the effect.

face is Accolac-Processed at the factory. 
This makes your Armstrong Floor spot- 
proof, stain-proof. Light waxing and 
polishing keep it new-looking. Should 
your floor need frequent washing (in 
kitchens, baths, halls) just renew the sur
face occasionally with Armstrong's Lino
leum Lacquer. (Do not lacquer over wax.)

Armstrong's Linoleum Floors
f o r  every room in the house

H a n d m a d e  M a rb le  I n 
la id  No. 63  e d g e d  w ith  
ta n  L inostr ip  No. 28  a n d  

p la in  b lack  lino leum

Armstrong’s Rose Jaspe
No. 14, f r a m e d  in  d e 
l i g h t fu l  c o lo r  c o n tr a s t  
w ith  L in o str ip  No. 26

Hazel Dell Brown, who planned this 
bright bedroom, will gladly tell you how 
to create equally distinctive rooms. Her 
interesting story about modern room 
planning and modern linoleum floors is 
yours ifyou write for "New Ideas in Home 
Decoration. "Illustrated in fullcolor.Con- 
tains an offer of free personal 
service .Justsend lOcinstamps 
to cover mailing. (Canada,
20c.) Armstrong Cork Com
pany, Floor Division, 325 
Lincoln Ave., Lancaster, Pa.
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Mrs. Squirrel, at home mornings, 9 to 12
A C T U A L  V I S I T S  T O  P a n d  G  H O M E S  N o .  2 0

Bobby answered my ring. H ow glad I was that my 
very first visit that bright morning had happened 
at this particular house! For where small boys 
grow, there is alw ays sure to be something new 
to learn about soap.

And the minute I  introduced'myself to Bobby’s 
mother she opened the door wide— “ Come in ,”  she 
invited sm ilingly, “ I ’ve read every single P  a n d  G  
Naphtha story. And I ’ve often wished on your trips 
that you would find me!

“ Y ou  see,’ ’ she explained, when w e were com
fortably settled, “ I just couldn’t use anything but 
P a n d  G  Naphtha. Other soaps seem so crude 
and gummy beside m y nice w hite P  a n d  G !

“ Y ou  saw  B obby,”  she continued, “ but Betty ’s 
another reason w h y  I  need a  soap like  P  a n d  G. 
I ’ve given them nature books . . . and i t ’s become 
a game w ith  them to know all the birds and trees 
and flowers. M y, the excitement when a Mrs. 
Squirrel brought her babies one by one to live in a 
backyard tree!

“ O f course, they take nature-loving tummy side 
up or tummy side down,”  she said w ith  an amused

look, “ and I don’t know whether I ’d be such a 
sympathetic mother, if I weren’t sure o f a lot of help 
in P  a n d  G  suds. For no matter how  soiled their 
play clothes are, after a soaking most o f the dirt is 
in the w ater!”

Fine and white, safe for colors, quick to loosen 
dirt in hard or soft water— these are a few  of the 
reasons women give for preferring P  a n d  G  White 
Naphtha. Yet few  o f them know w h y  such fine 
white soap costs less than cruder, harsher soaps.

Really the reason you can buy so much P  a n d  G  
for so little money is because it  is the w orld ’s most 
popular soap. I f  P  a n d  G  were made in small 
quantities, it  would have to cost you much more! 
But because P a n d  G  is made in enormous quanti
ties every day, Procter &  Gamble can sell it  at such 
a saving to you!

But remember— P a n d  G  is so popular because 
women everywhere have discovered it really is a 
\whiter, better soap. C a t h e r i n e  c a r r  l e w i s

FREE!—“ How to take out 15 common stains—get clothes 
clean in lukewarm water—lighten washday labor.’' Problems 
like these are discussed in a free booklet— Rescuing Precious 
Hours. Send a post card to Catherine Carr Lewis, Dept. 
NM-10, Box 1801, Cincinnati, Ohio.

Doesn't it seem nicer to use a white soap for 
clothes and dishes? Every year more women are 
turning to ichite soaps, and most of them are 
using P a n d  G.

©  1929, P. & G. Co.
The largest-selling soap in the world
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A sharp ping! Bullets! A  snap, then a tinkle o f glass

THE GREAT G A M E
‘Beginning a fascinating conspiracy against two 

romance is threatened by the evil genius
lovers whose enchanted 
of a master mind

ELSIE CROWELL was alone in the 
world, and so was Captain John Dun- 
lithy. They were very much in love 

and shortly to be married—so they thought.
Elsie was the only child of the late Francis 

Crowell, once a power in the money marts; and 
the family home, about forty miles up the. Hud
son, was almost a palace. She was computed to be 
worth millions; she would come into possession of these 
millions—actual possession—on the evening of her 
twenty-third birthday, a few days hence. Crowell had 
been dead seven years, and had left his fortune in trust, 
peculiarly.

Captain John Dunlithy’s fortune, however, consisted 
solely of his royalties as a popular dramatist. And the 
engagement of these young people created scarcely a

0<fjry IhiroJcl cMscQmth
ffllu strated  b y  W. C. HOOPLE

ripple in the social affairs of the city. Dunlithy was not 
known to society, and Elsie was indifferent to it, though 
from time to time she was featured in the picture sec
tions of the newspapers.

So this was the first day of the four days before her 
birthday—before the wedding.

Elsie had gone into town, dined with Dunlithy, and 
had been his guest at the first night of his latest play, 
and he had motored her back, through the night.

Despite the lateness of the hour, Elsie 
had urged her fiance to come in before he 
began the return journey—Dunlithy would 

long remember that return journey—a mile a 
minute, with the wind and the exhaust like a 
typhoon, and never knowing when a bullet 
would send him crashing into the ditch!

Whether she stood or sat, to Dunlithy, Elsie was an 
exquisite picture. She was a picture at this moment, 
with the firelight—all the light there was in the room 
—outlining her profile, ruddying her brown hair, put
ting a ruby flicker in her brown eyes and marking the 
flowing grace of her body. John Dunlithy was a lucky 
dog! Queer, though, that she should want to be mar
ried without fuss and feathers on her birthday, without 
guests. For his part, he was delighted with the idea.
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“Go back, Elsie!’’ Gilbraith ’warned. “You may be shot!”

“It was wonderful, Dunny,” Elsie was now saying. 
“How I enjoyed it! First-night, and with the author!'’

She leaned toward him quicldy, rumpled his hair, 
kissed him, and moved away, a shade of roseleaf touch
ing her cheeks.

Torment came from the secret burning in her heart; 
and she could not bring herself to tell Dunlithy, though 
he must be told. Would he understand? Or would he 
decide that her love was tainted with self-interest? For 
the fact was if she were not married on her twenty- 
third birthday, she would lose her entire fortune.

She said suddenly, “I do love you so, Dunny; and 
sometimes I ’m afraid of my love for you. But you 
would come to my rescue, if need be?” There was a 
queer break in her voice.

“Through fire and water.”

'T ’HEIR farewell was affectionate and after his de- 
A parture, for a moment Elsie did not move, but stared 

at the swaying portieres. All at once she sat down and 
covered her face with her hands. What would John 
Dunlithy believe? That she had grasped at him as one 
drowning grasps at a straw? To keep herself in luxury. 
Was she cowardly? She did not feel so. It was perfectly 
logical that she would want to keep what was lawfully 
hers. But to think that Dunny might reason that he was 
only a means to selfish end! He might, but she knew in 
her heart that he loved her.

On the way out, Dunlithy nodded pleasantly to 
Thomas, the old butler, who brought him his hat and 
coat. There were only four house-servants: Thomas, 
Mrs. James, the housekeeper, the upstairs maid and the

cook, all of whom had been in the family for years, 
and who had remained on to care for Miss Elsie.

“Mr. Gilbraith would like to see you in the library 
for a moment, sir,” said Thomas, sleepily.

Gilbraith? Dunlithy was astonished and curious.
An old fellow, somewhere past sixty, withered and 

bony, with faded blue eyes, a colorless man.
Dunlithy entered the library. “You wished to see 

me, Mr. Gilbraith?”
“Yes, Mr. Dunlithy." Gilbraith went to the double 

doors and closed them, then he examined the windows. 
He returned to the desk and motioned Dunlithy to be 
seated. “A little chat, now due.”

“What about?” asked Dunlithy, idly wondering if 
anything ever lighted up the gray face.

“Love and finance,” answered Gilbraith, drily. “You 
will admit that the former to be successful has to rely 
a good deal upon the latter.”

Dunlithy frowned. There was something metallic in 
the old fellow’s tones...........

“I am an American citizen,” began Dunlithy, briskly: 
“though my name has an old-country twist. Five gen
erations, born on this side of the Atlantic. Poor; vary
ing fortunes!” And he gave a brief, dry review of his 
own life, concluding: “I can give Elsie all the comforts 
of home, and a very boundless love. You can verify 
all these statements.”

As he finished, his tone a shade ironical, Dunlithy 
did not like the old codger and never had. Too shadowy, 
too silent, nothing hearty about him, with his dull, blue 
eyes and his dry, thin, bloodless lips. No, he did not 
like Henry Gilbraith, he decided.

His thought jumped to Elsie, her 
queer mood tonight, wanting to be 
rescued and all that. Did this non
sense hide any particular fear? But 
fear of what? His dislike of Gil
braith grew, as he watched the old 
fellow fumble with some papers on 
the desk. Gilbraith was one of those 
absolute executors, without bond, 
who could sell and buy as he saw 
fit, collect rents and so forth and 
so on, making his accountings 
yearly to Elsie, who, naturally, 
would take his word for every
thing.

“You are not familiar with the 
will, I take it,” said Gilbraith.

“The will? No.” Dunlithy was 
honestly incurious. He wanted 
Elsie, and didn’t care a hang 
whether she had a million or a 
kopeck.

“Elsie has said nothing to you 
about the character of the will?” 

“No. Besides, it’s no affair of 
mine.”

“Indeed!—Well, I'll read you a 
peculiar phase of it. Elsie’s income 
is between sixty and seventy thou
sand a year. She will have a quarter 
of a million in cash, providing there 
is no miscue.”

“What’s that?—A miscue?” 
“Yes. If fate should stumble at 

the wrong time. Occasionally a man 
leaves a simple will. Generally 
they are complex instruments full 
of fool clauses, such as this will is.” 

Dunlithy sat up. There was a 
drama here somewhere.

GILBRAITH proceeded. Francis 
Crowell was in love with a girl, 

in his youth. A girl he didn’t marry. 
As it turned out, he married Elsie’s 
mother. But the other woman mar
ried and left a son. It got into 
Crowell’s head that this boy should 
have been his. The boy is now 
twenty-five. Elsie, his own daugh
ter, will be twenty-three in a few 
days. Now, according to the terms 
of the old man’s will, she must be 
married on her birthday, on or be
fore nine o’clock in the evening, 
here in this house. She cannot 
marry before, she cannot marry 
afterward. Failure to obey the 
terms of the will means that the 
entire property goes to the other 
woman’s son, that Elsie will go out 
into the world with only what she 
has in her purse.”

“I  consider that damnably un
just,” said Dunlithy hotly. “I never 
heard of such a thing. It would 

tend to drive Elsie into the arms of the first comer and 
would make her self-conscious about her marriage.” 

“My idea, precisely,” with hidden mockery.
This time it set Dunlithy’s ears afire. “Meaning me? 

You believe, then, that Elsie is ready to save her in
heritance that way?”

“My dear sir,” replied Gilbraith, with open mockery, 
“I have not said that Elsie does not love you.” 

“What’s this young chap’s name you refer to?” 
“Arthur Hilton.”
“What sort?”
“Women and gambling. He would spend the money 

like a drunken stevedore, and go broke in a couple of 
years. So, young man, watch your step, as they say.” 

“He knows about the will?”
“He’d be a fool if he didn’t.”
“You are, then, in a queer roundabout way, trying to 

tip me off?” Dunlithy was much astonished.
“That is for you to judge. Millions are very attrac

tive. Men have killed for less.”
“Couldn’t the will be broken?”
“Not even bent,” said Gilbraith, with a flash of grim 

humor. “Four celebrated alienists examined the old 
man the day the will was signed and witnessed.”

“Why wasn’t I  told before?”
“Elsie did not want to spoil the romance.”
“I see. Well, goodnight, and thanks,” Dunlithy said, 

buttoning his coat.
As he reached the double doors, he turned suddenly, 

mysteriously impelled. Venom! If  Dunlithy had ever 
seen a human eye charged with venom, he had seen 
it in this revealing instant in Gilbraith’s.
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To win Elsie through the smoke of battle! The whole 
affair was as clear as daylight. To keep out of young 
Hilton’s way until his marriage to Elsie seemed the 
thing to do, and there was nothing thrilling in that.

The engine roared as he began the journey to New 
York. He had what is known as the mechanic’s ear; 
that is, he could pick up foreign sounds, outside the 
engine’s racket. Now he heard a sharp ping. In the 
upper right-hand corner of the wind shield he saw, to 
his astonishment, a hole, with a thousand cracks run
ning out from it. He lowered his head and threw on 
the full power of the engine. Again came the snap and 
again the tinkle. This time the hole appeared in the 
upper left-hand corner of the wind shield.

Bullets!
Back in her room Elsie heard the shots. She Hung 

open a drawer and got her automatic and dashed down 
the stairs. In the semi-darkness the girl almost ran into 
Gilbraith, who, with pistol in hand, was creeping stealth
ily toward the door. He glanced around quickly.

“Go back!” he warned. “You may be shot. Better 
keep out of the way.” His words were clipped.

“I ’m not afraid.” Elsie’s voice was calm. “If  Dunny’s 
in danger, I cannot sit by and watch.”

Suddenly the Airedales began to set up a racket. 
The person who had fired at Dunlithy had come by 
water and was apparently leaving that way, for pres
ently the barking of the dogs trailed off into disap
pointed whines. Then silence.

Elsie turned to Gilbraith. “So it has begun,” she said. 
“I ’m sorry,” replied Gilbraith.
“Can’t we have Hilton arrested?”
“Upon what charge? We can’t prove that he was on 

the grounds tonight. And there is always the possibility 
of newspaper notoriety—old wounds reopened.”

“You told Dunny everything?”
“Yes. He laughed. He said he wasn’t interested in 

your property but in you. I  don’t think it will matter 
to him whether you come to him rich or poor.”

“You have been very good to me.”
“Why shouldn’t I  be? But for your father I  should 

still be a grub in a dusty law office.”
“There’s nothing we can do?”
“Nothing. The will was long ago probated. Just tell 

Mr. Dunlithy to keep under cover.”
Gilbraith returned to the fire, after Elsie had left 

him. Ha! She had forgotten her pistol. No matter; he 
would return it to her in the morning. He rose briskly 
and approached the desk-telephone.

“This is Gilbraith talking. Was Hilton in town all the 
evening? Very good. Where? What time did you leave 
him? At ten-thirty? That isn’t  all the evening. Oh, you 
saw him enter the Bolton Arms at ten-thirty. You 
aren’t sure he went to bed? Someone tried to shoot Mr. 
Dunlithy. No: I don’t believe he was hurt. From now 
on watch Hilton’s every move. When he goes home at 
night, loiter around for an hour. Yes, that’s all. I t was 
half after one when Mr. Dunlithy departed.”

IN THE meantime Dunlithy continued at top speed.
Bullets! Not so bad; there would be some life in this 

game. Bullets which had not been fired with murder
ous intent. I t had taken him but a moment to deduce 
this fact. An iron-nerved, cynical marksman had plant
ed those bullets as a hint of what he could do if he 
found it necessary.

At the garage, he inspected the bullet holes in the 
wind shield. Here was about the last word in expert 
marksmanship. The swerving of a fraction of an inch 
and they would have entered the back of his head.

Later at his apartment when the telephone rang, he 
fairly jumped toward the instrument, knowing in
stinctively that the caller would be Elsie.

“Dunny, Dunny, are you safe?”
“Not a scratch.”
“They missed you, then?”
“Why aren’t you in bed?”
“I  heard the shots, and couldn’t sleep until I ’d tele

phoned.”
“No harm was intended. Just a cynical notice for 

me to keep away; and to fool our friend Hilton, I ’m 
going to keep away until the wedding. Where was Gil
braith?”

"I met him in the hall. He had heard the shots too, 
and was going to the door. Be careful for my sake, 
Dunny.”

“You may jolly well bet I  shall be careful. This is a 
keen sporting proposition, and I ’m going to sit in. No 
outsider is going to get your money or me.”

After he had said goodnight in the true manner of 
lovers he refilled his pipe and fell to pacing the floor. 
The first line of investigation should be directed toward 
Hilton, to find out all about his habits, his compan
ions, how he amused himself, where he got his money. 
I t  wouldn’t be a bad idea to kidnap Hilton. Dunlithy 
laughed, undressed and got to bed.

As the lights went out, the watcher across the street 
pulled his hat down over his eyes and walked away.

Consequently, the next morning he addressed a letter 
to the Picton Detective Agency. Picton had formerly 
been a detective on the city force, and had gone into 
business for himself and prospered.

My dear Jake: I want you to handle a little business for 
me, at your usual rates. Find out all you can about Arthur 
Hilton, who lives at the Bolton Arms, and mail me the in
formation. Find out particularly where he was last night, 
which was the twelfth. Under no circumstances call or tele
phone. I don’t want him tipped off. Make it short work.

Cordially, as ever,
John Dunlithy.

Nothing would happen in the daytime. But someone 
might get into his rooms at night while he was at the 
theater, or fiddle with the car so it would stall. At once 
he solved this point in the game. He would hire a sedan 
every night, with one of Picton’s men as chauffeur.

Next day he had Elsie in to lunch. Lovely, and tender, 
and whimsical she was—he realized his luck.

“Elsie, Gilbraith doesn't like me,” he said at once.
“I'm sure you are wrong, darling. He considers you 

a resolute young man, and is quite sure you’ll not fail.”
“I never really understood how it is that he became 

your guardian.”
“The will gave him that authority. He was father’s 

secretary and right-hand man ever since I can remem
ber. He hates carelessness, and that’s the one thing 
that makes him flare up. He’s always been good to me.’

HERE did he come from?”
“Daddy found him in the office of Wardlaw. 

Sneed & Hurd, attorneys. Gilbraith had charge of fi
nancial law, and was considered one of the best authori
ties in the State. He drew up remarkable contracts, 
they say. So one day Daddy offered him five thousand 
a year to come to him; and Gilbraith has been in the 
house ever since.”

When Dunlithy returned to his apartment, he found a 
letter from the Picton Detective Agency and was pro
foundly astonished at the contents. [Turn to page 84J

“I  love you so, D unny. Sometimes I ’m a fra id”
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FORTY DOLLARS TO SPEND

"By Shirley Seifert
illustrated hi/ GRATTAN CONDON

f T  WAS Fri
day of the 
week a n d  

wash day for 
Dora Skipping.
B e c a u s e  on
Friday mornings the other two girls who shared with 
her the large room under the northeast eaves of Ray- 
field Hall had classes straight through, while she was 
free. Also because this washing and renovating of her 
own clothes was one of the ways in which she made 
both ends of her budget meet. One end of the budget 
was simple—a small, small sum of money in the form 
of a monthly allowance by mail; the other end was 
complicated, being an extremely pretty girl who had 
good taste as well as good looks, and ambitions.

Three military cot-beds paraded in a row under the 
east windows. On their counterpanes was spread Dora 
Skipping’s daytime attire—one wool jersey dress, one 
handknitted sweater with a flannel skirt, two frocks 
of silk crepe. And they were frocks, too, if Dora had 
made them herself from bargains in material! A mere 
thing like necessity would never draggle Dora. These 
costumes, stripped now of their washable accessories, 
awaited an inspection for spots and a thorough press
ing when the laundry should be hung up to dry. The 
washable accessories, together with a pile of lingerie 
and her entire supply of silk stockings, were occupying 
Dora at a stationary porcelain washstand in a small 
closet-like lavatory.

Dora was working hard and fast. I t was no joke, 
this every Friday morning struggle for respectability. 
With Dora the aim would be even higher. She was a 
girl at whom people turned to look again, whether she 
was in sports attire on the campus or at a tea in silk. 
The handwork on her clothes, the sewing and launder
ing, were exquisitely done. She always had some duck 
of a frill here or there, where you least expected it and 
where you liked it best.

“And I ’m clever,” she would have explained, laugh
ing, to anybody interested. “I  stick to one color. I  get 
most horribly tired of blue, but everything goes to
gether. That’s how smart I have to be!” There would 
be that smile on her lips, and her eyes would dance 
in an appeal something like this: “Laugh at me all you 
want so long as you like me.”

You liked her at once and you thought her clever 
indeed to choose blue. The faded old blue smock she 
wore at her washing was distractingly becoming, be
cause her eyes were blue; a very positive blue and not 
serene or placid, but with the very dickens dancing in 
their depths. She was so alive, this poor, hard-working 
girl. Her very hair snapped with vitality. God, who 
hadn’t given her riches, had given her gold-bronze hair 
that glinted all over with a constant effect of catching 
a sunbeam, and had supplied odd little curls in the 
hollow of her white neck and over her ears. Besides 
these lovely eyes and this enviable hair, Dora Skipping 
was twenty, healthy, slender and sweetly rounded of 
contour; and anybody would suspect in two minutes 
that somewhere there must be a young man who loved 
her madly.

THERE was. His name was Frederick Bain. A gradu
ate electrical engineer with an excellent position. 

He came of people who had means. He drove out to 
call on Dora or to fetch her elsewhere every week-end. 
Each time that he saw her the expression on his blunt, 
honest, not too handsome face was identical. His nice 
hazel eyes would light up. A stain of red would run 
under his year-around sunburn and his lips would 
twitch. He would want to marry Dora Skipping the 
next minute. Literally the next minute. He said so in

every way known to man and some 
which he thought desperately he 
had invented.

Finally the week before this 
Dora had admitted that she wanted 
to marry Fred as much as he 

wanted to marry her. But it wouldn’t be the next 
minute. I t couldn’t  possibly be one minute before a year 
from the coming June.

“Gorgeous!” reproached 
her lover. “How can you 
be so mean to me?”

“I knew you wouldn’t  like 
the idea,” sighed Dora.
“That’s why I waited so 
long to say yes.”

“You knew—a long time 
ago?” Fred caught his 
breath sharply.

“Right from the begin
ning,” said Dora appeas- 
ingly.

Fred doubled his fists 
and thrust them into his 
trousers’ pockets. The pro
posal had been made and 
accepted this time under 
trying circumstances. In 
the afternoon there had 
been a sleet storm. Roads 
were treacherous. The Dean 
of Women had made an an
nouncement at dinner that 
no girl was to keep an 
automobile date that even
ing. All callers were to be 
entertained in the parlors 
of the dormitory. Eight 
dollars worth of tickets to 
a show in a city eighteen 
miles away were going to 
waste in Fred’s pocket this 
minute. With this enter
tainment in mind, he had 
called early. That netted 
him and Dora an alcove off 
the main parlor, but there 
were no curtains to this al
cove and right in front of 
it loomed a piano, played 
all evening by a brainless 
male idiot who did things 
by ear inexhaustibly and 
kept looking at Dora be
tween times instead of at 
the girl who had let him in.

“But why a year from 
June?” protested Fred. “I t ’s 
wasteful enough to wait at 
all, but why the extra year 
—a f t e r you’ve finished 
school and all?”

“Why do you think you 
love me?” asked Dora.

“Why do I  think—”
Fred glared at her helpless
ly. “Say, if you don’t know 
the answer to that by this 
time, I ’ll never be able to 
tell you.”

“I do know,” said Dora, 
so softly that Fred’s hands 
almost ripped through his

pockets. “I ’m awfully proud and that's why I'm  so 
keen about you. I want everything to be just perfect. 
I want you all your life to think a lot of me. If  I 
didn’t have a sense of honor, a pretty keen sense of 
honor, I ’d never satisfy a man as honest as you are, 
I know. But I ’ve a contract to fill out—with my 
family—before I  marry anyone.”

“What do you mean? A contract?” said poor Fred. 
“Have I  ever told you about my family?”
“Oh, mentioned them now and then. I  know your 

father is a preacher.”
“My father is an angel.” Quick tears flashed in Dora’s 

eyes and were winked away. “My father is an angel 
and my mother is a queen. She came of quite elegant 
people way south—Georgia. She could have married 
any number of rich men; I  mean, any one of a num
ber. She married father because she loved him—and 
he had just nothing. For a long time there was just 
nothing. Dad was educated to be a lawyer—and the 
law asked him one time to defend a man who he knew 
was guilty of a terrible crime and in his thinking over 
the ethics of that he turned to the ministry. That was 
very hard for him and Mother. When I was a little

Pooh!" said Dr. Skipping. “O f  course he's coming/ ”
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girl we had no carpets on our floors. Dad kept reach
ing a little more recognition; but there were the babies. 
We could do without carpets better than without babies, 
Mother said.”

“You sweet kid,” said Fred. “You peach! Is it still 
like that?”

“No, not exactly. Father has a good and loyal church 
in St. Joseph now. He's quite happy and we’re much 
more comfortable; but when he got to that place, the 
babies were growing up and had to be educated. You 
see, that’s how we Skippings are. Certain things are 
awfully important to us. We’re always spending our 
money on something highfaluting instead of on carpets. 
Every Skipping child had to have a college education. 
We were all such prodigies that we must be given a 
chance to show the world. No matter how the boys 
fumed—I had two older brothers—about pitching in 
and earning some luxury, off to school they had to go. 
John was the first. He made his own expenses, but that 
left Father and Mother with the increasing burden of 
us and no help. John was through his first year at a 
school of architecture when the war came. He was 
killed in September of 1918. None of us older ones 
can look at the front door at seven o’clock of a May 
evening without seeing him standing there, shouting 
about some prize he’d taken and that he’d joined the 
army.”

Fred slid closer on the padded window seat and reck
lessly laid hold of Dora’s hand. Firmly he held it under 
the shadow of a too modishly short coat-tail. Dora 
blushed and blinked and laughed with a catch in her 
throat.

“Then there was James, the brother of John. He got 
an appointment to Annapolis. We none of us thought 
of anything but how splendid that would be for John. 
I t was like giving wings to a person who wanted ear
nestly to do his duty by all of us but was plainly de
signed to be a dashing hero. We made him take the 
appointment. His expenses were covered by the gov
ernment, but now and then we wanted him to have 
extras, though it was hard to make him take them. And 
the wings came literally. He chose aviation and we 
won’t let him give that up. Well, you know how ex
pensive the service is. About all he#can give us, now at 
any rate, is glory. He’s supposed to marry an heiress; 
but, being a Skipping, he won’t. He’ll marry some price
less gem without a penny—and we’ll be so pleased!”

“When are you coming?” growled Fred, very fiercely 
and protectively. He gave every indication of being just 
about to rip entirely with emotion under the politeness 
of the public parlor.

“I ’m next. When I  was still small, my grandmother 
sent Mother’s piano from the south. She thought she 
was doing a kindness, but almost at once it was dis
covered that I  was musical. Then we had music lessons 
instead of carpets. You couldn’t  have a much more 
expensive talent than music. Of course nothing would 
do but the best teaching, and I couldn’t resist because 
I did love the piano. And the family was so thrilled! 
We Skippings again! When any one of us is to do 
something we all forget everything else to get behind 
that person and push. And so here I  am. The head of 
the music school here is a marvelous pianist, who did 
concert work until his health broke. He is good; and 
the idea is that I  am getting a  touch of college educa
tion with my music. So—I finish in June. Yes. But I 
want a year to pay off a little of my debt. The family 
doesn’t feel that way. I  do. You see I  haven’t  been 
allowed to earn any money except with an occasional 
accompaniment that Professor Lensing has got me. 
Practicing four hours a day, I  wasn’t to think of tak
ing on any jobs. Father has been sending me a monthly 
allowance, just the same as if he could afford it.”

I SEE,” said Fred, “how you feel, but and still— 
could you make any real money the first year?”
“I would! There’s always teaching. For concert prac

tice there’s a radio broadcasting station that will give 
me work once or twice a week and the organist in 
father’s church is getting very old. I ’d fill in there.” 

“I ’ll bet a nickel,” said Fred.
“I  could give you twice as much 
money to put on that debt and 
never feel it. I ’d be glad to !”

“My dear!” said Dora softly.
“I ’m sure you would and could, 
but it wouldn’t be the same. I 
want to give them something all 
myself. I want to be one Skipping 
investment that pays a little.”

“Are there more kids?”
“Three.” Dora freed her hand 

suddenly to make a clasping ges
ture indicating inspiration. “Fred!
The holidays begin week after 
next. Couldn’t you come down 
some time during Christmas week 
and meet the Skippings?”

“If  I  come,” said Fred, “I ’ll bring the largest and 
most emphatic diamond ring I  can buy and I ’ll dash 
their hopes of you entirely. Still inviting me, Dora?” 

“I  haven’t made you know the Skippings at all, 
goose. When I tell them about you, which I 
shall at once, if they don’t know already, they’ll 
say only, ‘How wonderful for Dora!’ Gracious 
what is all the commotion about?”

Fred shot out his left wrist to look at his 
watch.

“Ten-twenty,” he announced. “At ten-thirty 
we’ll all be booted out the door.” He stood 
before Dora, smiling, coaxing, that flattering 
run of color under his year-around sunburn. 
“Sweetness,” he whispered buzzingly, “won’t 
you come outside to tell me goodbye, or must 
I wait till a year from June for that?”

The handsome, endowed dormitory opened 
on a stone archway through which a miserable 
wind swirled and whistled; but the only an
noyance that at all marred the sweetness of that 
farewell was the fact that four other pairs of 
lovers had got Fred’s idea ahead of him. I t was 
all he and Dora could do to find a stone but
tress with a shadow suggesting oblivion.

SO NOW, on a Friday morning a week later, in 
the midst of her washing and cleaning, was there 

any reason in the world why Dora Skipping should 
think her lot a hard one? When she had hung her 
wet wash on patent lines above the radiators and 
turned on the heat full and opened the windows to 
speed the drying, she unfolded an ironing board and 
warbled. On a desk before the board she propped a 
book on harmony and flattered herself that she was 
doing ear and voice exercise in sight reading. Strangely, 
however the harmony exercises began, no matter what 
the key or the phrasing, Dora Skipping warbled lines 
from a ballad by De Koven:

“Oh, promise me that you will take my hand 
The most unworthy in this lowly land.”

She had written her family about Fred. They had 
replied to a man with no time out for argument that 
they were jubilant at the news and would she, could 
she possibly have him at home for the holidays or part 
of the holidays? The Skippings would hold a grand 
levee, and other precious nonsense of that sort.

“Oh, promise me that someday you and I 
Will take our love together to some 6ky—”

The Skippings didn’t know how grand a levee they 
would hold when Dora came home—ahead of her 
lover, not with him. Oh, no! Because Dora was com
ing home this Christmas with money in her bag. Money 
to spend! Forty dollars! Pinched off the edges of that 
princely allowance and swelled with those occasional 
hired accompaniments. Forty dollars, which she was 
going to spend recklessly on the aggrandizement of the 
Skipping home. It was a sum so large one way and 
so small the other that she hadn’t any idea just what 
she would buy with it.

“And let me sit beside you, in your eyes 
Seeing the vision—”

A small clock on the desk said ten-thirty. Abruptly 
Dora disconnected the iron, uptilted it and ran to the 
upper hall. She hung over the stair rail.

“Yoo-hoo!” she called softly but penetratingly to 
a dark head two stories below and smiled seraphically 
at a familiar upturned face. “Marge, would you mind 
seeing if there’s mail for me?”

“I ’m on my way with it,” said the one called Marge, 
her voice rich with the sarcasm of a knowing contem
porary. “Your daily special!”

The letter which Dora presently carried back to her 
steam laundry to read was brief.

“Sweetheart,” it said, “I love you. 
See you tonight. I can manage three 
days off next week. Yours forever, 
Fred.”

It was on the train homeward 
bound that Dora experienced her 
first twinge of uncertainty about 
Fred and his visit. She was riding 
in the day coach for economy. 
Fred had put her on the train. He 
had wanted to buy her a Pullman 
reservation, but she wouldn’t al
low it.

“Some day,” she coaxed, “I 
shall love for you to, but not 
now—you understand?”

“ W h y  do 
you th in k  
yo u  lo v e  

mef

And Fred had been nice—he was always nice—but 
troubled.

That worried Dora, a little. Exuberance, she thought, 
was a dangerous feeling. I t blinded one to realities. 
Realities were being looked at awfully hard nowadays. 
Fred’s shining eyes had strayed once or twice from 
her to her surroundings this morning. And the day 
coach was quite clean and not nearly so messed with 
terrible people as she had known it to be on occasions, 
as it would be likely later on this day. Fred’s mouth 
had tightened.

“Wait a year?” his expression said. “I guess not! I'll 
take you out of this or know why.”

Of course she had been perfectly honest all the time 
that Fred was falling in love with her. Yes, honest; but 
extremely at her best. Because she knew right well that 
she had fallen in love first. He was such a nice, straight, 
handsome he-person! The leading incentive for fussing 
with frills and slicking her wardrobe had been that 
glimmer in Fred’s eyes when he beheld her. Of course, 
without this incentive she would still have been Dora 
Skipping and charming, but not quite—so charming!

“-We are fine people!” she said stoutly, half impatient 
with herself this day.

STILL she was worried. He—Fred—would be getting 
a swift, sudden first impression. She had grown up 

with the peculiar shabby fineness of the Skippings. And 
her worry now was not that anything about her home 
or family would jar Fred’s love for her. If he had been 
that kind of man, his opinion about anything would 
never have mattered to Dora. And it would have been 
low for her to be anxious about her family’s pleasing 
her lover. Her worry was lest this precious family 
should receive any little hurt in this first visit. For the 
sake of these splendid people who had been her entire 
background and foreground until she had met Fred, she 
didn’t want one flicker of such a look as that young 
man had given the day coach.

Fred was human. He had always lived in abundance. 
When she had tried to explain about her circum
stances to him, she couldn’t be sure he was hearing 
her words exactly.

“Why,” she had said, “in our home we used to have 
to keep careful record so that we’d know whose turn 
it was to get the next pair of shoes.”

And he had nodded and gone on looking dreamily 
at her hair. Oh, he was a dear! She loved him ut
terly; but, being Dora, she championed fiercely, too, 
the people who had made, she thought, her life what 
it was; had made her for Fred; who were welcoming 
him, not as a disappointment to any high hopes, but as a 
sort of reward. If  her two loyalties [Turn to page 57]
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“I  don't understand,” whispered Primrose— “but I  promise”

EARLY TO BED
cjfaj; stor^ o f  a ch ild  o f  fortune

'By Lynn, and Lois Montross
T W A N T  all the music, all the star- 
I  light, all the love and glitter I  can 
cram into m y heart while I ’m young; 
then when I ’m old I ’ll have something 
to remember!" This was Primrose Muf-  
fe t’s creed— the cry of youth to happiness. And Prim
rose, like a naughty and disturbingly fascinating cherub, 
dances with twinkling feet toward her goal.

There had been that glittering party at the million
aire Muffet’s, where Primrose had discovered Roger. 
Blithely she dismisses heartsick Allison Blaine, a some
what bitter and brittle sophisticate, and concentrates 
on shy, clumsy Roger Van Horne, who is captivated by 
her charm. All this completely bewilders Ellen Mait
land, Roger’s fiancee, with her pale cameo-like face and 
a soul not yet touched by the fire of love.

U llustrated b y  HENRY RALEIGH

None of this year’s novels boasts so gay and en
chanting a heroine as this madcap daughter of the very 
new rich— a child masquerading as a woman.

P art I I I

R OGER VAN HORNE rebelled furiously against 
the pain lying always at the bottom of his 

* thoughts like a dull, heavy stone; he tried to 
forget, but wherever he turned it seemed to drag him 
down as if he had been a swimmer struggling in de
spair against an overpowering weight.

He could scarcely explain this grief 
—it was so curiously dull and plodding; 
but once or twice he had acknowledged 
that it had something to do with Prim
rose. He fought against that realization; 

but whenever he remembered the touch of her soft 
lips . . . .  his heart seemed to be crying out /  want 
you so, I  want you so!—all the time, all the time.

He despised himself for having done that inexplicable 
thing in his classroom—the very first day that he had 
faced any classroom. How had it happened? There had 
been her parted lips and unwavering eyes as he read, 
and there had been later the swift dark sweep of her 
eyelashes against her cheek, and that mysterious feel
ing of fright and longing between them. And all at 
once in a wave of blindness he had kissed her.
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And he said to himself—“I  have Ellen. I am pledged 
to marry Ellen.” But in his heart he added—I—do— 
not—love—Ellen.

A certain relief of decision came, despite that calling 
in his heart to an unnamed girl trembling with youth— 
I want you so, I  want you so!—and he knew what he 
was going to do, although the years seemed to stretch 
ahead of him in bleak, unmitigated despair. And he 
knew also, after many walks around the lake when the 
sun was ruffling the water with gold, that since he was 
going to marry Ellen in June he must forget those 
stray moments of fright and longing, of glory and ful
fillment.

As he turned back from his walk one day into the 
street that circled Hixon Park he met Ellen coming 
toward him. Almost without words they walked slowly 
to the bench in the shadow of a great elm tree.

“I know you’re unhappy,” she said.
“Yes,” he answered.
“You take these long walks every day and you don’t 

ask me to come with you.”
“Sometimes I want to be alone.”

SHE looked at him with sad, level eyes. “You can’t 
tell me what’s—troubling you?”

“I can’t tell you, for I  can’t tell myself.”
“Then you’re not angry with me about anything?” 
He shook his head miserably. He wished he could 

be angry with her.
“When we are married, Roger, I  want you to have 

your long walks and your thoughts . . . just the same, 
alone.”

He wanted to tell her honestly that he did not love 
her; but that is the most difficult thing in the world 
for a man to tell a woman.

Why couldn’t he love her? She was beautiful and 
strong and serene. He felt guilty and wretched.

“And we will go to China, won’t we?” she asked. 
For some reason he couldn’t understand, she had al
ways wanted to go to China and teach in the schools 
there. A queer notion—going to China! He said so.

“My dear Van, you know you’ve always 
wanted to go!”

He remembered dimly that he had but not 
now. What could hold him? A fragmentary 
memory—the brooding eyes and the brown 
hands and the perfume of an unnamed girl?

Ellen looked down at the small bluish dia
mond glittering on her hand. His diamond. His 
little, unpretentious, yet overwhelming pledge 
of faith.

“Roger,” she said, “when we are married I 
want you to do what you like. I  want you to be 
utterly free. I don’t want you to go to China 
if you don't care about it. I  want you always to do 
whatever you want to do!”

Their eyes met with a seeking look, a look which 
struggled to understand the strange thoughts that each 
knew were not being spoken.

“You are—awfully good,” he stammered. He felt 
numb. Ten years, twenty years, of patient numbness.

“I suppose I ’d better go in now,” she said, rising. 
“I ’ve got some work to do.” But just as she was turn
ing away she came back to him. “Roger,” she said 
earnestly, “everything is just the same, isn’t it?”

He knocked the ashes from his pipe very carefully. 
“Of course,” he said. “Why, of course.” But it seemed 
to him that another man had answered.

Up in his room he lit the one-ring gas plate which 
rested on a shelf concealed by a curtain and warmed a 
can of pale sausages for his supper. He ate two thick 
slices of bread with a meager spreading of butter and 
drank four cups of coffee to still the ever-present 
hunger of his big frame and undernourished muscles. 
The nagging worry about money constantly oppressed 
him. Uncle Hilliard’s mind, grown vague with age and 
distraction, came to consider Roger as a rascally young 
spendthrift who owed him several thousand dollars.

This evening there was a dance at Rebecca Holmes 
Hall. In  the evening clothes which he had cherished 
for so long and which were growing almost painfully

small, cleanly shaven and bathed and brushed, 
and looking almost handsome in spite of his 
pallor and harassed eyes, Roger groped down the 
dark, narrow stairs. Mrs. Butteridge darted out 
to intercept him.

“I ’ve been talking to Mr. Butteridge about this 
new endowment,” she said shrilly. “I  do de
clare! I think it’s the most unusual thing I ever 
heard tell of! Whatever made that old manufac
turer of ginger ale decide to give the college that 
two million? Tch! Tch! Tch!”

In the gymnasium used alike for parties and 
basket ball games Roger stood stiffly by the door 

where the rest of the faculty was gathered in a little 
polite, smiling, watchful group. He was greeted with 
effete murmurs; making a few remarks about the 
weather and the decorations, which were ridiculous, he 
stood apart feeling bored and alien.

HE ALLOWED himself the satisfaction of many 
secret sardonic comments: how absurd it was to 

dump those pumpkins and corn-shocks around the walis 
and stick up some American flags and Japanese lanterns, 
thinking that the apologetic gymnasium as a ballroom 
was better by these ludicrous trophies; how like a 
plate of lukewarm soup Miss Coffey looked in her 
pea-green evening dress; how much poor old Dr. 
Dwight Edward Cathcart looked like a fat blue-point 
served without cocktail sauce; and how amazing it was 
that the few hundred plainest girls in the world had 
been gathered here at Hixon College! Roger noted that 
nearly every girl in the room wore a pink taffeta dress 
with a modestly rounded neckline and a gold rose.

The men—that was a different matter. For the most 
part they were brothers and cousins and high-school 
boy-friends and adventurers who would try anything 
once—including this dance at Hixon College.

Roger saw one beautiful girl in blue taffeta varied 
by a silver rose on the shoulder; he noted her splendid 
shoulders and regal head across the room—and as she 
turned he saw that it was Ellen. [Turn to page 80]
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At two came the others. Offerman 
walked heavily, his face flushed like 
Johnston’s, not with the air, however, 
but with too much eating. He flung 
up a window; and the gale which was 
swinging to the north brought in a 
pigeon, which sailed round the great 
room in confusion. Haven was 

startled almost out of his wits by the wheeling creature 
which stirred the air against his cheek. His body quiv
ered his hand shook. “Steady!” said he to himself.

At three o’clock Miss Farrell laid the neatly typed 
letters on his desk.

“You have your reservations?” she asked as he signed. 
“Yes, thank you.”
“I t ’s the eleven o’clock you take?”
“The eleven o’clock.”
Haven found it impossible to fix his attention upon 

the letters lying so neatly before him. He made a frantic 
effort, but his mind was in a panic. “A thousand dol
lars,” said his fears. “You’re a thousand dollars in debt.” 

“The Lyme Bank holds your note,” came back the 
steady answer. “The Old Man wouldn’t press you. I t ’s 
absurd to give the matter a thought.”

“If the Old Man would send me to China, I  could do 
there what no one else could do. The voyage would ;et 
me up. I  could get back the language in a month. I could 
—I could give Frances more—I—”

The other part of his brain checked him sharply. 
“The Old Man knows all about you. It would be absurd 
for him to send anyone else to China.”

HE CAUGHT the repeated word and repeated it again.
“Absurd—absurd—absurd for me to have done no 

better for Frances!” A drop of perspiration fell from his 
forehead upon the letter; the spreading ink formed an 
unsightly blot. He saw Frances, tall, straight, clear
eyed, beautiful in her shabby clothes, in their shabby 
house, a summer cottage, turned by her cleverness into 
a place where comfort could be had in winter. He saw 
not the blot, but Frances, standing on the platform of 
the station as he had left her in the morning. She wore

MISS FARRELL had gone; his thoughts were off— 
the Old Man—China—the post in China for which 

he alone was fitted. He had been born there. He remem
bered everything, even a good deal of the language. The 
other men, older and more experienced though they 
were, knew nothing of China. Frances—his thoughts be
gan again their nervous round—Frances—Grandgent— 

Before the name “Grandgent” had quite formed it
self in his mind, he rose. He was not hungry, but he 
would eat his lunch while the office was still busy, and 
return for an hour of peace during the absence of his 
fellow executives, Johnston and Gore, whom he liked, “I f  Offerman looks a t me, T i l  l ift  this paperweight. . . .

IN TWELVE HOURS
Jealousy, envy doubt -  these lured 
hint from the realities of life and 
then brought hint face to face with 

its supreme revelation

Is /e  S im
illu stra te d  /n/

FRANCES—O ld  M a n  RAYMOND SISLEY Offerman whom he disliked
Lancaster—F ra n c e s — and the twenty other em-
China — Frances — the ployees to whom he gave no

Lyme Bank—that thousand thought.dollars—a thousand dollars—Frances—Frances------”
Schuyler Haven’s thoughts traveled swiftly, but cir

cuitously, coming back always to the same point. He 
sat at his desk in the main office of the Electric Supply 
Company, incorporated in New Jersey but with offices 
in New York. His head was bent above his notebook, 
his right hand held a pencil, his left clutched the arm 
of his chair. He seemed to be pondering what he had 
written, but the page at which he gazed had upon it 
only a few words—“ 11 p .m . Chicago Limited.”

A clock began softly to strike the hour and Haven 
lifted his head. His eyes were blue, their bright glance 
startling to one who had expected from his brown hair 
that they would be brown or hazel.

Only the first stroke of the clock had sounded when a 
young woman rose from the chair set beside a distant 
desk and came to Haven’s side. The necessity of receiv
ing her and of dictating to her quickened his mind; he 
was aware of the green-gray light outside, of the dash
ing of the rain, slanting from the northeast.

Schuyler Haven had a habit, continued from boyhood, 
of saying to himself: “In twelve hours I shall know 
whether I have passed.” “In twelve hours I shall have 
had my licking.” He said it in his young manhood: “In 
twelve hours I shall know whether Frances will have me.” 
“In twelve hours I  shall have Frances.” He had repeated 
his formula recently in agony: “In twelve hours I shall 
be under ether.” “In twelve hours I shall be awake and 
getting better.”

He said it now: “In twelve hours I shall know about 
China.”

“The Yellin-Bates Company”—he need give no ad
dresses; Miss Farrell knew the customers and distin
guished those of different territories. “I  shall be in 
Pittsburgh from March thirty-first until April fourth. 
I  am prepared to offer the following items—”

Miss Farrell turned a page. “Frances,” said Haven’s 
mind. “The Old Man—China—China—a  ̂thousand dol
lars—a note for a thousand dollars—China—”

Haven proceeded steadily. The sound of the wind 
changed as though its direction were changing; but the 
light outside grew no brighter. Now and then a man 
lifted the telephone on his desk and spoke into it, open
ing a conversation, or continuing one mysteriously be
gun. The clock sounded its most lengthy tune, and Miss 
Farrell closed her tablet and rose.

“That was the last, wasn’t it?”
“Yes. I  should like them done immediately after 

lunch; they must be signed before I leave the office.” 
“This is your first trip since you were sick, isn’t  it? 

I  hope everything will go well.”
“Thank you.” Haven’s foot touched his bag, packed 

and standing under his desk. Yes, he was going to 
Pittsburgh; he had said goodbye to Frances and would 
not return for four days to South Beach. Frances was 
alone; but she was not afraid; she was afraid of nothing.

At one o’clock he found the office empty of all but a 
telephone girl and a few clerks. Now he could think 
clearly; he consulted price lists and studied a map of 
Pittsburgh. He glanced at the clock; the time was pass
ing. “In twelve hours,” he had said. His game was 
childish—he would look no more, and subtract no more. 
At five minutes of two came Johnston, his lean face 
flushed with the wind.

“You’re really fit for this trip, Haven?”
“Yes, indeed.”
“I t doesn’t pay to overdo. I f  you get to China, you 

want to be fit. And you’ll be the one to go; the Old 
Man would never send anyone else.”
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H aven began to run. H is foot slipped; he leaped into the abyss

a long red cape which she called the “Colonel’s Opera 
Cloak”—he remembered her in it since she had grown 
into womanhood. Behind her lay the abandoned settle
ment; beyond, the dunes and the gray sea.

“A- winter at South Beach!” he remembered the 
astonished exclamations of their friends. Frances had 
not been away, not even to New York, except when he 
was ill; she kept no maid, she bought no new clothes, 
she had nothing. She could not even pay her annual 
visit to her intimate friend, Theresa Lancaster, the Old 
Man’s daughter. She persuaded Theresa, she persuaded 
everyone, that it was because her husband was not well 
enough to spare her, when it was really because he had 
no money to buy her clothes.

To this the sensible part of his mind answered, “Ab
surd! You’ve had enormous bills. You’ve supported 
Frances’ parents; you’ll soon redeem your note.”

BELLS rang, customers came, the clock struck four.
Time passed: the clock uttered again its click, 

warning that in five minutes it would strike five. After 
the office closed he would get his dinner and telephone 
to Frances, then go to his train. His mind still clung to 
eleven o’clock, though if a message were to reach him 
about the China post it would come now, before five.

Before the first stroke reverberated through the room, 
a tall man came through the doorway. He was very 
straight and exceedingly well-groomed. There was a 
turning of heads; someone said, “Hello, Grandgent!” 
The man carried with him to those who disliked him an 
air of success, of power, almost of triumph; in reality 
it was an air of cheerfulness and contentment. To meet 
him Haven rose; with the air of one defending himself, 
his honor, his beloved, his world.

“Billy”—Grandgent used a nickname of their boy
hood, his voice hearty, his tone one of long acquaint
ance, of affection—“You’re not going to Pittsburgh!”

“I am.”
“I ’m going to drive down the Island, and I  could so 

easily take you home.”
Haven saw Grandgent’s powerful car; Grandgent was 

not dependent on dreary trains.
“Thank you, I ’m going to Pittsburgh.” Haven sat 

down, and looked at his letters.
Still Grandgent lingered. “I wouldn’t take things too 

fast. You don’t look any too spry.”

“I ’m all right.” He looked up—Grandgent was still 
standing as though he considered his sorrowful plight. 
“Got to get these letters off.” I t was a gesture of dis
missal.

Grandgent turned, found papers in a file and in an 
instant was gone. Typists swung their machines with one 
accord into their desks.

Stout Offerman rose and stretched his arms above 
his head. “Francis X. Bushman to the life. Probably off 
to meet a lady. Wonder if he’s picked one out to take 
to China,” he said.

“You don’t think the Old Man—” Johnston rose, 
looking about to satisfy himself that only what he 
called “the Lyme bunch” remained—“the Old Man 
hasn’t appointed him!”

“Sure he’s appointed him! Doesn’t  he look like the 
cat that’s found the cream? I ’ll bet the Old Man never 
thought of anybody else. A spoiled baby’ll get what he 
wants. Think of him swelling it round foreign ports!” 
Offerman stepped out from his desk in ludicrous imi
tation.

Johnston was a discerning person; he realized with 
intense amusement that Offerman hoped for the post.

“Haven, I  wonder if—”
Aware that Offerman was addressing him, Haven rose. 

Thrusting back his chair, he set it spinning. He was 
physically weak, but his thoughts took a violent, even 
a murderous turn. “I f  Offerman looks at me, if he speaks 
to me, I  shall lift this paperweight,” he thought.

Offerman’s speech was not what Haven expected. 
“Haven, I  wonder if you’re not going it a little too hard.”

Haven sat down—Frances—Grandgent—Frances— 
Grandgent—they could not know that Grandgent had 
wanted Frances with his whole soul.

“No, indeed!” said he, and succeeded in making his 
voice gay. In his heart he said, “Go, go, go!”

As if in obedience, the man went at once. He contin
ued to sign his name, to fold the letters. He talked to 
himself—China was gone—gone; he must go to Pitts
burgh on the eleven o’clock train.

“Frances,” said he aloud. “A thousand dollars—Old 
Man Lancaster—” He tried with every effort of his be
ing to keep Frances out of his mind. He did not succeed. 
He saw himself and Frances traversing the station arm 
in arm. He was leaving the hospital, he was pale, he 
leaned a little on Frances. She was thin, she was shabby.

She had declined a porter’s help with his bag, laughing 
at the idea of not being able to carry so light a burden.

“Frances!” Her name was called, then his own; the 
tone was astonished, concerned. “Let me take your bag! 
You shouldn’t be walking, Billy; you should have a 
chair. You’re going to Long Beach! You’re living there! 
In winter!”

Grandgent was just home from England. He pressed 
his services upon them. He could easily do kindnesses; 
he had not only a large salary, but a private income. He 
had everything, except Frances.

Frances—Frances—the word went round and round, 
the hands of the clock went round and round. I t was 
half-past-five, six. The noises died down, the elevator 
ceased to run. There were now new voices in the hall.

“The blokes is gone,” said a scrub-woman.

HAVEN rose. An ugly thought leaped into his mind, 
hateful, unfounded, devastating, destructive to life. 

The woman looked at him only mildly astonished, and 
not at all embarrassed at having been overheard.

“Goin’ home, sir?”
Fie blinked, considering her question.
“Yes,” said he. “I ’m going home.”
“You’re the gentleman that was sick. I t ’s a wild night 

to be out.”
“Yes,” said he stupidly. “I ’m going home.’’
“Shall I  help you with your coat?”
Without answering, he opened the glass door, and 

stepping into the hall, summoned the elevator. In the 
street he stood still. The wind carried into his face a 
soggy newspaper from the park across the street. He 
brushed it off with a shudder. He turned west, rain in 
his eyes, and took a surface car to the station. He had 
but one idea—he must see Frances. In the lower level 
of the station, seeing that it was seven o’clock and that 
he had ten minutes until his train left, he ate a sand
wich and drank a cup of coffee.

The train was sparsely occupied, the homeward rush 
over. Return traffic would be light; wise folk would stay 
indoors. All outside the train was black, except for an 
occasional quick-flashing light. Usually Haven took 
pleasure in thinking of the engineering genius which 
carried him under the river; now he was aware only 
of a heavy weight in his heart and a ✓ sharp physical 
irritation. There was a grain of dust in his eye, which
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he rubbed, making it worse. He longed to cry, like a 
child. The train got slowly under way, ran a few miles 
and stopped. In the pause of a single moment he heard 
a tapping against the pane, too light to be hail, too 
sharp to be rain. He called to the conductor when he 
opened the door. “What’s that sound?”

“Sand.”
“Up here?”
“Got blowed up for three days, now it’s gettin’ blowed 

back. Never knew such a night.”
Haven was saying a single word over and over— 

Frances—Frances. He saw her in her red cape against a 
gray sea, against ‘a blue sea. She walked ahead of him, 
beside him. Her gaze was frank, affectionate, true.

“I ’m mad,” he said aloud. “I ’ll go back to the office 
and to Pittsburgh.” .

“South Beach!” called the conductor. “South Beach!”

WALKING heavily, he left the train. He still in
tended to go back. The station would be locked, 

but there was an outer waiting room; in it he would sit 
until the train returned. Then the conductor would not 
suspect that anything was wrong. Wrong? Nothing was 
wrong. He began his litany—Frances—Frances.

“South Beach, sir!” called the conductor again, now 
with irritation. Seeing Haven’s face, he moderated the 
sharpness of his tone. “Careful, sir!”

Haven had not reckoned upon the presence of the 
station master. He was locking the door, his cap pulled 
low, his coat blown by the wind. Haven took a quick 
step, but he was not quick enough; the man turned and 
both hands gripping his hat, walked toward him, pushing 
his body against the wind.

“I  saw you get off the front of the train!”
“You were mistaken.”
“But I saw Mrs. Haven meet you!”
Haven shook his head. “You saw somebody else.” 
“No, sir. I t was Mrs. Haven in her red cape.” 
Outside the circle of light was a welter of wind and 

rain and stinging sand. It was Frances’ custom to meet 
him, but she believed him to be in New York, soon to 
leave for Pittsburgh.

“She started home. I  thought you were with her.”

There was a slight lull in the wind; as the rattling 
sounds of the station grew quiet Haven heard the thun
der of the sea. The station master took his silence for 
doubt.

“A gentleman was with her! I ’ll take an oath to it. I 
know her cape and her, sir.”

Haven walked past the astonished man and stepped 
from the platform into the sand. Turning the corner he 
heard the full orchestra of the sea—a symphony of 
amazing violence and mournfulness.

Without paying heed to his steps, Haven continued 
toward the east, the sea at his right. His mind was be
numbed, he repeated the words of the station master as 
though to help himself to comprehend. Scraping the 
sand with his foot, he remembered that the wind had 
been blowing for three days—no wonder that windrows 
had formed. Vaguely comforted he went on.

“I ’m all right,” said he, aloud. “I ’m only unsteady 
because I ’ve been sick. I ’m going back to the station. 
This is a turning point; what I do is important. If I go 
back, it will show that I ’m all right.”

As if in answer there sounded clearly from the vague
ness ahead, a man’s voice. The wind had died down; he 
could hear the voice distinctly against the sea, as one 
can hear a soloist against an orchestra.

Hearing the voice again, he began to walk briskly. He 
knew it well, had known it all his life. His house lay 
straight ahead; but the voice sounded from his right— 
the man and the woman with him were going toward 
the beach. Frances loved to wander in storms, many 
times she had coaxed him out on wild nights. He saw 
her in her red cape against a tempestuous sea, he felt 
the texture of the cloth under his hand and wrist, the 
shape of her shoulders under his arm. He heard her 
laugh, high and clear, in a sort of childish ecstasy. He 
began to run, his feet weighted, his course obstructed by 
the sand. The two were climbing the steps to the board
walk, there to let themselves be buffeted. He saw 
Grandgent supporting her, shielding her, the rough cloth 
under his hand and wrist, her shoulder pressed by his 
arm.

He saw Grandgent beside his desk looking down with 
contempt veiled by hypocritical concern; he saw him

go to the telephone. He had meant to come to South 
Beach,, but not to drive; his invitation was a device to 
discover • whether he should find Frances alone. Had 
these visits—Haven stood still, rubbing one hand against 
another—had these visits begun before he was ill?

He went on, swiftly, he believed, but in reality mak
ing little progress. For an instant the edge of the moon 
showed, and the summits of the waves turned bright. 
Now the boardwalk rocked; he believed that he imag
ined the motion, even though he had. to cling to the rail. 
The moon shone brightly; he saw Frances without pos
sibility of mistake, with Grandgent beside her.

AGAIN he began to run. There was a strange mirage 
- before him—Frances stood safe on an undisturbed 

elevation, between him and her there was an abyss, filled 
with raging water. Running, breathing hoarsely, he 
lunged forward. His foot slipped, he leaped into the 
abyss. Water encircled him, water filled his mouth, his 
eyes, his ears, blinding him, deafening him.

A wave crashed upon him; before the next he must 
get to the beach or he would die. According to his old 
fashion he set a term to his misery—in one round of the 
clock this pain would be over, this agony, this wretched
ness, this horror. He felt the last suck of the retiring 
wave at his feet; he struck out for the shore. In a sec
ond he lay high on the beach. A half hour passed, an
other, another, utterly exhausted he was unaware of his 
discomfort and his danger.

At last the chill which shook him warned him to 
move. He rose to his hands and knees, then stood up. 
The moon was shining upon the quiet settlement, upon 
a short space of black water between the broken ends 
of the walk, upon the sea beyond. So far overhead was 
the moon, so calm its light in a broad space between 
flying clouds that the sea itself seemed quiet.

Dripping, shivering, Haven went toward his house. 
There was nowhere else to go. His situation, he saw, was 
ludicrous: he would shorten it to the minimum. He 
would say: “Bring me my clothes, Frances, I'm going 
away.” Suddenly the cruel comedy enraged him. He 
would open his door and shout. “This is my house!
I  must save myself from death!” [Turn to page 61]

“ W ho is here?” asked Haven. Again, softly, the footsteps sounded overhead
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Rosa Ponselle's sympathetic 
voice carries w ell on the air

A rthur  A llen, Louis Mason 
and Porter H a ll

THE AIR IS HOSTESS
Wires web the world, 
laughing, talking -  Here 
behind the scenes at

whispering, singing, 
is an intriguing peep 

breathless drama of radio

SSH,” said the guide, putting his hand 
over his mouth. “Ssh.” Obediently 
we ssshed. He laid his hand on a door 

that opened with well-oiled, silent celerity, 
and waved us into a small vestibule where 
we stood facing double doors while the first doors shut.

Our guide looked at us gravely. “Please,” he cautioned, 
“do not laugh. Please do not talk above a whisper ; and 
put your hand in front of your mouth when you whisper. 
Some of these microphones are very sensitive.” Then 
he swung open a second swift, noiseless door and we 
entered our first broadcasting studio.

I t was cheerfully reassuring. A big room, with very 
high ceilings, with groups of lights in long, dark cylinders 
suspended by cables over the chairs of the orchestra, 
neutral plastered walls, no sign of windows, but here 
and there tall hangings of beige monks’ cloth stenciled 
in formal patterns on the borders. A decidedly attrac
tive room with a temperature of exactly 72; while New 
York’s Fifth Avenue outside sweltered at 95!

“We keep ’em cool in summer and warm in winter,” 
said our guide behind his hand. “Performers are only at 
their best when comfortable.”

THERE were but two other visitors in the studio, an 
orchestra of a dozen pieces, a group of actors and 

singers and the director. But as our eyes roamed the 
walls, we saw along the upper part four glass apertures 
and at each one a cluster of eager faces. Evidently we 
were especially privileged to be within the sacred pre
cincts on this occasion. At the end of the room was an
other glassed aperture, but this was much lower and 
through this we could see a control board of some kind 
and its manipulator, whose eyes covered the studio.

Along the room there swept a little ripple of excite
ment. For this was no ordinary occasion. In a few sec
onds we were to see the radio production of “Forty 
Fathom Trawlers,” a sea story written by John L. E. 
Pell, author of the famous story “Down to the Sea in 
Ships.” This was the premiere, which in radio means 
the first of a series of half hours, and there were to be 
twenty-six of the series running through six months. It 
was a “first night” in radio.

The big clock by the control board window showed 
one minute of starting time. The orchestra silently 
swung into place; the Revelry Quartette gathered near 
one “mike” ; the actors near another. The stillness grew 
intense. Graham MacNamee, the announcer, holding 
the typed script in one hand, stood tense, ready at the 
signal to begin. The director, one eye on the clock, one 
on the control window, held out a long arm. As his index

O py Helen C hristine H ennett

finger dropped MacNamee started. We were off. Within 
the next thirty minutes, I saw a trawler loaded in that 
very room. Men rushed forward and back its length 
dropping upon the floor the luggage going into the hold. 
As the ice went on, the director sent forth a stream of 
tiny pebbles from a cone-shaped tin on to a sounding 
board that gave forth the clink of ice cakes. Sandpaper 
sheets on boards rubbed against each other, made the 
swish, swish of the sea. When the trawler left the dock, 
heavy chains were dragged across a steel framework of 
bars, that connected the three legs of the grand piano. 
All this between songs by the quartette and the lines of 
the actors. Not an unnecessary sound, yet among the 
performers an intense sympathy, eager attention.

Jessica Dragonette has a large following

When the cook recited a near-cannibal 
story, every man in the room gave him 
that flattering intense attention so dear to 
an actor; smiles warmed the end of the 
yarn, hearty goodwill ran like quicksilver 

through the studio. Then came Captain Bill H aft’s tale 
of his fight with an octopus. The actors, stepping out of 
their roles, dramatized it as he talked. Cook, mate, 
sailors, ran wildly about calling to each other and hack
ing, as opportunity offered, with non-existent hatchets 
at the invisible monster. A noise expert furnished the 
resounding blows upon a number of small instruments. 
But the battle was a losing one. The devil-fish swung a 
tentacle over the boat’s edge and Bill, the captain’s 
little son, was caught. A shout of dismay, anger, terror, 
arose and then surged a perfect fury of action.

THE boy screamed; the crew rushed to him, but hesi
tated to chop at that tentacle; the captain in stifled 

tones ordered the cannon swung, the percussion expert 
raced to the biggest drum, a booming shot, the tentacle 
relaxed, the monster sank. Bill, whimpering, was borne 
away. By this time most of the actors, in that 72 degree 
cool room, were wet with perspiration running down 
their cheeks; their faces were flushed, their eyes glaring. 
MacNamee was running his free hand wildly through his 
hair as he talked through the microphone. The director 
sprang here and there, his long arms pointing directions;' 
the orchestra, posed, tense, always ready to swing in; 
the quartette was fighting with the crew.

I don’t know whether the listeners in that huge net
work, connected with the National Broadcasting Com
pany all over the country, saw that devil-fish that night. 
But we in the studio certainly did.

We were to learn that for every hour on the air, a 
good broadcasting studio demands a minimum of eight 
hours rehearsal. This half hour had four solid hours to 
developing this one scene and every move was calcu
lated. The actors, even when they know their lines, must 
hold script. For on the air no improvising is possible. 
Orchestra, quartette, actors, director and control man 
had gone over and over and over the scene. As it neared 
its end, the director watched the clock with greater and 
greater intensity. Behind his hand our guide informed 
us that it was a bit slow. With fingers wildly waving, the 
director speeded up the quartette. The orchestra leader 
played faster, faster and ever faster. And at the end the 
final bar crashed just as the clock registered the last 
possible second. Immediately the tension dropped. The 
“mike” was off. Everybody laughed, congratulated each 
other, nearly everyone ran to the [Turn to page 60]
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BEHIND Rich Ames, Zane Grey’s romantic cow
boy hero, stretch the golden valleys of Arizona; 

Wyoming of the tender stars and the barren 
wastes of Utah. And three girls, remembering, 
gaze after the resolute figure fading into the pur
ple mists—Nesta, Ames’ twin sister, whose honor 
he had defended—Amy, Crow Grieve’s girl-wife, 
freed by the cowboy’s gun from the unscrupulous 
ranger—and Lespeth, who loves him as only a 
true woman can love. But the call of the un
known echoes in the heart of the roamer and 
Ames rides into Montana to further adventures 
—and home.

P art I V
A UTUMN burned crimson and gold and purple in 

the valley of the Troublesome.
^  The noisy, quarrelsome stream raced in a long 

frothy incline, past the only habitation of the valley— 
Halstead’s Ranch, and thundered its wrath into the dark 
green gorge below. Forest fires in bygone years had 
denuded these numberless slopes, some of which rolled 
up to the dignity of mountains. No green trees were 
left on the heights; but in patches branchless bare poles 
stood silent, ghastly, mute monuments to the arch 
enemy of the woodland.

Since Esther Halstead had left school in Denver, to 
take her mother’s place in Halstead’s household, each 
succeeding year had added more grass to the burned 
slopes; more amber moss and scarlet vines and purple 
asters and columbines.

She needed some compensations for the trials and 
hardships of this lonely life. At fifteen Esther had come 
to Troublesome to take charge of the children, and to 
make up to them and her father for their mutual loss. 
She was now nineteen; and not the eldest, for Fred was 
two years her senior. He had fallen into questionable 
habits with young men of Yampa, the mining town, a 
day’s journey away. Then there were Ronald, aged six,

'H e was a tall fellow with eyes like daggers and I  never

and Brown, a year older, and their sister, Gertrude, 
who was nine, all of whom Esther had to try  to con
trol and teach.

The circumstances of the Halsteads were still com
fortable, though of late Esther had reason to be con
cerned. They had a camp cook, Joe Cabel, a most ex
cellent cook, with a vast sense of humor. But he could 
not distinguish between profanity and the ordinary use 
of words. From him the children were beginning to 
learn terrible language, which was Esther’s despair. At 
present Halstead employed a teamster, a farmer, and 
two riders; he was wont to say that he accomplished 
more work than all of them.

Early September had brought frost, at least high up 
on the slopes, which always appeared so close to Esther 
until she attempted to climb them. When she half 
closed her eyes these hills were marvelously colored, 
and there was a never-palling view of miles up Trouble
some Valley.

Down stream there was only a half mile of V-shaped 
valley, which terminated in the black gorge from 
whence, even at this distance, the Troublesome growled 
and rumbled in angry thunder at its confinement.

Ronald was running around with the dogs, chasing 
an unlucky rabbit, while Brown was fishing. Trouble
some Creek was full of big trout, many of which Brown

had hooked only to lose. This morning he had fished 
for hours without any luck. Presently he looked up at 
Esther, a freckle-faced, dirty, wet, tousled imp.

“Aw, hell, Ess, there jes ain’t no trout,” he yelled. 
“Why won’t  you let me go further up this—canyon?”

Esther saw no 
sense in screeching 
at Brown, but she 
made motions which 
signified that he was 
again sullying his 
lips. Brown grinned 
back in honest con
trition. And just at 
this instant the boy
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had a man look through me like he did. I  felt like a toad

had a terrific strike from 
a trout which jerked him 
off the slippery stone. 
Valiantly Brown bent the 

pole and floundered to recover his equilibrium; but he 
went down with a great splash.

In a moment he waded out, a bedraggled figure, and 
as he came up the bank Esther discovered that his fish
ing line was gone. I t had broken off at the tip.

“Durn it anyhow, Ess. You made me lose thet fish. 
“Wha’d you wave for? I  wouldn’t a cared, but he took 
my hook, sinker, line!”

Then his attention was diverted. “Say, Ess, look! 
Who’s cornin’?” he asked, pointing up the creek. “Gee! 
Is he drunk or suthin’?”

Esther espied a tall man leading a horse, staggering 
along slowly. She thought better of her impulse to go 
forward to meet him. He approached so slowly that she 
had ample time for impressions. He was the finest look
ing man she had ever seen—obviously a cowboy, or 
most certainly a rider. Tall, lithe, booted, spurred, 
belted, with gun swinging low, gray-clad, his head 
drooping, with face hidden under a wide sombrero that 
had once been white.

Evidently he had seen her, because when he drew 
near he took off his sombrero before he raised his head. 
When he looked up Esther sustained a shock. Fair hair, 
almost silver in color, lay dishevelled and wet on a 
high, white brow, lined with pain, and from under 
which piercing eyes flashed upon her. The lower part 
of his face was bearded, drawn, haggard and begrimed 
by sweat and dust.

“Howdy, Miss. Have I—made—Halstead’s Ranch?” 
he asked in low, husky tones.

“Yes, sir,” replied Esther.

“I  reckoned so. But—any ranch—would have 
—done me.” Dropping the bridle, he moved to a 
big flat stone and sat down as if he could stand 
no longer. “I  don’t care— so much about myself 
—but Cappy—I was shore sorry for him.”

“You have come far,” said Esther hurriedly. 
“Are you crippled, or ill?”

“No, Miss, we’re just—tuckered out,” he re
plied, with a long breath, and he leaned his face 
upon his hands. His sombrero lay on the ground. 
Esther’s eyes made inventory of the long silver 
spurs of old Spanish design, the black leather 
gun sheath upon which shone a worn letter A in 

silver, and a bone-handled gun, which gave her a shiver.
“Starved, too, I reckon, though I shore don’t feel 

hungry,” he went on.
“Have you come far without food?” asked Esther.
“Well, I  don’t know just how’ long, or how far,” he 

replied. “But it was across the Flat Tops. I got on the 
wrong trail.”

At this juncture Esther’s little brother appeared, and 
curiosity getting the better of his shyness, he moved 
round in front of the man to ask: “Mister, are you 
hurted?”

“Hello there, youngster. I  didn’t see you . . . No, 
I ’m not hurted.”

“Gee, you look orful tired,” went on Brown, sym
pathetically.

“I shore am.”
“Did you come down the crick?”
“Yes, all the way, from the very haid.”
“Did you see any big trout?”
“You bet I  did, sonny. Far up, though, in the deep, 

still pools.”
“How big?”
“Long as my arm. You must be a fisherman. Say, 

little fellow, did you fall in?”
“Nope. I  was fishin’—an’ Ess, here—she’s my sister 

—she called me—an’ I was lookin’ [Turn to page 66]
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next day, watching, tight-lipped. She looked as if noth
ing had happened; just quietly ready, as always, to 
undertake whatever she had to do. But when her scene 
began the room stirred with interest. She’d got hold 
of it, was letting go. An astonishing amount of voice 
came out of that small body. She sobbed and stormed. 
There was no question now that somewhere behind the 
masked blue eyes lurked a measure of emotional force.

Harrison’s only comment was—“You’d have saved us 
a lot of trouble, young lady, if you’d done this several 
days ago. See that you keep it up!”

A MONDAY night, just before the final curtain, Kin 
made his way, as the saying goes, “around back.” 

He couldn’t help it. The child had played amazingly, 
winning a burst of applause on her exit.

And back stage he hovered until she came down 
from the third-floor dressing room she shared with two 
or three other girls.

“Nice work!” he said. Odd how casual his voice 
sounded.

“Thank you.” She hesitated, downcast, a mournful 
little figure.

“I t hasn’t been easy” . . .  It was her first personal 
remark . . . “You see, I ’ve got to make good pretty 
soon or” . . . She didn’t finish.

“Oh, you’ll make good! You have already! Shucks! 
Wait till you see the reviews tomorrow. I ’ll save copies 
for you. Are you likely to be having breakfast Chez 
McDermott?”

She nodded.
“See you there, then. Goodnight. You go home and 

get some sleep.”
“I ’ll try.” A twisted smile came. Hesitantly she of

fered her hand.
“I ’ve wondered a lot about you,” Kin said.
“About me?” She was surprised.
“Yes. You’re pretty young.”
“Eighteen.” She didn’t seem to think that very young.
“But you’ve had experience.”
“Oh, some. Not in the legitimate.”
“I  have a notion that you’re a dancer,” he added.

“Yes, I ’ve danced. 
In musical comedy 
and vaudeville.”

[Turn to page 5(5]

SHE was a slender little thing, very pretty 
in a wispy blonde way; by name, Mabel 
Owen; in status, merely one of the number 

of youngsters that Byrne Harrison always had 
about the theater. They sat, wide-eyed, through 
the rehearsals, awaiting their individual chances 
to do a bit in one or another of the swift pro
cession of plays. The regular members of the 
company never seemed to know quite who they were, 
or why.

But if that overworked group gave no thought to the 
unobtrusive little Mabel Owen, Kin Leonard gave a 
good deal. Kin was the publicity man; a well-set-up, 
sensitive youth who knew when to keep his tongue 
quiet. Pie had seen quite a little; working on news
papers in various western cities, struggling through a 
few vivid months as an extra on the lots of Hollywood, 
writing “continuity,” and finally making his way back 
eastward as a hand on a cattle train. And now Kin had 
found a refuge for the summer in the room behind the 
box office where Byrne Harrison’s business affairs were 
attended to.

It was early in the season that he found himself be
coming sensitively aware of Mabel Owen. He liked her 
walk, her small hands and the poise of her lips stirred 
his thoughts to romantic imaginings. Every day he made 
a point of being where she might be.
Because she picked up some of her 
meals in Mrs. McDermott’s short-order 
lunch room around the corner—“Chez 
McDermott” the troupe had labelled 
it—he frequented the place; but never 
sought her table. On the occasions when

they happened to walk together to the theater, 
he said little and she less.

Kin didn’t want to marry. He felt too young, 
and too eager to experience all there is in life. 
And he hadn’t any money. On the other 
hand, he wasn’t given to pursuing girls adven
turously. But none the less his sentimentally 
hungry mood deepened. He tried working it off. 

The tireless drive of the business kept them all up to 
a pretty keen pitch. He hadn’t much more spare time 
than the cast, but what he had, day or night, went into 
a play he was writing.

Twice during the early part of the season Mabel was 
given small parts, the merest bits. But a week came 
when Harrison assigned her the maid’s role in a melo
drama, In  the Next Room. All through the rehearsals 
of the week the girl moved through her scene tamely, 
without force or color. Har
rison, who waited for no
body, finally roared at her, 
and she cried.

Kin witnessed the scene.
Harrison’s outbreak stirred 
him to anger. Abusing a kid 
like that! He had to stride 
away. But he was back the

“Just you keep away from this g ir l*
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“Perhaps the baby, himself, w ill tell you his name," suggested Charmaine

ALTAR H
IT WAS on a sunny day in April that Basil sat 

down by his wife’s couch at the open window 
and asked, “What are we going to call this 

little nipper of ours, darling?”
A tremor went through Charmaine how which 

Basil was swift to note, though he made no com
ment. “I daresay you haven't thought about it yet,” he 
said. “I t was Aunt Edith who asked me. He’s nearly 
eight weeks old, you know, so we ought to see to it.” 

“Yes, I suppose so,” said Charmaine; but she made 
no suggestion, merely lay with her hand in his.

Basil considered for a space. “You know,” he said 
slowly at length, “I don’t think Hugh would be a suit
able name for him, do you?”

“Oh, no!” said Charmaine quickly. “He isn’t a bit like 
Hugh. Aunt Edith was saying so only yesterday. I 
think she’s rather sorry about it.”

“No need for that,” said Basil quietly. “He can be 
quite a jolly little fellow on his own account. We won’t 
call him Hugh, then. Would you like to call him Basil?” 

“Oh, no!” Charmaine said again, and this time her 
voice took a personal note. “There can be only one 
Basil—ever.”

He leaned toward her. “My darling, do you mean 
that? I t ’s the sweetest thing you’ve ever said to me. It 
makes me feel—well, shall we say more hopeful?—of 
making our marriage a success.”

“Isn’t it a success?” murmured Charmaine, her eyes 
suddenly filling with tears.

Basil carried her hand to his lips and held it there 
for several seconds in silence.

A sudden sound broke in upon them—a gurgle of 
baby laughter on the terrace below the window. He got 
up quickly and leaned out.

B y Ethel M. Dell
(Illustrated by JOSEPH SI MONT

Mrs. Dicker, whose original position of housekeeper 
had been exchanged at her own most earnest request 
for that of nurse, had just wheeled the baby out for 
his morning airing.

Basil hailed her. He and Mrs. Dicker were fast 
friends. “Hullo, Mrs. Dicker! Bring him up for a min
ute, please! I want to speak to him.”

“To be sure I will, my lord,” said Mrs. Dicker, al
ways eager to show off her charge.

Basil continued to lean from the window for a few 
seconds. When he finally drew back into the room, he 
spoke on another subject.

“They’re expecting to run the first train to Bent- 
bridge on the first. We must go down to the cutting 
and see it. What a treat it will be to the youngster 
to see the trains go by when he’s a bit older!”

“We shall have to keep the gates padlocked when 
he’s old enough for that,” said Charmaine. “I often 
worry when I think how close we are to them!”

“Or put him on his honor never to open them,” said 
Basil.

Charmaine shivered a little. “Don’t let’s run any 
risks!” she said.

He smiled at her. “Trust me for that! But I ’m a 
great believer in teaching a child the meaning of honor 
from the very earliest. You can’t begin too soon.”

A knock at the door announced Mrs. Dicker’s ar
rival, and he went to open it.

“Let me have him!" he said, and took the baby 
from her.

He was rewarded by a huge smile of delight 
which rapidly developed into a perfect ecstasy 
of kicking and crowing as he bore his burden 
across the room to the pale young mother.

"He's an excitable little rascal,” commented Basil, 
reseating himself beside her with the child on his knees. 
“Come in, Mrs. Dicker, and find a chair! We’re wonder
ing what to call him. We’re tired of all the old names 
and want something original. Can’t you suggest some
thing?”

“Why, yes, my lord,” said Mrs. Dicker promptly. 
“I t ’s been on the tip of my tongue ever since he was 
born, though—not being a family name— I thought 
maybe you’d think it a liberty on my part. And it’s a 
name he often mentions himself when he’s in his bath, 
though I ’ve never encouraged him, seeing as it rested 
only with her dear ladyship and your lordship to 
decide.”

“What on earth can it be?” asked Basil. “Charmaine, 
have you any idea?”

“Oh, no, Miss Charmaine doesn’t know,” said Mrs. 
Dicker, “though it’s a name she might have borne if 
she’d been a boy and not a girl. Many’s the time I 
wished she was for her own sake, though I ’m beginning 
to see now that it’s all for the best.”

“What can it be?” repeated Basil, with a courteous 
effort to suppress any sign of amusement.

“Perhaps you can get him to tell you himself,” sug
gested Charmaine with half-wistful eyes upon the merry 
baby in Basil’s arms.

“Well, we’ll have a try,” said Basil. “Come along, 
you little blighter! What’s your name? Tell us!”
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“I ’m going and I  shall never come back”

of field glasses as they sat in the sun together in front 
of the hotel. “H.M.S. Paragon!” Basil read. “What a 
pretty sight she is! Wonder if we could visit her!” 

Charmaine stood up abruptly. “Oh, I  don't suppose 
so,” she said. “I  couldn’t anyhow. I ’m not a good 
enough sailor.”

“My darling girl!” he protested, his glasses still at 
his eyes. “On that sea! I t ’s like a sheet of glass. Come 
and look at her! She really is rather wonderful.”

“Not now if you don’t mind,” said Charmaine. “I 
feel a little ill. Basil dearest, I'm  going to tell you some
thing, if you’ll promise not to make a fuss.”

HE STOOPED to her, and kissed the lovely, parted 
lips. “Charmaine, is it—is it—”

She answered him in a whisper, breathing quickly. 
“Yes,' I ’m telling you now because I want you to under
stand when I ask to be quiet and not—not to see 
people— strangers—and—and others.”

“My darling,” he said, “you shall always do exactly 
as you like.”

“I t won’t be till spring,” she said softly, “and I ’m 
older and wiser than I  was. So you’ll try not to be too 
anxious, Basil.”

He bent and kissed her forehead. “I ’ll pretend not to 
be anyhow,” he said, “so long as you are happy, my 
dearest, .and keeping well.”

Later, at her request, they dined together upstairs and 
Basil was glad that they had done so, for there was

TT WAS not until the last 
1  Court of the spring that Char
maine was presented, and even 
then her health was not suffi
ciently restored to permit of her 
taking any active share in the 
gayeties of the season.

I t was only in the company 
of the robust and hilarious Guy 
that she ever succeeded in re
capturing some of her own lost 
childhood, but she was too easily 
fatigued to be able to enjoy his 
society for long at a time. His 
exuberance was apt to be some
what overwhelming and she 
could not cope with it. For 
young Guy in his infancy was 
of the type that carries all be
fore it.

He loved life and enjoyed 
every moment of it. Black
haired, black-eyed, fearless of 
mien, he grew and flourished 
under Mrs. Dicker’s devoted 
care, completely dominating her 
with the charm of his personal
ity; and in fact everyone else 
except his father.

Basil was the only person who 
ever asserted any authority over 
him, and perhaps for that very 
reason he was the object of the 
most wholehearted worship on 
the part of the lively little 
youngster.

Charmaine’s one rebuke for 
wrongdoing w a s  invariably,
“Daddy would never do a thing 
like that.”

Almost insensibly the boy 
came to know that Charmaine 
believed her husband the finest knight in the world.

As Basil had once predicted, one of Guy’s greatest 
treats, after he grew older, was to be taken to the wood 
through which ran the railway cutting, to see the trains 
disappear into or emerge from the tunnel. I t  became 
almost a daily pilgrimage on the part of the long- 
suffering and ever-indulgent Mrs. Dicker who gloried in 
the child’s eager interest and readily lent all her ener
gies to its encouragement. To serve him was her privi
lege, and she steadily refused any idea of a holiday 
which did not include him. But when Basil quietly took 
the matter into his hands and decided to send both 
nurse and child away to a farmhouse on the Cornish 
coast for the whole summer following Guy’s first birth
day, Charmaine was startled into protest.

“Oh, Basil, not the whole summer! Will you think 
me very horrid,” she said wistfully, “if I say I ’d rather 
stay at home?”

“No, not horrid, darling,” he answered gently. “Just 
mistaken, that’s all. And I'm not going to let you be
cause it isn’t good for anyone to get rooted to one spot, 
especially a girl of your age.”

A girl of her age! She smiled wanly at his wotds. I t 
was true that she was not yet twenty-one, but' to, fier it 
seemed as if decades had passed over her head since 
her marriage.

But Basil’s word was law. He had decided that her 
apathy must be broken, her lethargy dispersed. Within 
a fortnight of his decision, he had acted. Guy and his

a good deal of noise and commotion below. Sounds of 
merry-making on the part of the ship’s officers came 
up to them where they sat when the meal was over, 
and presently there arose the strains of dance music.

“Why don’t you go down?” Charmaine asked. “They 
sound so happy.”

He hesitated, obviously feeling the attraction. “I 
shan’t  dance anyhow,” he said. “Will you come too 
and just see the fun? I ’ll bring you straight back.”

She yielded, partly from habit, partly because a sense 
of the inevitable was upon her—and partly because of a 
hidden longing that stirred deep in her heart.

They went down together to the dazzling, crowded 
salon. Dancing was in full swing. Basil took her to a 

seat in an alcove whence she 
could watch the gay scene un
disturbed. So prepared was she, 
so strung and braced for emer
gency behind her pale calm, that 
when a merry laugh suddenly 
rang out close to her, she turned 
without haste or agitation, with 
a perfectly normal gesture of 
curiosity to see who had uttered 
it. Not that she needed to see, 
but the force which had com
pelled her long ago was upon her 
now, compelling her. And thus 
for the first time since their 
parting in that June dawning, 
Rory and Charmaine met.

HE WtAS completely unpre
pared, and his start was ob

vious and inevitable; but in a 
second he had himself in hand. 
He came straight to her, the 
carefree laughter returning in a 
flash. He bent toward her and 
spoke, audaciously, gallantly.

“Please forgive me, but I 
know you. We met long ago— 
at a dance in jolly old Ireland. 
You are—Charmaine.”

She answered him almost 
without effort, giving her hand 
to his. “Yes, I  knew you direct
ly. I t was at Glasmore. You 
were a cadet.”

“And you the loveliest little 
girl in the world with golden 
hair,” he said.

For an instant their eyes met; 
then she turned. “Rory, this is 
my husband.”

They shook hands, and Char
maine, watching, had a sudden 
sick feeling of revulsion at the 
sight. Hitherto it had seemed in
credible. Now it was intolerable. 
And then suddenly the band 
struck up and Rory turned to 
her. “Will you dance this with 
me?” he said. His dark eyes 
looked into hers; they had al
most a challenging look. “Just 
one turn,” he pleaded, “for old 
times’ sake!”

And then they were moving 
away together down the long palm-decked room, and 
Basil was left alone.

Rory spoke close to her ear. “Charmaine! I've never 
been near you all this time and you’ve never written. 
Are you loathing me?”

“N o!” she breathed back.
They danced a little further; then: “Quick!” he 

said. “Tell me! Are you happy?”
She answered him truthfully. Never to Rory had she 

spoken anything but the truth. “Oh yes—yes—when I 
can stop thinking of the past.”

He spoke with abrupt and fiery eagerness. “Darling 
—if I can get out of this for one moment, to some 
secret corner, will you—will you kiss me? Just once 
again! ”

I t was the old Rory speaking to her! Charmaine felt 
her heart leap and strain within her. Her breathing was 
suddenly short and difficult, and more than anything 
in life she wanted to do as he asked; but she answered, 
“No, Rory, please—no!”

He accepted her refusal without question or demur. 
“All right,” he said. “Forget it—and me, too! And don’t 
fret any more about the past! I t ’s over, finished, done 
with—dead! If  I ever see you again, I swear to God I ’ll 
never remind you of it— or try to be anything to you 
but a friend.”

She answered him with a sharp sob that caught her 
unawares. And then, “Take me back. Rory, please. I 
can’t dance any more.” [Turn to page 89]

He lifted the baby and held him high, thereby pro
voking him to such a pitch of mirth that full expression 
of his feelings could no longer be denied.

“Guy! Guy! Guy!” gurgled the baby.
“Hark to him!” said Mrs. Dicker, delighted. “Didn’t 

I tell you? The precious darling! Just as if he knew 
his mother was born on Guy Fawkes Day! ’

“Oh, that’s it, is it?” said Basil. He uttered a hearty 
laugh, and turned to Charmaine. “Do you agree, darling? 
Shall we indulge his fancy and call him Guy?”

She held up her arms for the child and clasped him 
to her breast. “Of course!” she said in a tone of re
lief. “Why did we never think of it before? Mrs. 
Dicker, it’s an inspiration. So Guy his name shall be!” 

“I ’m sure I ’m glad you like 
it, my dearie,” said Mrs. Dicker, 
greatly gratified, as she bore the 
child away.

Basil sat beside Charmaine for 
a space without talking, and pres
ently she slipped her hand into 
his with the old loving gesture.

“Basil,” she said, “I  do hope 
he will learn to be good.”

“We’ll do our best to teach 
him, sweetheart,” he replied.

nurse were established in Cornwall, and he and Char
maine were wandering once more down the sunny 
French coast to Spain.

The late autumn found them exploring some of the 
wonders of Italy, and it was on an afternoon of golden 
stillness, walking in the olive greenness of the hills above 
the coast, that they heard the rumble of heavy guns 
out at sea and Charmaine paused to listen.

“The Mediterranean Squadron at gun practice,” 
Basil said. “I heard they were not far off. We shall 
probably come across some of our naval fellows on 
shore one of these days.”

Not until the afternoon did they learn the name of 
the battleship in the harbor, spelling it out with the aid
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Enjoy soup by
our French chefs

every day!

SOUPS BY Campbell’s famous chefs! Soups that are 

already cooked—on your table in next to no time! Soups 
in a most fascinating variety— giving a touch o f freshness to 
your meals every day! Twenty-one different Campbell’s 
choices at your grocer’s !

Let them delight your taste and help in your housekeeping 
regularly each day. For example, there’s no more tempting 
luncheon or supper than Campbell’s Vegetable Soup, with its 
15  different vegetables — “ a meal in itself.”  So hearty. So 
convenient. 12 cents a can.

A choice for every day
A sparagus C hicken CONSOMMlS Mutton P rintanier

Bean Chicken-Gumbo J ulienne Ox T ail T omato

B eef (OKRA) Mock T urtle P ea T omato-Okka

B ouillon Clam Chowder Mulligatawny P epper  P ot Vegetable
Vegetable-Beef

M E A L - F L A N N I N G  I S  E A S I E R  W I T H  D A I L Y  C H O I C E S  F R O M  C A M P R E L L ’ S  2 1  S O U P S
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The microscope proves what
your taste has always told you ~

‘QeljTlonU
BRAND

QUALITY

Vegetables

The time D e l  M o n t e  saves between fie ld  
and can makes a tremendous dijfierence in 

your enjoyment o f asparagus. . . .

Every housewife knows how quickly green 
vegetables change their flavor. It happens 
too often in her own kitchen to arouse much 
surprise.

But did it ever occur to you how doubly 
important this change can be to the canner 
who wants to bring you only the finest foods? 
Did you ever think how D el M onte must 
fight against time—to put supreme quality 
into every food it packs?

Always this is true. Even the minutes 
count! Especially in handling asparagus— 
that aristocrat of vegetable foods.

As you probably know, asparagus is a veg
etable that grows under the ground. Unlike 
ordinary garden asparagus, the asparagus 
you are accustomed to buy in cans is cut 
just as it breaks through the soil. Up to the 
moment of cutting, it is protected from wind 
and sun by a blanket of fine, rich loam. This 
keeps it tender—amazingly fresh and crisp.

What the microscope shows
If you could look at a section of fresh cut 

asparagus, under a powerful microscope in 
the Del Monte laboratories—you would 
see a mass of tender, succulent, full-bodied 
cells, packed closely together.

Only 48 hours later—and the cells have 
shrunk and completely changed their form! 
They have literally wilted. Long, slender 
fibrous threads have made their appearance. 
No amount of cooking will ever restore to 
these cells their original freshness.

What you see under the microscope is 
simply a picture of what has happened at 
the same time to its tenderness and deli
cacy of flavor. If cooked at once, asparagus 
is full-flavored, tender as butter. Each hour 
that goes by before cooking makes it a little 
less delicate and tempting.

The deterioration of all vegetables after 
cutting—but a  change so marked in aspara
gus—explains why D el M onte goes to  such

D el M o ttle  A sparagus, both long spears and  
tips, is g raded  according to  thickness o f  spear 
as show n in  reduced pho tograph  below . Each 
size p la in ly  m arked  on  th e  can.

G i a n t  m a m m o t h  m e d iu m
C O L O S S A L  L A R G E  S M A LL

U nretouched photom icrographs o f  asparagus 
cells, as they  appear ( to p ) in fre sh  cut aspara
gus; an d  {bottom ) i f  h e ld  on ly  48  hours. N ote  
how quickly th e  cell structure  has changed.

great lengths to can all vegetables for you so 
quickly. It explains, in large measure, the 
outstanding quality of this brand. It explains 
why speed is one of the main considerations 
in every D el Monte canning operation. 
Speed—and the most careful, painstaking 
watchfulness the canning industry has ever 
known. Only a few hours go by from the 
time Del Monte Asparagus is cut until it 
is sealed in the can and cooked.

Economical, everyday sizes
Yet for all its goodness, Del Monte As

paragus is not expensive. It is packed so that 
you may buy just the size of spear you want 
—and just the quantity you need.

There are two lengths of stalks—long spears 
and tips. Long spears are packed in the large 
No. V/% square can—shorter spears in two 
smaller cans. Salad points—tender morsels 
for salads, cocktails, etc.—come in a medium 
size round can, called No. 1 Tall. (See re
duced illustration of cans on this page.)

Except for Salad Points, D e l  M o n t e  As
paragus is sorted and packed according to 
thickness or circumference of the spears—

plainly marked according to size as Giant, 
Colossal, Mammoth, Large, Medium and 
Small. The smaller the spear, of course, the 
more spears per can.

Many quality foods
And what is true of asparagus is just as 

true of every Del M onte Food Product.The 
best in quality—the most convenient sizes 
of cans to meet your needs. “Good enough” 
is a term Del M onte never uses. In testing 
laboratories, in fields and canneries, there is 
a constant search for better ways to grow 
and pack Del M onte Foods.

If you happen to want peas, Del Monte 
brings you the freshest, most tender peas— 
“blended as Nature blends them.” In toma
toes, it offers you red-ripe fruit, packed solid 
in the can. In corn, both “cream style” corn 
and its new, distinctive "whole kernel” pack. 
In spinach, the finest garden “greens”—all 
ready to heat and serve. And there's almost 
no end to the many other Del M onte Food 
Products you may enjoy—vegetables, fruits, 
canned fish, condiments, relishes, dried 
fruits and other everyday staples. The experi

ence of more than 70 years in the food can
ning business stands behind them all.

If your taste is keenly developed, if you 
appreciate the best in flavor, if you value 
quality assurance and uniformity above all 
else, you can find no better, surer guide than 
this well-known brand.

These booklets will help you
We don’t say that all the recipes in the 

Del Monte assortment are new—that would 
be expecting too much. But they are prac
tical! And economical. And easy to prepare. 
If you'd like to have the 267 different can
ned food recipes in this collection—write us 
today. We will send you the complete assort
ment—free! Address Dept. 634, California 
Packing Corporation, San Francisco, Calif.

T h e  fo u r  sizes o f  cans, in  w h ich  D e l M onte  
A sparagus is packed, a re  shown below, greatly  
reduced. From le ft  to  righ t: th e  P icnic Can; No.
1 T a ll; N o . 2  Square; a n d  N o . 1 Square.
(See accom panying te x t.)
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M acaroni, com
bined w ith fresh 
mushrooms and  
bacon, a ll ready 
to be put in the 
oven. A  French 
b a k in g  d is h  o f  
copper was used 
but any attrac
tive heat - proof 
d is h  w ou  Id  do

SUPPER SPECIALTIES

WHEN you invite guests to supper do you 
often wonder what especially nice dish you 
can serve them? If you do, one of these 

“specialties” may solve your problem. Each of them 
is the prize food of some friend of mine and is per
fect of its kind.

Here’s Margery L . . . ’s curried chicken, for instance. 
She learned to make it when she and Tom lived in 
India, and she can never serve it too often to please her 
friends, both men and women. We feel the same way, 
too, about Amy S . . . ’s scalloped oysters, and Julia 
W  . . .  ’s old-fashioned creamed codfish with baked 
potatoes, and Mrs. D . . . ’s hot gingerbread, and great- 
aunt Katherine’s chicken loaf: they are all good enough 
to be eaten again and again.

If  you haven’t a supper specialty of your own, do 
try one of these. With good ingredients and a little 
practice you, also, can create a work of art, which 
will, in time, make your reputation as a successful 
hostess.

Chicken L o a f .
4 cups chicken 4 eggs

(dark and ligh t m eat) 1  teaspoon salt 1 cup fine bread crumbs % teaspoon paprika2 tablespoons chopped % teaspoon pepper
pimiento D ash celery salt

2 tablespoons minced onion

Chop the chicken fine or put it through a food chop
per. Add bread crumbs, pimiento and well-beaten eggs. 
Add salt, paprika, pepper, celery salt and onion. Taste 
mixture, and, if desired, add extra seasoning; the 
amount will depend upon how much seasoning was used 
in the stock in which the chicken was cooked. Mix 
well and put into a well-greased bread pan or square 
baking dish. Brush top with egg and dot with bits of 
butter. Place in shallow pan of hot water. Bake in hot 
oven (400° F.) for about 1 hour. Baste occasionally 
with chicken stock, or with melted butter and water, 
half and half. Serve with Mushroom Sauce.

Mushroom Sauce
V* lb. mushrooms o r 2 tablespoons flour
1  cup canned mushrooms % cup chicken stock
2 tablespoons butter % cup mushroom stock

Sa lt and pepper

Wash and peel mushrooms and remove stems. Put 
stems and peelings in a little water and simmer for 15 
minutes. Strain. Cut mushroom caps in thin slices, saute 
in butter 5 minutes. Add flour and mix well. Add chick
en and mushroom stock and bring to boiling point,

By SARAH FIELD SPLINT
Director, McCall’s Department of 

Foods and Household Management

stirring constantly to prevent lumping. Season with salt 
and pepper.

If canned mushrooms are used instead of fresh ones, 
drain thoroughly. Slice, saute in butter and proceed as 
above.

Creamed Codfish with Baked Potato
1 package sa lt codfish 2 cups m ilk
(about 2 cups d ry  shredded) % teaspoon pepper 
4 tablespoons butter ys teaspoon paprika
3 tablespoons flour 1 egg

Wash codfish in warm water, then soak in cold water 
for several hours. Drain, cover with boiling water and 
cook slowly until tender. Shred (separate in small 
pieces). Melt butter, add flour and stir until smooth. 
Add milk gradually, stirring constantly to prevent lump
ing. Add pepper, paprika and fish. (Another method 
which some prefer is to add milk to the shredded fish, 
cook slowly 10 or 15 minutes, and then add butter, sea
sonings and flour.) Just before serving, add egg, beaten 
until light.

To insure mealy baked potatoes, crack them open or 
pierce them with a fork a few minutes before they are 
taken from the oven. This lets out the steam and al
lows them to dry out slightly.

Note: First serve each person with a baked potato. 
When it has been opened and the contents scooped out, 
the plates are returned to host or hostess and hot 
codfish is poured over the potato.

Ita lian  Spaghetti
4 m edium-sized onions 1 can tomato paste
1 clove garlic  1 No. 2 V6 can tomatoes
3 tablespoons butter Salt
3 tablespoons olive oil Pepper

Put onions and garlic through food chopper (using 
the finest cutter). Save every bit of juice. Put butter 
and olive oil in frying pan and heat until melted, but 
do not brown. Add onions and garlic and cook very 
slowly until done, but not brown. Add the tomato paste 
and the tomatoes which have been forced through a 
coarse sieve. Cook slowly until the mixture thickens to 
the consistency of thin cake batter. Add salt and pepper 
to taste. Can be made in advance and reheated in a 
double boiler.

Boil spaghetti according to directions on package. 
Serve very hot, pouring hot sauce over each portion. 
Pass grated Parmesan cheese, which may be 
sprinkled over top, if desired.

M acaroni and Mushrooms
2 cups elbow m acaroni 3 cups thin w hite sauce
% lb. mushrooms % cup grated choceo
1 pimiento Strips o f lean bacon

Cook macaroni in boiling salted water for 10 minutes. 
Wash and peel mushrooms and remove stems. Put 
stems and peelings in a little water and simmer for 15 
minutes to make stock. Slice mushroom caps and saute 
in butter for 5 minutes. Drain off water from the 
macaroni, add the mushrooms, pimiento, cut fine, and 
the highly seasoned white sauce, in which the cheese 
has been melted. Add Yz cup mushroom stock. Turn 
into casserole or baking dish, place strips of bacon over 
top and a few whole mushrooms. Bake in a hot oven 
(400° F.) 30 to 40 minutes. Place under the flame for 
a few minutes if necessary to finish browning the ba
con and mushrooms.

Glazed Sweet Potatoes
G medium-sized sweet 1  cup brown sugar

potatoes V* cup w ater2 tablespoons butter

Wash potatoes thoroughly and cook, without paring, 
in boiling, salted water until they can be pierced with a 
fork. Drain and peel while hot, removing all discolored 
spots. Cut in halves, lengthwise, and arrange in a well- 
buttered baking dish. Make a syrup by boiling the sugar 
and water together five minutes, then add the butter. 
Pour this syrup over the potatoes. Bake in moderate 
oven until the potatoes are browned, basting frequent
ly with the syrup. Serve in dish in which they are 
cooked.

Note: Delicious with cold ham or fowl.

Curried Chicken
1 boiled chicken 2 tablespoons curry powder
4 tablespoons shortening 4 tablespoons flour2 tablespoons chopped onion % teaspoon salt1 clove garlic , chopped % teaspoon pepper

teaspoon ginger 3 cups chicken stock

Cut meat from bones of chicken keeping it in large 
pieces. Melt shortening, add onion, garlic and ginger 
and cook until golden brown. Add curry powder, flour, 
salt and pepper and mix until smooth. Add stock gradu
ally and cook until mixture thickens, stirring constant
ly to prevent lumping. [Turn to page 34]
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Sponge Cake Sur
prise—  The cen
ters o f cup cakes 
are scooped out and 
the cav ities are 
filled with fresh or 
cooked fru it which 
is then topped with  
w hipped cream, 
i f  desired. Or the 
filling can be ice 
cream with a spe

cial sauce

WHAT SHALL WE HAVE FOR DESSERTV

THE other day when I  was planning dinner, I  found 
myself groaning inwardly: “Oh, dear, what shall I 
have for dessert.” Now this is a sure sign of lazi

ness in anyone whose business it is to work with foods 
all day long; so taking myself firmly in hand I  said 
severely, “Never let me catch you wasting time like 
this again. Make out a list at once of the simple Dessert 
Families and hang it up in the kitchen as a reminder 
that the dessert course is the easiest of all to plan.”

At the right is my list. When one remembers that pies, 
fruits and frozen desserts might also have been added to 
it, one realizes how easy it would be to have a different 
dessert every day in the month.

Sponge Cake Surprise
3 egg yolks Vi teaspoon grated
Vz cup sugar lemon rind
Vs tablespoon lemon juice % cup flour 
3 egg whites Vs teaspoon salt

Beat egg yolks until thick; add sugar gradually. Add 
lemon juice and rind and stiffly-beaten egg whites. Fold 
in flour, mixed and sifted with the salt. Bake in cup cake 
pans in moderate oven (325° F.) 20 to 25 minutes. 
When cool, scoop out centers. Fill with fresh fruit or a 
fruit mixture, as below, topping with whipped cream; 
or fill with ice cream and top with chocolate, butter
scotch or fruit sauce.

Pineapple and Marshmallow Filling
1 cup crushed pineapple Vz cup marshmallows 

cut in quarters
Combine and let stand in refrigerator to chill. Marsh

mallows will soften slightly. Fill cake shells and top 
with whipped cream if desired.

Fruit Cobbler
% cup shortening 2 % teaspoons baking
Vz cup sugar powder
1 egg % teaspoon salt
1 % cups flour % cup milk

2 cups fruit
Cream shortening, add sugar and well-beaten egg. 

Mix thoroughly. Mix and sift flour, baking powder and 
salt, and add alternately with the milk to the first mix
ture. Cover the bottom of a greased, shallow baking dish 
with prepared fruit: (fresh berries—pick over, wash 
and drain; canned berries—must be thoroughly drained 
of their juice; fresh peaches—peel and slice; canned 
peaches—drain off juice; fresh apricots—remove pits 
and halve them; canned apricots—drain off juice; can
ned cherries—drain off juice). Sprinkle with sugar if 
fruit is especially tart. Pour the prepared batter over 
fruit in pan. Bake in moderate oven (350° F.) about 30 
to 35 minutes. Serve with sauce made from juics drained 
from fruit, or with a lemon sauce.

B y  D O R O T H Y  K I R K

N ine Dessert Families
Sponge Cake Desserts
Cobblers
Tapiocas
Gelatines (especially Spanish Creams) 
Custards (baked and  soft)
Blanc M anges (or cornstarch desserts) 
B read Puddings 
Rice Puddings
Escalloped F ru it  Puddings ( “ B etty’s” )

Sauces
Fruit Sauce: Thicken juice drained from fruit by 

adding 1 tablespoon cornstarch mixed with cold water 
to each cup of juice. Cook until thick and smooth.

Lemon Sauce: Mix y2 cup sugar and 1 tablespoon 
cornstarch and add 1 cup boiling water gradually, stir
ring constantly. Boil 5 minutes, remove from fire, add 
2 tablespoons butter, 1 y2 tablespoons lemon juice, few 
grains of salt and a little nutmeg.

Molasses Tapioca Pudding
4 cups water 
% cup granulated 

tapioca
% teaspoon salt 
6 apples, peeled and 

quartered

Vi cup molasses 
% cup raisins 
% cup sugar 
% teaspoon nutmeg 
Vi teaspoon cinnamon 
2 tablespoons butter

Bring water to boiling point, add tapioca, salt and 
molasses and cook in double boiler for 15 minutes, stir
ring occasionally. Cover the bottom of baking dish with 
apple quarters and raisins. Sprinkle with sugar, nutmeg 
and cinnamon mixed together. Dot with bits of butter. 
Pour tapioca mixture over all and bake in moderate oven 
(350° F.) until apples are tender. Serve hot or cold with 
lemon sauce.

F ruit Tapioca
Vs cup granulated 4 cups hot water

tapioca 1% cups apricots
% cup sugar (canned or stewed)
% teaspoon salt

Mix tapioca, sugar and salt together and cook in hot 
water in double boiler, 15 minutes, stirring frequently. 
Remove from fire and fold in apricots. Chill. Serve in 
sherbet glasses and garnish with whipped cream. If  
fresh fruit is used, it should be sweetened to taste and

allowed to stand y  hour or more. Any fruit juice may 
be used as part of the liquid. Instead of apricots any 
soft fruit may be used, such as fresh peaches—peeled 
and sliced; canned peaches—thoroughly drained of 
juice; canned pineapple, etc.

Spanish Cream
1 Vi tablespoons gelatine Few grains salt
2 tablespoons milk 2 cups scalded milk
4 egg yolks 1 teaspoon vanilla
Vi cup sugar 4 egg whites

Soak gelatine in cold milk 5 minutes. Beat egg yolks 
and add sugar and salt. Mix well. Combine with scalded 
milk and cook over hot water, stirring constantly, until 
mixture thickens like custard. Add gelatine and stir 
until dissolved. Strain and cool. When partly cool add 
vanilla and fold in stiffly-beaten egg whites. Turn into 
molds which have been dipped in cold water. Chill until 
firm.

Mocha Sponge
2 tablespoons gelatine % cup sugar
% cup cold water 3 egg whites
2 cups strong, hot coffee Few grains salt 

Chopped Pecans
Soak gelatine in cold water 5 minutes. Add to hot 

coffee and stir until dissolved. Add sugar. Strain into a 
bowl and allow to cool. When it has thickened slightiy, 
set in pan of ice water and beat until stiff. Add stiffly- 
beaten egg whites and beat until it will hold its shape. 
Turn into a mold which has been dipped in cold water 
or pile lightly in sherbet glasses. Sprinkle chopped 
pecans over the top and chill thoroughly. Serve with 
whipped cream.

Baked Custard
4 cups milk Few grains salt
5 eggs 1 teaspoon vanilla
Vi cup sugar Grated nutmeg

Scald milk in double boiler. Beat eggs slightly; add 
sugar and salt. Pour scalded milk over egg mixture slow
ly; add vanilla. Stir well. Pour into greased custard cups 
and sprinkle with nutmeg. Place cups in shallow pan of 
water and bake in moderate oven (350° F.) about 30 
minutes, or until a pointed knife, inserted in center of 
custard, comes out clean.

Caramel Custard—Melt y2 cup sugar in heavy fry
ing pan, stirring constantly until melted to a light brown 
syrup. Add y  cup boiling water and boil 5 minutes. 
Put 1 tablespoon syrup in bottom of each custard cup 
before pouring in the custard. Bake as above. When 
custard is cold and ready to serve turn out on dessert 
plate; the caramel will run down over custard like a 
sauce.

If  preferred, carmelized sugar may be added to the 
custard mixture. In this case omit [Turn to page 45]
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eyes; nh\ng mlo Q /o
appraisingly. Yours smiling back . . . confidently . . . 
there in the flattering glow o f  that rose-shaded lamp.

But in the clear, white light o f out-of-doors, your 
confidence deserts you. Now you feel his eyes pene
trating your skilful make-up, detecting each tiny 

blemish, your coarsened pores, the dryness, the 
dullness o f your skin.

At that moment, you admit to yourself that your 

own neglect has dimmed the natural loveliness of 
your complexion.- At that moment, too, you resolve

A  cold cream that leaves the skin transparently clear 
• . . a fin ish ing  cream that imparts a velvety softness.

that tonight — and every night — before you put your 
head on the pillow, you will thoroughly cleanse your 
face with Woodbury’s, the Cold Cream that melts at 
skin temperature. So effective, you know, because it 
penetrates down into the pore-depths, making it easy 
for you to rub out the day’ 9  accumulation of dust and 
dirt, powder and rouge — impurities that cause black
heads and blemishes, a skin that is cloudy and dull.

Then for day-time use—and as a powder base—you 
have Woodbury’s Facial Cream. Fluffy and quite

greaseless, it keeps your skin soft and pliable — pro
tects it against outdoor exposure.

The two Woodbury Creams come to you from the 
makers o f Woodbury’s Facial Soap — authorities on 
skin beauty and skin care. And, because so many 
women use these creams regularly, you will find them 
on sale everywhere. Or, we will send you a trial set 
and Woodbury’s Facial Soap, upon receipt o f 25c 
in stamps or coin. The Andrew Jergens Company, 
Dept. M -l, Cincinnati, Ohio.

--------------------------------------------------------------------------------- «s-
T H E  T W O  W O O D B U R Y  C R E A M S

©  1930, The Andrew Jergens Company

WOODBURY’S COLD CREAM . . . caressingly soft 
WOODBURY’S FACIAL CREAM . . . refreshing,greaseless
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NG BEAUTY

“ D arling ,  look at the dentist's hill l "

W HILE we are looking around for short cuts to 
loveliness, we too often overlook the impor
tance of obvious things like 

well-cared-for mouth and teeth. Per
haps this is because there are no short 
cuts to the preservation of beautiful 
teeth. By beautiful teeth I do not 
mean perfectly shaped and spaced 
teeth, by the way. Little differences 
in conformation and arrangement of 
teeth, as long as these imperfections 
do not interfere with the work that 
teeth and gums must do, are as im
portant in individualizing character as 
the shape of the nose or the setting 
of the eyes.

One authority on oral hygiene de
clared, “The first thing to remember 
in acquiring good healthy teeth is to 
choose the right father and mother!”
It isn’t the purpose of this article to 
discuss the importance of inheritance 
or even the necessity of watchful 
care of children’s teeth. These, alas, 
are things which we grown-ups can
not influence for our own advantage.
In adults, beautiful teeth may be kept 
only by two methods: first, regular 
visits to a good dentist for repair and 
prophylaxis, and second, the right 
kind of daily oral hygiene.

THAT term “oral hygiene” is conr 
venient, because it means so many 

things. It means the right kind of brush, not too stiff 
or too soft, not too large or too small, shaped to 
push food particles out from interstices and crevices of 
teeth and gums. I t means proper brushing at least twice 
a day—morning and evening—with a sweeping motion, 
as one authority puts it, exactly as we sweep a floor, alo?ig 
the crevices, not across them. Always brush the teeth 
from the gums to the cutting edge. Scrub the grinding 
surface of the molars. Oral hygiene means using a good 
dentifrice with powers to aid this brushing process and 
to make it pleasant besides. I t means rinsing afterwards 
with an antiseptic or cleansing mouthwash to carry 
away the unwanted food particles and micro-organisms.

Without oral hygiene smiling may lose the quality of 
dazzling loveliness it should have. Without your den
tist’s watchful care, facial contours may be blurred and 
mouths grow unattractive. Your dentist is the best 
friend your mouth and teeth have. Granted that den
tists cling to varying and controversial theories of 
hygiene and care. Granted that all are not equally pffi- 
cient. Granted that they may be expensive, especially 
after teeth and gums have been continuously neglected. 
Yet these men and women still remain vital to your 
health and your beauty. And when you think of a visit 
to the dentist as an ordeal, as a tiresome necessity, as 
a painful encounter to be postponed or avoided, if pos
sible, you are undermining loveliness by one of the 
surest ways I can think of.

This article isn’t a discussion of diseases traceable 
to infected teeth and gums. Though we should remem
ber that the mouth, moist and warm as it is, forms the 
body’s most perfect harbor for disease germs. One ex
pert has called these germs with the long names and 
virulent capacities “opportunists” because they wait for

N ot so much an ordeal as a way to preserve beauty

In the past few years those who have made oral 
hygiene their life work have contributed many and in
teresting experiments to the subject. The polishing 
agent in a dentifrice is, of course, all important. I t has 
been found that constant brushing of the teeth cross
wise with nothing more powerful than water and a stiff 
brush may in time cause an abrasion in the enamel. No 
dentifrice scientifically compounded should, in itself, 
scratch the enamel if used correctly. And no reputable 
dentifrice does. But it should help you to keep your 
teeth and mouth sweet and clean. Present-day denti
frices have built their reputations along the lines of 
certain theories of oral hygiene. An alkaline quality is 
said to counteract some of the effects of acid activity in 
the mouth and to dissolve fatty food substances. The 
stimulant action of certain chemical ingredients is the 
basis of another type. The effect on the gums of various 
antiseptics and drugs that check bleeding is given as the 
basic principle behind another type. Others tend to stim
ulate production of the saliva. Still another type has 
an acid action similar to the stimulating acid action of 
fruits in our diet.

ALL experts agree, however, that a dentifrice fails in its 
function if its business is not primarily cleansing. 

The experts I talked to tell us that gum massage is of 
paramount importance. It is easier to massage the gums 
with a dentifrice spread over them. Either your brush 
or your fingertip may be used. They also agreed that the 
night cleansing is by far the most important one. During 
the night accumulations of micro-organisms get in their 
deadly work. They are not disturbed by natural mouth 
movements of eating, drinking or normal rinsing of the 
saliva. Rinsing the mouth before retiring with a good Throw away your worn-out brushes

By HILDEGARDE FILLMORE
Illustrated by H arry Beckhoff

mouthwash is certainly a direct aid in subdu
ing this disease germ activity. In this connec
tion the Government has required that 
preparations of this type actually kill certain 
germs within a given time limit and under 

certain conditions of strength and dilution, before they 
may be labeled “antiseptic” on the container. Many 
people wise in ways of oral hygiene spread paste or 
powder on the gums in massaging them, and leave it on 
all night. The morning brushing is, of course, a deter
rent to any formation of unhealthful deposit left in 
the mouth at night.

YOUR equipment for oral hygiene and beauty of the 
teeth should be just as carefully selected as your 

creams and lotions or your hairdresser. And why, oh why, 
do we use a toothbrush after its period of usefulness is 
over? Think how constantly the bristles of a toothbrush 
are exercised. Like any other tool, they are weakened by 
use. I wonder if women think as much about buying a 
pair of toothbrushes, as they do, say, of a permanent 
wave? For, of course, you should have at least two, so 
that one will always be dry and fresh for use. Your 
hair, even after a poor wave, can be coaxed back to 
health again because it regrows, but your teeth once 
weakened by neglect can only be repaired by skillful 
and costly dental work. I ’ll wager that most of us spend 
money cheerfully on such obvious beauty comforts as 

waves—yet don’t we always resent 
the dentist’s bill just a little? It 
won’t be long before we are forced 
to change our point of view. The 
type of food civilized people eat 
fails to give the teeth and gums the 
kind of rough work they need. Often 
young people who are satisfied that 
their teeth have been cared for find 
after they reach maturity that the 
gums present a serious problem. 
Watch the teething baby with his 
zwieback— Your teeth, too, need 
more coarse, chewy foods than mod
ern cookery, reflecting modem taste, 
can ever give them.

No short cuts have ever been de
vised for preserving beautiful teeth. 
Daily care and regular visits to the 
dentist are the irreducible minimum 
for smiling beauty.

When we remember how depend
ent smiling beauty is on good teeth 
and healthy mouths—it's something 
to think about, isn’t it?

Next month we’re traveling up
wards—to foreheads. Whether it’s 
features, or figures, complexions or 

cosmetics, there’s an answer to your personal beauty 
problem. We’ll find it for you if you write us about it. 
(Send a two-cent stamp for postage.)

an opportune time to attack. Times when we’re 
overtired, undernourished, or otherwise low in resistance. 
One investigator declared that more than 50% of human 
ailments arise from a source in the mouth.

If you have never thought of brushing your teeth, 
rinsing your mouth and massaging the gums as part of 
your beauty care, try thinking of it in this light. A 
cosmetic, in the broadest sense of the word, is anything 
used externally to beautify. In this age we demand 
efficiency and an agreeable quality in our creams 
and lotions. We demand these qualities in our denti
frices and our mouthwashes. A flavor that is pleasant 
to one, however, is another’s particular aversion. If you 
have never liked a rose odor, for example, you may pass 
up a face powder exactly suited to your skin. If you 
don’t like the taste of a dentifrice, all the good cleans
ing qualities in the world may not affect your choice of it. 
The manufacturers of dentifrices have made various 
experiments and in general paid a good deal of atten

tion to this question of flavoring. Their 
aim is, of course, to strike a flavor that 
will be clean and refreshing and will 
appeal to the greatest number of users.
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BRILLIANT, bewitching, beautiful, Lady Buchan- 
an-Jardine leads the gay whirl of smart young 

English society. At balls and dances at exclusive night 
clubs . . . famous race meetings . . . hunting and house 
parties . . . everywhere her blonde beauty reigns tri
umphant. She is of the fairest English type, with eyes 
of delphinium blue and hair of gleaming gold.

Her exquisite skin is much admired for its rose-petal 
delicacy of texture and coloring. For Lady Buchanan- 
Jardine gives it the utmost care.

“Here in England,” she says, “a womari’s complexion 
is the index of her chic. Smart women follow a daily 
regime to keep their skin fine, firm, fresh and clear.

“Simple care is always best,” she adds with her daz
zling smile, “so I follow Pond’s Method of home treat
ment of the skin. I t is easy, satisfactory, complete.” 

Lady Buchanan-Jardine likes all Pond’s four prep
arations. Cold Cream “cleanses so thoroughly” . . .  
Tissues “remove Cream gently” . . . bracing Freshener 
is “just the skin tonic we all need” . . .  Vanishing Cream 
is “exquisite to protect the delicate texture of the skin.”

' S o c ie t y  b e a u t i e s  everywhere follow these simple 
sure steps of Pond’s Method:

During the day—first, for complete cleansing, gen
erously apply Pond’s Cold Cream over face and neck. 
P at in with quick,caressing upward and outward strokes. 
Let the fine oils penetrate every pore and float the 
dirt to  the surface. Do this several times during the 
day, always after exposure.

Second—wipe away all cream and dirt with Pond’s 
Cleansing Tissues. They are sc ' much softer, more 
absorbent.

Third—soak cotton with Pond’s Skin Freshener. 
Briskly dab your skin. This mild astringent banishes 
oiliness, closes pores, tones and firms.

Last—smooth on Pond’s Vanishing Cream for powder 
base and exquisite finish.

A t Bedtime—cleanse your skin thoroughly with Cold 
Cream and wipe away with Tissues. I f  your skin is 
dry, leave a little cream on overnight.

A n  e n c j l i s h  ( B e a u t y  L e a d s  t h e  s m a r t  

i |O U iiy j A a c i r i c j  S e t
Pond's fam ous Two Creams,  Cleansing Tissues and S k in  Freshener.

L A  D Y  B U C H A i A l ’ J A R D I M E
SEND i o <4 FOR T R IA L  SIZ E S

P o n d ’s E x t r a c t  C o m p a n y , Dept. A 
I I I  Hudson S t r e e t ................................................. New York City

Name.

Street.

City. .State.
Copyright 1930 , Pond's Extract Company
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Rip Van Winkles

©  ig2Q Metropolitan Life Insurance Co.

E M  E M B ER Washington Irving's lovable, irresponsible Rip  
V an  W in\le? How persistently he tricked himself! Time and 
again when temptation was too strong and nature too wea\, 

he would lift his glass and say, “ I  won't count this one".

T HERE are many Rip Van Winkles 
in the world right now—some are 

weak in self-control; some are sadly 
behind the times in a matter of vital 
importance to them. They are the 
unfortunates among the million dia
betics in the United States today.

Old Rip’s giant spree put him to sleep 
for twenty years —  but “food sprees" 
are bringing death to present-day Rip 
Van Winkles because they lack self- 
control or lack knowledge as to what 
insulin can do for them.

Thanks to insulin, a diabetic is 
not confined nowadays to a 
scanty, spirit-breaking diet. He 
can have varied and much more 
a p p e tiz in g  food  th an  w as  
allowed in the old days. But 
even now, if he fails to  find out 
what he should eat and drink 
—  or if he fails to be steadfast 
in obeying orders —  he practi
cally commits suicide.

When diabetes attacks, it has 
come to stay. It rarely gives up.
A  diabetic has one of tw o  
choices, either to put up a 
cheerful, continuous fight or 
weakly surrender. Halfway  
d efense sp e lls  defeat. But a 
courageous, unyielding fight is 
almost sure to win.

One great danger is that with 
the aid of insulin and correct 
diet, the diabetic feels so much 
better that he is lulled into

a false sense of security. He takes 
liberties with his diet or neglects to 
take the insulin as directed. Then, 
with crushing swiftness, diabetes may 
claim another victim.

Thousands of diabetics are not even 
aware of the fact that they are in 
danger because they have not had a 
physical examination which would 
have revealed the presence o f this old 
enemy of mankind and because, also, 
during most of its course, diabetes is 
painless.

O f the 20,000 deaths caused by. 
diabetes last year in the United 
States, 8,000 were of the acute 
typeendingincoma. Yeta world- 
famous specialist says, “Dia
betic coma is always preventable 
and nearly always curable . . . 
Many of my patients have actu
ally lived longer than would 
have been expected of them had 
they been normal, healthy 
people”.

* * * *

The deathrate from diabetes is 
rising. It can be forced down
ward. The Metropolitan’s book
let, “Diabetes,” together with 
recently published information 
for physicians and their patients 
on prevention o f diabetic coma, 
will be mailed free on request.

Ask for Booklet 130-M.

M e t r o p o l it a n  L if e  I n s u r a n c e  C o m p a n y
FREDERICK H. ECKER, P r e s id e n t ^  ONE MADISON AVE., NEW YORK, N.Y.

SU PPER  S P E C IA L T IE S
[Continued from page 20]

A  covered casserole w ill keep food hot a long time

Shortly before serving add chicken 
and cook over hot water until chicken 
is thoroughly heated.

Note: Curried chicken is served 
with boiled rice, which must be hot 
and fluffy. Sometimes the rice is ar
ranged in a ring about the platter, 
with the chicken in the middle. Some
times rice and chicken are brought to 
the table in separate covered dishes. 
The host or hostess places a generous 
serving of rice on each plate, and 
covers it with the curried chicken.

Chutney is always passed, and some 
hostesses, following the Oriental cus
tom, serve small pickled onions, 
chopped peanuts and shredded coconut 
as well.

Shrimps a la New hurg
2 cups shrim ps V* teaspoon paprika
1  tablespoon lemon % tablespoon flour

ju ice 2 /3 cup thin cream
3 tablespoons butter 2 egg  yolks 
% teaspoon pepper

H  cup salted sh erry flavoring

Cut shrimps in halves (or they may 
be left whole), squeeze the lemon juice 
over them and let stand for 10 min
utes. Saute in butter for 5 minutes, 
add pepper, paprika and flour and cook
2 minutes longer. Add cream gradually 
and when mixture has thickened add 
lightly beaten egg yolks. Place over 
hot water. Just before serving, add 
sherry flavoring. Serve in pastry shells 
or on squares of crisp toast. Garnish 
with parsley. If unsalted flavoring is 
used, add teaspoon salt with the 
other seasonings.

H o t Gingerbread
% cup brown su gar % teaspoon baking
2 eggs, w ell beaten powder
% cup m olasses 1 % teaspoons
% cup melted cinnamon

shortening % teaspoon cloves
2 % cups flour . % teaspoon nutmeg
2 teaspoons soda 2 teaspoons ginger

1  cup boiling water

Mix sugar and eggs together thor
oughly and add molasses and melted 
shortening. Mix and sift flour, soda, 
baking powder and spices and add al
ternately with the boiling water to the 
first mixture. Mix thoroughly. Bake in 
greased individual pans or in a shal
low pan in a moderate oven (350° F.) 
30 to 40 minutes. Serve hot with 
whipped cream or chocolate sauce.

Note: Gingerbread may be mixed 
several hours before it is to be baked 
if these rules are faithfully followed: 
(1) Pour mixture into baking pan as 
soon as mixed. (2) Cover it closely 
with two layers of waxed paper, tying 
paper down around edges of pan. (3)

Lay a piece of cardboard on top and 
set in cool, dry place, preferably a 
refrigerator, until ready to bake.

Salmon Souffle
2 cups cooked % teaspoon pepper

salm on % teaspoon salt
2 tablespoons butter 1  teaspoon lemon 
2 tablespoons flour ju ice

cup m ilk 2 teaspoons Wor-
4 egg yo lks cestershire sauce

4 egg w hites

Mince salmon very fine. Melt but
ter, add flour and mix until smooth. 
Add milk gradually, stirring constant
ly until thick and smooth. Add well- 
beaten egg yolks, pepper, salt, lemon 
juice and Worcestershire. Mix with 
salmon. Beat egg whites until stiff and 
fold into salmon mixture. Put in 
greased baking dish, set in pan of hot 
water and bake in moderate oven 
(350° F.) 20 to 25 minutes. Serve 
immediately.

Scalloped Oysters
1  quart of oysters 2  tablespoons butter 

(including iiquor) % teaspoon sa lt 
1  cup fine bread % teaspoon pepper 

crumbs D ash o f  nutmeg
X cup fine cracker 1  tablespoon finely 

crum bs minced parsley
2 cups thin cream

Drain liquor from oysters, reserving 
one-fourth cup. Mix bread and crack
er crumbs, and cover bottom of a well- 
buttered baking dish with a layer of 
the crumbs and a layer of oysters. Dot 
with bits of butter, season with salt, 
pepper, dash of nutmeg, and a sprink
ling of parsley and moisten with a 
little of the oyster liquor. Add another 
layer of crumbs, then remaining oys
ters. Dot with bits of butter, season 
as before and moisten with rest of 
oyster liquor, cover with a thin layer 
of crumbs. (The dish should be three- 
fourths full.) Dot with butter, and 
pour cream over oysters. Bake in 
moderate oven (300°—350° F.) about 
45 minutes, or until crumbs are brown.

Note: Never have more than two 
layers of oysters; if three layers are 
used, the middle layer is only partially 
cooked when the other layers are ex
actly right.

Time Saving Ideas
Most of these dishes can be prepared 

in advance and, just before supper, 
can be re-heated or popped into the 
oven for a final cooking. Practise your 
specialty on the family before you try 
it on the guests and thus relieve your
self of any possible anxiety as to its 
success.



M cC A L L ’S M A G A Z IN E  J A N U A R Y  1930 35

JVIothers 
acclaim this

gentle dentifrice 
for children’s 

teeth
W e n  little teeth are 

coming in "for keeps” it is important 
that from the outset they be kept clean, 
healthy and unmarred.

Don't be in a hurry to select a tooth 
paste for your youngster to use. Study 
the claims and the action of all. Eventu
ally, we believe, you will come to Lister- 
ine Tooth Pasfe as so many thousands of 
mothers have done.

For this modern dentifrice, made by the 
makers of Listerine, is distinguished for 
its thorough cleansing qualities and its 
gentle, safe action.

Contained in it are cleansing and pol
ishing agents of amazingly, fine texture 
that are harder than tartar and conse
quently remove it. Yet, they are softer 
than the precious enamel which they 
clean, therefore do not harm it.

In solution they wash every facet of 
each tooth. They sweep out decaying 
matter. They remove discolorations and 
tartar. They penetrate tiny crevices be
tween the teeth. They give enamel a 
marvelous luster.

Because of its safety, careful mothers 
choose Listerine Tooth Paste for use by 
their children. Adults, too, by thousands, 
have discarded older and costlier favorites 
for this new dentifrice that gives results 
immediately apparent.

Incidentally, at 15 ji it saves you about 
$3 per year compared to dentifrices in the 
50̂  class. Lambert Pharmacal Company, 
St. Louis, Mo., U. S. A.

Proud of her teeth ten years from now?

Buy baby a  doll with  
what you save

There are so many things you can buy baby 
with that $3 you save by using Listerine Tooth 
Paste at 15 i  instead of dentifrices in the 50  ̂
class. A doll is merely a suggestion.

LISTERINE TOOTH PASTE
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In  a room w ith  
ro u g h  p la s te r  
w a lls  and long 
w indow s, single 
curtains o f dull 
r o s e  a n d  g o ld  
damask are looped 
up w ith graceful 
a n t i  q u e d iron 

hold-backs.

C u r t a i n  r o d s  
which swing in
w a r d  so lve  the  
problem o f the bed
room w ith case
m en t w in d o w  s. 
The m arquisette 
c u r ta i n s  h a v e  
p in k  cro s sbars 

and p/eatings.

EVERY CURTAIN HAS
N

T ODAY’S curtains are like women's clothes—their 
style depends on suitability, restrained trimming, 
careful workmanship and harmonious accessories. 

If  a room is furnished with rather handsome formal 
pieces, you will want a valance at each window, and 
your over-hangings will reach the floor. Probably you 
will line them with a warm-toned plain material which 
blends with the dominant color in the curtain fabric, 
and against the glass there will be a second set of cur
tains made of net, organdie or some other thin material.

But in a room where simplicity and that happy “used” 
feeling are the keynote you will avoid elaboration; the 
windows, if small or moderate in size, will have only one 
set of curtains, ending at the sill. They will be finished 
at the top with a gathered or pleated heading extending 
three-quarters of an inch above the rod; or a valance 
built on the most restrained lines will cover the tops 
of the window frames. To look well, curtains of this 
type must be twice as wide as the window, and must 
be cut on the line of a drawn thread; otherwise they 
will sag unevenly at the bottom when they have hung 
a few weeks.

Many materials are adapted to both formal and in
formal interiors. The finished length, the lining or absence 
of lining, the treatment at the rod-line and the accessories 
define the permanent character of curtains.

Draw curtains are practical in rooms where it is nec
essary to regulate the light and air frequently. They are 
especially attractive on a cold night when, drawn to
gether, they bring into the room a sense of coziness only 
equaled by the cheery flames of a log fire.

When two sets of curtain rods are used at a window, 
or when the rod of a single pair of curtains makes an 
ugly line, a valance can be counted on to hide all de
fects. Valances are made either of the curtain material, 
or of wood, wall board or pressed metal. Fabric valances 
must be lined and for a small room no pleats or gathers 
are permitted as they make an ungraceful projection 
which causes the room to look even smaller.

Valance boards are usually from four to six inches 
wide, depending on the height of the window. They are 
made to fit closely over the sides of the frames and are 
constructed of thin wood or of wall board. To this foun
dation any one of a variety of decorations can be ap
plied—wall paper, paint, stain, or lacquer.

L eft— French blue rayon moire is used for over-curtains 
in a richly-furnished living-room. They are lined with  
old gold, and the valance and hold-backs are o f pressed 

brass. Solid brass tassels weight the draw  cords.

Below— For this wide window a w a ll paper bor
der, which harmonizes w ith  the old-fashioned 
chintz, was pasted on a painted valance board. 

The voile glass curtains are hemstitched.

Below— The cornice o f wide wood molding has been 
boxed out three inches at the high window frames to 
form a valance board. Organ-fold pleats add dis- Below— Dotted Swiss curtains have glass hold-

tinction to the large-figured cretonne hangings. backs and a valance board covered w ith w a ll paper.
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B u t t e r  so sweet... fragrant 
so deliciously

Sw ift’s Brookfield
F A R M  A N D  D A I R Y  P R O D U C T S

Straight from spotless creameries . . 
with a new-churned goodness you 

always can depend upon
N EVER before have women 

had this assurance in buying 
butter . . . The dependable good
ness, the unvarying freshness of 
Swift’sBrookfield Creamery Butter 
—everywhere . . . always!

Snowy creameries in twenty- 
three states churn it from graded, 
tested cream.

Immaculate refrigerator cars 
carry it quickly, directly to the 
town in which you live. There are 
no in-between steps, no delays. 

Swift &. Company’s own trained

experts speed its delivery, protect 
its quality, straight through from 
the churn to your dealer.

Delivered so quickly, guarded 
so carefully, Swift’s Brookfield 
Creamery Butter comes to your 
dealer—and to you—with a ll its 

_ new-churned freshness.
Dealers in your town carry 

Swift’s Brookfield Creamery But
ter. Buy a package today—and 
learn the difference in butter that 
is always creamery jresh!

Swift &. Company
You w ill  f in d  the same dependable high 
quality in  Brookfield Eggs and  Brookfield 
Cheese. A sk  for them by name.
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traight from ermont
comes the sap 

th is syrup its RichTlrue 
Maple Flavor • -

Penick and Ford, Ltd., Inc., Dept. D-3 
B urlington, Vermont.
I  enclose 1<X for generous sam ple bottle 
o f V erm ont Maid Syrup and  recipe folder.

Send 1 (k for generous sample

D EEP in the heart of Vermont are maple 
trees which produce the world’s finest 

sap . . . from this famous spot comes the sap 
that gives Vermont Maid Syrup the rich true 
maple taste you love.

Poured over waffles or pancakes, the warm, 
rich color of Vermont Maid Syrup is a de
light to the eye; the smoother,deeper, 
true maple tang is a treat for the 
palate. Made from pure maple sugar, 
blended with pure cane sugar to bring 
out the flavor, you can buy no finer 
syrup for your table.

The subtle, delicate, true maple flavor o f Ver
mont Maid Syrup enhances the goodness of 
many familiar dishes. You will like it over 
ice cream and custard. You will also enjoy 
it with biscuit, corn bread and mush for the 
true rich tang of Vermont Maid Syrup 
makes these familiar foods taste like special 

delicacies.
Ask your grocer for Vermont 

Maid Syrup. It comes in attractive 
glass jugs, ready to put on the 
table. Penick and Ford, Ltd., 
Inc., Burlington, Vermont.

D elica te  brown cakes. .. enriched 
w ith  bu tter. . .  glowing in golden  
pools of rich, transparent Ver
mont M a id  Syrup . . . w h at fitter  
trea t could you offer your fam ily?

V e r m o n t  M a i d  S y r u p
MADE IN V E R M O N T  BY VERMONTERS
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] DIDN'T MEAN TOl
c fs  t h o u g h t l e s s n e s s  w o r th  u n p o p u l a r i t y  ?

I  D ID N ’T mean 
to spoil it— I 
didn’t mean to 

hurt her feelings—I 
didn’t mean to let you do it. I t is end
less. Young, people are the most fre
quent offenders, though older ones are 
by no means guiltless of a thousand 
unthinking carelessnesses.

The fundamental rule of Etiquette 
is: do nothing that can offend the 
taste or feelings of others. To this may 
be added: do nothing to destroy the 
pleasure or the possessions of others.

Where lives the hostess who has not 
had her table and mantel edges burned 
with cigars and cigarettes, or marred 
with rings made by wet glasses? The 
ruined surface of a prized piece of 
furniture makes not the least impres
sion upon the property-destroying van
dal who didn’t mean to!

TO SEE something of value charred 
or marred is agony to anyone appre

ciative of beauty, and to the owners, 
destruction of their property is not 
easily borne. True, property destruc
tion is quite as often the result of igno
rance as of carelessness. Those who 
have never been taught better, do not 
know that wet flower vases or drinking 
glasses mar permanently the surface of 
painted or polished wood. They do not 
know that ink is next to impossible to 
get out of a carpet or a hardwood 
floor, they don’t even know that a 
cigarette-burned table cannot be re
paired, nor that the burned hole in a 
sheet cannot be invisibly darned. They 
have no idea—apparently—that a 
tennis racket left in the rain is not 
merely wet, but ruined.

They don’t know that a transparent 
waterproof, and everything made of 
rubber, sticks together if it is rolled 
when wet and left in the bottom of a 
car, and that it will tear when the at
tempt is made to pull it apart. Nor do 
they know that a broken golf club may 
have been a dear treasure, not easily 
replaced.

Some men visitors are marked of
fenders. They think nothing of using a 
fine towel as a shoe rag, or tracking 
fishing boots across a fine carpet.

The careless fruit-eater is also a 
property destroyer when he gets fruit 
juice on a fine napkin, since getting 
the stain out can only be accomplished 
by the use of strong preparations 
which injure the fiber of the linen.

The borrower who is not a returner 
of books, would be horrified if it were 
suggested that he edges on dishonesty. 
And yet what is the difference be
tween the thief who takes what is not 
his with deliberate intent, and the per
son who takes a book out of his friend’s 
library and does not bother to bring it

back? You can abuse 
your own posses
sions if you want to. 
But to take all the 

care you can of the property of others, 
is merely commonest honesty.

Another form of carelessness that 
mars other persons’ pleasure is indiffer
ence about time. Certain people who 
are invariably late, go through life 
spoiling good dinners, straining good 
tempers, and wasting the time of 
others. Such inconsiderateness is a 
form of inexcusable and unadulterated 
selfishness.

Ten minutes is the outside limit 
that any hostess should ever ask her 
assembled dinner guests to wait for 
one who is late—no matter who the 
late one may be. In fact anyone of 
proper sensibility prefers that his un
avoidable tardiness should not in any 
way inconvenience others.

The careless Didn’t-mean-to or 
Won’t-think-about-others looks at a 
family portrait and exclaims: “Oh, 
look j,t the goose-necked girl!’’ or 
“Who on earth is old whiskers?” They 
will walk up to Susie and Mary stand
ing side by side and say, “Oh, Mary, 
will you come to a party I ’m giving 
next Tuesday?” leaving Susie out of 
consideration entirely. Or “Mary, don’t 
you want to join our sewing circle?” 
No invitation to Susie.

But a far more usual example of 
“don’t mean to” unthinkingness is the 
belittling remark made to an intimate 
friend or relative in public. Mothers 
and sisters are usually the worst of
fenders. “John, where did you get that 
terrible-looking suit?” “Jenny, you’ve 
got a big hole in the back of your 
stocking!” “Johnny, when did you 
shave last?” “Elizabeth, you certainly 
are awkward! Now don’t begin to get 
silly because that Harold Handsome is 
looking at you!”

With the result that Johnny but
tons up the jacket of his suit, and 
sinking his chin into his collar, at first 
opportunity slinks out of sight. Jenny 
with face crimson and muscles jarred 
out of control, upsets the cream pitcher 
or tripping, falls flat.

THE gauche and awkward—or are 
they knowingly malicious—say for 

instance to a girl: “I knew you would 
be here because you could see John 
Richman’s car parked here, from your 
house.” Or mischievously, “I saw your 
husband the other night with a very, 
very pretty woman!”

Were some one to say to these peo
ple, “You ruined her table,” “you 
spoiled the party,” “you hurt his pride,” 
or “you caused her great distress,” 
they’d answer in innocent surprise, 
“Oh, but I didn’t mean to !”

By EMILY POST

&  m i
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W e  predict fo r
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Housecleaning house
wives will exclaim over 
the way Fels-Naptha 
freshens painted wood
work and makes win
dow panes glitter.

L u m n e A .— .

There will be quite a 
little front porch talk 
of Fels-Naptha’s ability 
to keep summer dresses 
looking their best.

%
( P p A i t lu n i r i__

School clothes will once 
more swell the hamper 
— but that won’t worry 
the mothers who use 
Fels-Naptha.

1  y tf in te J o — _

Many thousand women 
will be delighted by the 
sweet - smelling sum
mery freshness that 
Fels-Naptha gives even 
to winter-dried clothes.

THIS prediction isn’t guesswork. Each year 
• more and more Fels-Naptha is sold . . . 

which means that each year thousands of women are 
discovering Fels-Naptha’s extra  help. It’s the extra  help 
of two active cleaners working together; not “just soap” 
but good golden soap hand-in-hand with plenty of dirt
loosening naptha. Let this be the year—and let today 
be the day (provided of course it’s not New Year’s Day) 
—that y o u  discover it. Get a few bars of Fels-Naptha 
Soap from your grocer and learn the comfort of having 
extra  help with every soap and water task.

„  ̂  ̂ extra help for 
millions of uuomen

S p e c ia l F ree  O ffer
Thousands of women have regularly chipped 
Fels-Naptha Soap into their washing ma
chines, tubs or basins, using just an ordinary 
kitchen knife. Some now find it easier to use 
the Fels-Naptha Chipper to get fresh golden 
chips containing plenty of naptha, made just 
as you need them. The Chipper— a simple, 
handy little device— will be sent you post
paid on request. Just mail the coupon!

F e l s  &  C ompany, Philadelphia, Pa. McC ,_3°
Please send me, free and prepaid, the handy Fels-Naptha Chipper 

offered in this advertisement.

Name____________________________________________________________ —

Street------------------------------------------------------------------------------

C ity__________________________________Slate-------------------------
© 1930,  Fels &  Co.
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A  S O D A  BATH 
W A SH ES A W A Y  

FATIGUE

You probably use Arm & 
Hammer Baking Soda for many 
things but have you tried it to 
remove the stiffness and sore
ness of overworked muscles? 
Here's how:

Fill your bathtub with warm 
water. Stir in a half-pound of 
Baking Soda. Relax in it for five 
or ten minutes. Don’t even wash.
Just lie there.

You can actually feel the soda 
working, loosening up your mus
cles, soothing you, resting you. 
When you are thoroughly com
fortable, get out and rub yourself 
dry. You’ll feel w onderfully 
reinvigorated.

Keep a few packages of Bak
ing Soda in the bathroom for 
this resting bath. It is very inex
pensive— costs but a few cents a 
package. Get it from your grocer.
To be sure of the best, ask for 
either Arm & Hammer or Cow 
Brand. The two are identical, both 
being pure Bicarbonate of Soda.

Business Established 
in the Year 1846

—  SEND FOR FREE BOOKLETS =

CHURCH & DWIGHT CO., Inc.
80 MAIDEN LANE, NEW YORK, N.Y. 

Please send me free one set of colored 
bird cards and booklets, 

p . j 7 [Please print name and address]
N a m e ...................................................................

A d d re s s ...............................................................

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

To give a pork 
ro a st a fine  
f la v o r  cook 
w ithou t w a
ter in an un
covered pan , 
and rub w ith  

salt

|i o w  To Cook Pork Roasts
T HE methods described in 

this article are the result 
of an intensive research 

carried on by Miss Child at the 
University of Minnesota Experi
ment Station at University Farm,
St. Paid.— The Editor.

Loin is the cut of pork most com
monly used for roasts, probably be
cause any size from 2 to 15 pounds— 
or more—can be purchased. You will 
find, however, that fresh ham, shoul
der, or Boston butt are also excellent 
cuts for roasting.

Remember that roasts cut from the 
different parts of the loin vary in price, 
and that if you are able to tell your 
market man exactly what you want 
you can take advantage of this differ
ence. The center cut of loin sells at 
the highest price, the whole loin at 
the lowest price, while the rib and loin 
ends fall between the two.

Fresh shoulder roasts cost less per 
pound than the loin. The meat is a 
little coarser in texture, but has a very 
good flavor. You can have it boned, if 
you like, and add a bread crumb dress
ing. Such a roast will delight the 
carver for it is as easy to slice as a 
loaf of bread.

Fresh ham from small hogs makes 
an excellent roast. If  it makes a larger 
roast than you need, cut a few steak 
slices from it, 
and p r e p a r e  
braised steak.

Braised Pork 
S t e a k :  Wipe 
meat and sea
son with salt 
and pepper. Dip 
in fine b r e a d  
crumbs, then in 
beaten egg and 
again in bread 
crumbs. Brown 
on both sides 
using a little 
fat in the pan.
Add ]/i cup of 
water; c o o k  
slowly 50 min
utes. T h icken

B y  A L I C E  M . C H I L D

Division of Home Economics 
University of Minnesota

liquid for gravy. A steak from the 
shoulder or from a fresh ham may be 
prepared in this way.

Pork butts (Boston butts) mak^ de
licious roasts and cost less per pound 
than loin. Butt roasts weigh from 4 to 
S pounds and may be purchased either 
with the bone, or as “boneless butts.”

A pork roast, when brought to the 
table, should be uniformly brown on 
the outside—neither too light nor too 
dark. The outer crust should be crisp, 
but not hard. When carved, the inside 
will show a grayish white color with
out even a tinge of pink. The slices 
will be firm, juicy and tender, not dry 
or crumbly. If  the roast is well done, 
as all pork roasts should be, the juices 
on the platter will be a delicate yellow
ish brown with no pink in them.

Much experimenting has proved that 
pork roasts cooked uncovered and 
without water are more attractive and 
have a better flavor than those cooked 
in a covered pan with water added. You 
probably have heard that salt draws 
out the juices of meat, but in a roast

there is not much surface ex
posed and such juices as come 
out are eaten in the gravy, so 
the nutritive value is all there. 
Since a roast tastes better if salt 
penetrates the meat, it should be 
salted at the beginning.

For home use, loin roasts weighing 
from 8 to 10 pounds are usually the 
most popular; but if this size happens 
to be too large for your family, you 
can purchase, during cold weather, a 
whole loin (which contains the delicious 
tenderloin). Use a part, and keep the 
rest in the electric refrigerator, or hang 
it outdoors to freeze when the tempera
ture is low. Freezing does not spoil the 
meat if it is thawed out slowly.

To Roast Pork In A Gas Oven: 
Wipe the roast with a damp cloth, 
place in an uncovered pan without 
water, and rub with salt (one teaspoon 
for each pound of meat). Sear in a 
very hot oven (500° F.) for 15 min
utes or until roast is nicely browned, 
then reduce the temperature to that of 
slow oven (300° F.). Allow 30 minutes 
per pound for a 3 to 4 pound roast.

If you use a wood, coal, or kerosene 
stove (or even gas or electric stove) 
you may sear the roast on top of the 
stove, and then place it in a slow oven.

The time for cooking the various 
roasts of pork differs somewhat. The 

box below gives 
a chart for best 
results.

Gravy: Well- 
m a d e  p o r k  
gravy is deli
cious. A l l o w  
1 j/2 t a b l e -  
spoonfuls each 
of f a t  a n d  
flour. P l a c e  
flour in f a t ,  
b r o w n i n g  
slightly. Add a 
cup of milk or 
water and x/ \  
teaspoon of salt. 
Cook thorough
ly, stirring con
stantly.

S E A R
all kinds of pork roasts to a nice brown before roasting. This 
may be done either in a very hot oven (500° F.) or in a pan on 
top of the stove. Then

R O A S T
in a slow oven (300° F.) as follows:
Pork loin 30 minutes per pound (plus searing time)
Pork shoulder 30 to 35 minutes per pound ( ” ” ” )
Fresh ham 30 to 35 minutes per pound ( ” ” )
Pork butt 45 to 50 minutes per pound ( ” ” ” )
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T H I S

W O N D E R F U L

S O A P

u r ill k e l p  y c n e , t o o , to  p a m  a  

l e c L u t i ^ u l  s k in

■ TH IS IS TH E SOAP that has h elped  
literally  m illions o f  wom en to  gain a 
sm ooth, soft, beautifu l skin.

Around each cake is  the booklet, "A 
Skin You Love to  Touch,”  containing  
the m ost fam ous skin  treatments in  the 
world . . .  Get a  cake o f  W oodbury’s 
today and give y o u r  skin  th e benefit o f  
these fam ous treatments!

I f  you  have a skin  that is  fine and 
sm ooth — u se W oodbury’s to  preserve 
its you thfu l texture.

I f  you  are troubled  w ith som e defect 
—use W oodbury’s to  bring your skin  
back to  norm al condition  . . .  25 cents at 
any drug store or to ilet goods counter.

A SKIN SOFT AS VELVET, glowing with 
life and color, will result from the Woodbury 
steam treatment, which should he used when
ever your skin seems a bit sallow and lifeless. 
You will find this treatment deliciously stim
ulating and refreshing.

BLACKHEADS ARE A CONFESSION that 
your cleansing method is wrong. To clear your 
skin of this trouble and to keep it smooth and 
flawlessly clear, use the treatment given on 
page 7 of the Woodbury booklet.

■ S e n d  f o r  la r g e - s iz e  t r ia l  s e t

The Andrew Jergens Co., 1501 Alfred St., Cincinnati, Ohio 
For the enclosed 10*!—please send me large-size trial cake 
of Woodbury's Facial Soap, Facial Cream and Powder, Cold 
Cream, treatment booklet, “A  Skin you Love to Touch,” 
and instructions for the new complete Woodbury “ Facial.”

Name

City State

to your skin, as well as being unattractive 
in itself, for it leads to blackheads and 
blemishes. You can correct this condition 
by using the treatment given on page 3 
of the Woodbury booklet. In a week or 
ten days you will see the beginning of 
a wonderful improvement.

A FINE, SMOOTH TEXTURE is one of 
the greatest charms your skin can have. 
Woodbury’s Facial Soap will help you to 
keep that youthfulness of texture. If the 
delicate pores of your skin show the least 
sign of becoming enlarged—begin,tonight, 
to use the treatment given on page 4 of the 
Woodbury booklet, and see what a help it 
will be in improving your skin’s texture.

BLEMISHES, ACNE, can be overcome! 
The famousW oodbury treatment for blem
ishes—worked out by a skin specialist 
and approved by leading skin authorities 
—will help you to rid your skin of this 
trouble. Use this treatment every night 
until the blemishes have disappeared. 
The regular use of Woodbury’s in your 
daily toilet will keep the new skin that 
is constantly forming clear and smooth.
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A  • •L \  picnic 
for

m idw inter
appetites

W h a t  a treat asparagus offers! 
Delicacy—flavor—all the freshness 
of springtime gardens.

In dainty salads, or with melted 
butter or cheese—no matter how 
you serve it, California Canned 
Asparagus provides just the picnic 
touch that mid-winter appetites 
long for.

N o waste, no trimming, and you 
get the finest stalks and tips—se
lected by specialists—packed under 
ideal conditions.

You’ll want asparagus often, 
especially this month and next. 
Its healthful variety and freshness 
will give any meal new zest.

Asparagus — Louis Dressing—Drain 
California Canned Asparagus and arrange 
on lettuce leaves. For dressing—Shake in 
small covered jar 6 tablespoons oil, a 
tablespoons mild vinegar, X teaspoon salt, 
X teaspoon paprika. Add X CUP tomato 
catsup, X teaspoon each grated onion and 
Worcestershire sauce.

CALIFORNIA

Send for FREE book
C anners League—Asparagus Section, D ept. 565, 
8 0 0 A dam  G rant B ldg.,San Francisco, California.

Please send me, free of charge, your recipe book 
“ Asparagus for Delicacy and Variety."

Name

Address________________________

City_____________________ State.

THE DIET AND HALITOSIS
GOOD deal of 

attention has
been directed School of

during recent years to 
h a l i t o s i s  ( b a d  
breath). We now know that there are 
several causes for this condition: 
some are dietary, others relate to dis
eased teeth or gums, and still others 
to a diseased condition of the liver.

A decaying cavity in the teeth into 
which particles of food have become 
packed will nearly always cause bad 
breath. Such particles undergo putre
factive changes and the odor arising 
from this source is exhaled upon the 
breath. We are told that only one 
person in twelve in the United States 
ever goes to a dentist for any other 
purpose than to have an aching tooth 
extracted. Since about ninety per cent 
of all children of school age have from 
one to eleven unfilled cavities in their 
mouths, and since the number tends 
to increase as people grow older, it is 
not hard to imagine that unpleasant 
breath may come from bad teeth in a 
great many cases. Such teeth should be 
either filled or extracted.

A SECOND cause of bad breath is 
the condition generally called pyor

rhea. This is a disease of the gums 
which causes them to lose their hold 
on the necks of the teeth; pockets are 
thus formed between gum and tooth 
and in them bits of food accumulate 
which undergo bacterial decomposition.

Now these two types of halitosis are 
caused by conditions which exist in 
the mouth itself. But there are good 
reasons for believing that halitosis of 
other types is almost always due to 
nutritional causes. For example, there 
is increasing justification for thinking 
that susceptibility to infections of the 
upper respiratory tract, as well as of 
the sinuses of the face, result from a 
deficiency of vitamin A — either 
chronic or temporarily acute. This 
vitamin is especially abundant in cod 
liver oil, butter, in the green leaves of 
plants, and in yellow vegetables. When 
a person lives almost entirely on re
fined flour products, sugar, meats and 
potatoes he may eventually reach a 
condition where infections cause him

By E. V. McCOLLUM
Hygiene and Public Health, Johns Hopkins University

TN THIS article, Dr. McCollum 
i- discloses some important facts 
about that remarkable organ—the 
liver, and explains why Halitosis 
is to be regarded as a warning.

Dr. McCollum, who with his 
associates discovered two of the 
vitamins, is one of the world’s 
greatest authorities on nutrition. 
He writes regularly for McCall’s.

great annoyance or even menace his 
life. Such infections frequently are ac
companied by bad breath. Anyone who 
suffers from such attacks would do 
well to seek reliable information as to 
the proper selection of food.

For another cause of unpleasant 
breath we must look to the condition 
of the digestive tract. Overeating, lack 
of exercise and faulty habits of elimi
nation almost always bring about hali
tosis. Anyone who discovers that he 
has bad breath should have a careful 
medical examination, since the pres
ence of odors may be a sign that the 
alimentary tract or the liver is in bad 
condition; a condition which, if taken 
in time, may be relieved.

The blood, after it has circulated 
through the walls of the large and 
small intestine, must pass through the 
liver before it can reach the general 
circulatory system. If day after day, 
the blood is polluted with the products 
of putrefaction, the liver quite natural
ly suffers. Several prominent medical 
investigators have recently emphasized 
the frequency of liver injury associ
ated with halitosis.

The liver is a remarkable organ 
since it is capable of bringing about 
more chemical transformations than 
any other organ of the body. Its pur
pose is to stand guard between the 
intestine and the circulatory system, 
destroying the somewhat poisonous 
substances which pass through it, thus 
protecting the body tissues.

Another source of 
poisonous substances 
is the disintegration of 
the numerous bacteria 
which invade the wall 

of the large intestine when it is in 
an unhygienic state. These are killed 
and decomposed in the lymph glands 
of the intestinal tract, but the juice 
from them also reaches the liver. 
Eventually the liver fails to per
form its function of destroying the 
unwholesome products, because it has 
been slowly poisoned and injured by 
faulty habits of living. An infected 
appendix or an infected pancreas can 
produce a similar liver injury with 
consequent blood pollution.

Halitosis is therefore a warning sig
nal. Just what it means can only be 
determined by a careful study of each 
case. The first thing to be done in any 
case is to take stock of the food sup
ply. I t should be composed of a prop
erly selected list of foods which are 
known to furnish a complete diet. 
Next, one should make sure that one 
is not overeating. Overeating is the 
besetting sin of a great many other
wise sensible people. It is dangerous to 
health to keep ourselves constantly fed 
to the point of surfeit. The digestive 
apparatus should have a period of rest 
following a period of work. If it is 
constantly filled with food it becomes 
unequal to the task of digesting and 
absorbing it, and tends to wear out.

ALACTO-VEGETARIAN diet, com
posed of milk and vegetables, is 

likely to be beneficial to anyone suffer
ing from halitosis. Eggs, like meat, 
should be eaten rather sparingly. An 
abundance of fruits in the diet is ad
visable, and the more leafy vegetables 
—spinach, lettuce, cabbage, Brussels 
sprouts, cauliflower, asparagus, and so 
forth—the diet contains the better. The 
root vegetables—especially carrots and 
turnips—also deserve mention.

From what has been said it will be 
seen that halitosis may arise either 
from local or more general causes. As 
a rule it is a warning that one should 
give attention to the selection of one’s 
food, to one’s eating habits, and to the 
cleanliness of the alimentary tract.
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“U se no soap except Palm olive
says N IR A U S, of Madrid

Known throughout Spain as one o f the forem ost specialists on care o f the skin

"All my clients are ashed to use no soap 
except Palmolive. The pure palm and 
olive oils o f  which it is made give the 
shin deep thorough cleansing. Daily 
cleansings with Palmolive have a tonic 
and rejuvenating effect on the shin. ”

N ir a u s ' reputation extends throughout Spain. H is  salon is one o f  the  
handsomest in  the South o f  Europe a n d  h is sm a r t clientele includes 

m a n y R oya l personages.

T H E basis o f  all complexion care is, or should be, 
to cleanse the skin thoroughly twice a day, using 

soap and water.” That is the opinion o f  N iraus, well- 
know n beauty specialist o f  M adrid, Spain.

But N iraus warns against the use o f  ordinary soaps. 
H e realizes that some soaps have a tendency to  irritate 
the skin—bringing coarse pores—causing the texture to  
lose its sm ooth loveliness. For that reason he specifies 
one soap and one only—Palmolive. Like m ost modern 
beauty experts, Niraus believes in the use o f  vegetable 
oils in facial soap. These cosmetic oils are so bland, 
so gentle on the skin, that 18,012 beauty specialists, 
all over the world, advise the daily use o f  Palmolive.

"No soap but Palmolive”

"All my clients are asked to  use no soap except 
Palmolive,” says Niraus. "The pure palm and olive oils 
o f  which it is made give the skin the deep, thorough 
cleansing that is required in order to  rid  the pores o f  all 
accumulations. I t also acts as an em ollient and has very 
valuable cosmetic qualities. Daily cleansings with Palm
olive have a tonic and rejuvenating effect on the skin.” 

N iraus is a skin specialist o f  w ide experience and

A n  assistan t g iv in g  a  trea tm ent in  the salon o f  M adam e  
E lin  D a h ls tra n d  o f  Stockholm, w h o  f in d s  ”Palmolive 

Soap la th er  revives a n d  strengthens th e  tissues. ”

enviable reputation. His list o f  clients includes 
many names o f  Royal distinction. His typically 
Spanish salon is an im portant rendezvous in the 
foreign world o f  beauty Culture.

H e—as well as Tejero o f  Barcelona—advocates 
this simple daily treatment, to be used morning

PALM O LIVE R A D IO  HO UR-Broadcast every Wednesday night—from 9:30 to 10:30 p. m., Eastern time; 8:30 to 9:30 p. m.. Central time; 7:30 to 
8:30 p. m.. Mountain time; 6:30 to 7:30 p. m., Pacific Coast time -  over W E A F  and 39 stations associated with The National Broadcasting Company. Retail Price lOc

and night: massage a fine, creamy lather o f  Palmolive 
Soap gently in to  the skin, allowing it to  penetrate the 
pores. Rinse, with warm water, then with cold. A  final 
rinse with ice water is refreshing as an astringent. And 
you’re ready for rouge and powder!

See your beauty expert regularly

Use Palmolive every day. Consult your beauty special
ist regularly. And remember—a clean skin is absolutely 
necessary in order to get the best results from special 
beauty care.

Palmolive is made entirely o f  palm and olive oils. 
These oils—and nothing else—give it nature’s fresh green 
color. And these oils make it the perfect skin cleanser 
and beautifier.

O ne week’s use will 
show you why it is the 
first o f  all facial soaps in 
America and 48 other 
countries—and why mil
lions use it for the bath 
as well.
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M other—" I ’m  glad I  d id n ’t  have 
to give her anything to upset her 
stomach."

C hild— "Oh mother, I  fe e l better 
already."

Doctors and  
hospitals use this

Quick, Pleasant Relief from

COUGHS-
COLDS!

A-A CHO-O-0! There comes another 
cold. Don’t  le t it  get the upper 

hand. Attend to it  now—relieve it by 
the good old-fashioned vapor method 
tha t doctors and hospitals endorse.

This tim e-tried way to  break  up 
coughs and colds is now modernized by 
Sterno Vaporizer. All you have to do is 
set it by side of bed or table. Ignite the 
quick-heating safety-fuel and inhale 
healing, soothing vapors. Instantly they 
penetrate nasal passages, healing, sooth
ing, breaking up congestions. Physicians 
endorse Sterno Vaporizer. One New 
York doctor says, “ I  applaud it  as a 
great public service.”

Sterno Vaporizer is fine for children 
—it’s so safe and gentle. Whole families 
gather round it and vaporize when they 
feel colds coming on.

Safe—Simple— Effective !
Sterno Vaporizer is always ready for 
instant use anywhere in the home or 
office. No complicated parts, no glass 
to crack or break. No gas, electricity, 
dangerous liquid fuel. The famous 
Sterno Canned Heat heats very quickly 
—and it’s safe! Burns solid. On sale 
everywhere, in two sizes.

Your doctor or druggist can recom
mend a  medicated vapor preparation 
for use with Sterno Vaporizer. Get one 
TODAY for the cold you have or the cold 
you feel coming on! At your dealer’s, 
or mailed prepaid for only $1.50 (Canada 
$2.00). Send coupon for free booklet! 
Sterno Corp., (Est. 1887) 9-11 E. 37th 
St.. New York City.

9-11 E a s t  3
□  Se n d  m e  fre e  le afle t te llin g  w h a t p h y s i
c ia n s  a n d  h o sp ita ls  s a y  a b o u t  th e  S te rn o  
V ap orizer.
□  M y d e ale r  d o es n o t h av e  th e  S te rn o  V ap o r-

S tre e t_______________________________

C ity _______________________ S ta te .

MASTERING OUR M O N EY PROBLEMS

(- j f l  wise budget safeguards us from worrg

W HAT is a budget, any
way? Is it something 
complicated and techni

cal that few persons can under
stand and use? That seems to be the 
impression many people have. No, in
deed, a budget is just a plan. There 
can be budgets of time and of energy 
and of many other things, but what we 
are concerned with here is money— 
the family money—that income which 
seems altogether too small to buy us 
all we want. In  that last point lies the 
usefulness of the budget. The only 
way to make sure of getting from our 
incomes the things we want most is to 
plan deliberately for them.

How, then, does a budget help us? 
First, a budget makes us look ahead. 

If  we were building a house, we would 
not begin without a definite plan and 
careful estimates, although we might 
modify the plan in many places as we 
went along. A budget gives us the 
right start.

A budget serves, secondly, as a con
stant check. From it we can tell at any 
point whether we are progressing ac
cording to our apportionment, and also 
whether we were right in our original 
allotments.

Third, the budget makes possible at 
any time intelligent modification of it. 
If the family budget, as it is checked 
by accounts, shows that we are spend
ing under some heading more than we 
have assigned to it, we can readjust it 
by taking from other headings and 
adding to the one that needs more.

Fourth, a budget brings us peace of 
mind. We “know what we are doing” 
which is half the battle in any project; 
we are shown whether we are being 
“extravagant” with the family income 
or our share of it; and if we are we 
can remedy matters before they have 
gone too far.

But now, there are some things a 
budget cannot do. This is extremely 
important, for it is here that most of 
those who have failed with the family 
budget have found their difficulty. 
They have expected it to do what a 
mere plan can never do.

By ISABEL ELY LORD

A BUDGET,” says Isabel 
Ely Lord, authority on 

household accounting, “helps 
us get the things we want. 
It brings us peace of mind 
and the confidence of ‘know
ing what we are doing’. But 
it cannot work by itself.” 

The directions she gives 
are easy to follow and will 
help all of us to start the 
New Year right.

A budget cannot change conditions. 
It cannot increase your income, though 
it may stimulate you to new efforts in 
that direction. I t cannot, of course; 
enable you to buy two different things 
with the same dollar.

A budget cannot work by itself. I t is 
not enough to make a budget. The 
solution is only just begun with the 
plan. Many a family has spent a lot of 
time working on one, and triumphant
ly planned just the right division of 
the family income—and then sat back 
and thought the problem solved.

And lastly, a budget cannot be 
trifled with. Don’t get the habit of as
signing fifteen dollars a week for food 
and then go ahead and thoughtlessly 
spend eighteen or twenty. Make your 
assignments definite and never over
step them if you can possibly avoid it.

Making a budget for your family is 
really easy and enjoyable.

First of all, you choose a time when 
those concerned can get together. I t is 
better to start with only the senior 
partners—husband and wife, mother 
and daughter, the older children, or 
whoever is rightly concerned in the 
spending of the family income. With 
some large sheets of paper and a good

list of budget headings you are 
ready to begin. The headings 
must be specific; general head
ings—like Operating Expenses 

will not do. You cannot control ex
penditures easily under such a heading, 
so break it up into Fuel, Light, Care 
of House, and so on. And never, never 
let Miscellaneous or Sundries or any 
other “grab bag” heading appear. They 
cannot be controlled. Of course you 
will keep the budget for a year, as a 
shorter period is misleading when many 
large expenditures necessarily fall into 
seasonal blocks.

The next step is to face the income. 
If you are living on an earned income, 
you naturally wish to add any interest 
from savings to your savings fund, so 
you take only the earned income for 
your budgeting. For those on salaries 
or wages the problem is more simple 
than for others who have an income 
that varies from year to year. The 
only safe method is to count on the 
smallest income that you may reason
ably expect. Then if things go better 
than this, after three or six months 
you can add the surplus to the budget 
under whatever item you like—but, of 
course, only after the surplus is ac
tually in hand.

With the amount of the income de
cided, pick from the list and write 
down those headings that are already 
settled, for example, Rent, Insurance, 
Savings (which for safety must be at 
least 10 per cent o f  an earned income). 
Then take the big expenditures for 
Food and Clothing, and estimate what 
is needed there. Go on to all the other 
headings, judging carefully about what 
each person will need on a reasonable 
scale of family living. A great deal 
can be decided in this first calculation.

Now add them all up. Unless you 
differ greatly from the overwhelming 
majority of families you will find that 
the total estimate exceeds your in
come. This is one of the strongest 
arguments for the budget. For we are 
inclined to spend just a little more than 
our income warrants, finding each 

[Continued on page 51]
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W H A T  S H A L L  W E  H A VE 
FOR D E S S E R T ?

[Continued from page JO]

nutmeg and allow caramelized sugar 
to dissolve completely in the milk be
fore adding egg and other ingredients.

Coconut Custard—Add Yz cup shred
ded coconut to custard mixture.

S o ft C ustard
2 cups m ilk  % cup sugar
3 egg  yo lks F ew  grains salt

% teaspoon vanilla

Scald milk in double boiler. Pour 
over slightly-beaten egg yolks to which 
sugar and salt have been added and re
turn to double boiler. Cook slowly, 
stirring constantly until mixture thick
ens slightly. Cool and add vanilla. Chill.

Floating Island—Beat 2 egg whites 
until stiff, adding gradually 4 table
spoons powdered or confectioners’ 
sugar. Drop by spoonfuls on top of 
custard which has been poured into 
serving dish. Chill thoroughly. Garnish 
centers of “islands” with bits of mar
aschino cherry or small daubs of cur
rant jelly.

Marshmallow Custard—Omit sugar 
and use %  lb. marshmallows (about 
15) allowing them to dissolve in the 
scalded milk. Complete custard as 
above. Top with halved marshmallows.

Coconut Custard—Sprinkle custard 
with shredded coconut and finely- 
chopped nuts.

Prune or Apricot Custard—Spread 
\ l/ 2 cups of prune or apricot pulp in 
the bottom of a shallow serving dish. 
Pour soft custard over this and chill 
thoroughly. Top with whipped cream.

V anilla B lanc M ange
4 tablespoons corn- % teaspoon salt

starch  M cup cold milk
% cup su gar 2  cups scalded milk

1  teaspoon vanilla
Mix cornstarch, sugar and salt. Add 

cold milk and mix well. Add scalded

milk and bring to boiling point, stir
ring constantly. Cook over boiling 
water 15 minutes. Remove from fire, 
cool slightly and add vanilla, pour into 
individual molds, or a large mold, and 
chill. Serve with soft custard, choco
late sauce or whipped cream.

Chocolate Blanc Mange — Follow 
above recipe, adding 1 square un
sweetened chocolate, melted, and 3 
tablespoons extra sugar before remov
ing from fire. Stir until well blended. 
Add vanilla, chill and serve with cream 
or whipped cream, if you prefer.

A pricot Upside D ow n Cake
4 tablespoons short- 1/ 3  cup apricot 

ening juice
*4 cup su gar 3 tablespoons butter
2 eggs % cup brown sugar
114 cups flour 12  halves canned
2 % teaspoons bak- apricots

ing powder 1  cup nut meats.
14 teaspoon sa lt broken in pieces

Cream shortening and sugar to
gether; add well-beaten eggs and mix 
thoroughly. Mix and sift flour, baking 
powder and salt and add alternately 
with apricot juice to the first mixture, 
beating well after each addition. In the 
bottom of a heavy cake pan melt but
ter and add brown sugar. On this lay 
apricot halves (well drained of their 
juice) and sprinkle with nuts. Pour 
batter over all, being careful not to 
disturb fruit or the design will be 
confused. Bake in a moderate oven 
(325° F.) 40 to 45 minutes. Turn out 
upside down on serving dish. Serve 
with whipped cream, if desired.

Note: Recipes for the Pudding fam
ily, including Bread, Rice and Brown 
Betty Puddings, with variations, will 
be sent on receipt of two-cent stamp. 
Address Service Editor, McCall’s 
Magazine, 230 Park Ave., N. Y.
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Till: MYSTERY" VITAMIN IN ICEBERG HEAD LETTUCE PRESERVES YOUTHFUL VIGOR

Take /NTERNAL <$UN S a TIIS Dailij 
j o r  Radiant Health

'T 'H E  Sun is the mother of us all. It 
ministers to us daily. Even when 

you sprawl or the beach, taking a sun
bath, you are being fed with “sun-food”— 
your body is being renewed.

And when you eat a portion of lettuce— 
say, half a head—you are also taking a 
sun-bath—an internal sun-bath. For 
this lettuce is grown under the smiling, 
sunny skies of the great Far West. Day 
after day the ardent sun irradiates it— 
shoots myriads of rays into it—fills it with 
the actinic elements necessary to brim
ming health—in short, puts up a package 
of sunshine for you.

This is Nature’s way. And when your 
home skies are dull, and the sun never 
peeps out all day, or shows only a pale, 
wan face, you can still take your internal 
sun-bath. For Iceberg head lettuce is a t 
your grocer's in winter as well as in sum
mer. Every day in the year you can 
serve Nature’s concentrated sunshine on 
your table.

W h a t  Y o u  E a t ,  Y o u  A r e

Remember this! W hat you eat, you 
ere. The radiant energy of the child, the 
vitality of a vigorous man, the lithe grace 
and lustrous beauty of a woman are but 
transmutation's of the food they have 
eaten. They are the reactions of body 
tissues—glandular, nervous, muscular— 
tuned to the concert pitch of health by 
the right foods.

In your body millions of little workmen 
—known to Science as cells—transform 
the food you eat into teeth, hair, bones, 
organs, glands. Yes, and 
into beauty, vitality and 
character. If you are 
f o r c i ng  t h e s e  cel l s ,  
through an unbalanced 
diet, to make “bricks 
without straw,” you are 
growing old before your 
time. You are tossing

Wh a t  S c i e n c e  Sa y s  o f  L e t t u c e
“Lettuce is a 'sun-food.' The sun has packed it 
with vitamins which are essential to general 
health and to that abounding vitality we all crave. 
Also with an abundance o f mineral salts which 
regenerate the blood, aid digestion, promote growth 
in  the young and replace broken down tissue in the 
adult. Lettuce also contains a slight sedative 
element which induces natural, restful sleep and 
soothes jangled nerves."

into the discard years of tha t virility 
which enables men and women to attract, 
achieve, to win in love and business.

The “straws” with which these little 
workmen bind together proteins, fats and 
carbohydrates into the “bricks” of which 
your body is built, are the Vitamins and 
Mineral Salts. Iceberg head lettuce, 
abounds in these. And as you eat lettuce 
raw, they are not impaired by heat or 
dissolved away by cooking.

T h e  H o u s e  C a l l e d  Y o u r  B o d y
Many foods which we like and which are 
necessary to nutrition, produce an acid 
condition. This is neutralized by the al
kaline ash of lettuce. Highly concen
trated or refined foods are almost entirely 
absorbed. They leave no residue for the 
intestines to work upon. Lettuce supplies 
the necessary ballast, and helps to ward 
off that common but dangerous enemy— 
constipation, with its train of evils.

Lettuce is a delicious and wholesome 
food—one which has helped thousands of 
women to preserve or restore their youth
ful figure and youthful vigor. You should 
eat it every day. Better still, twice a day. 
And see that your family does the same!

B o o k le t  F r e e !  
Write for the booklet 
C harging the H um an  
Battery — a finger-post 
on the road to a better 
and a longer life, with 
many new recipes for Let
tuce salad. It is FREE 
if you use the coupon.

S u n f lo w e r  I c e b e r g  S a l a d
Wash a head of Iceberg lettuce, and cut 
across into slices about one inch thick. 
Cut pineapple into wedge shaped pieces, 
then reverse these, and arrange around 
the slice of lettuce to represent petals. 
Mix some ground nuts with mayonnaise 
or cottage cheese and place on lettuce 
for the center of the flower.

jjc E B E R G  H e a d  L e t t u c e
JVature’s Concentrated Sunshine

J r o m  A R IZ O N A  a n d  C A L IF O R N IA

W estern  Growers Protective Association: ©  1929 W.G.P.A.
Department E-2 
Los Angeles, California

Please send me, free, your little book called C harging the Human Battery, 
revealing the most recent scientific findings upon health, growth and vitality.

N am e ................................ ................................. Address........................................................

State.
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Sanitarium s
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Hospitals

Institutes

Schools

\ 4| Hotels

O he B E S T  COOKS use

A l u m i n u m

Such good cooking!
Above all, aluminum is the master heat-conductor, far 
excelling all other materials of common kitchen use.
No wonder that it does better cooking!—more even, 
thorough cooking; less nervously watchful cooking.

Heat spreads like electricity in an aluminum vessel, speeding 
away from the bottom , up the sides and into the cover. There is 
less burning o f food on the bottom ; less wearisome stirring to do.
For modern top-stove cooking w ithout water there is nothing 
like aluminum. . . . Aluminum’s good cooking qualities, and its 
economy, safety, and beauty, have made it  the very first choice in 
the best-equipped homes, hotels, and hospitals. The best cooks use 
aluminum.

• ■••••............... . ••Clip Here a nd  M a il fo r  Booklet-  ................................................

A L U M I N U M  W A R E S  A S S O C I A T I O N  
Publicity Division, 844 Rush St., Chicago

Please send booklet, “ The Precious Metal of the Kitchen,”  to address written below:

Reproductions o f old maple furniture were used in this room

YO U R OW N BED RO O M

efts furnishings should express 
gour tastes and interests

By MARGERY SILL WICKWARE

D ID you ever stop to consider 
how plainly the bedrooms in 
your house reveal to the casual 

observer the taste, character, and per
sonality of their occupants? In  the 
decoration and furnishing of the gen
eral living quarters, which must be 
shared by all the family and their 
friends, it is obvious that the more 
personal tastes of the various mem
bers of the family cannot be expressed. 
Therefore it is more satisfactory for 
each member of the family to have 
some definite place in the house, no 
matter how small, which is entirely 
his own and which can be arranged 
to suit his individual taste. The bed
room is the logical place for this. If 
this principle were more generally ad
hered to, much of the friction which 
unhappily besets family life would be 
eliminated.

The largest and most important 
room in the house is usually occupied

by the head of the family. Architects 
call it grandly “the owner’s bedroom,” 
but the family is much more apt to 
speak of it as “mother’s room.” If it 
is occupied by the man and woman of 
the household it should certainly be 
made a convenient and suitable room 
for both of them. For this it must 
have such furniture as is essential for 
the comfort of both—a dressing table 
and a bureau for a woman’s wearing 
apparel, and a chest of drawers or 
chifferobe that will hold the belong
ings of a man. It should not be essen
tially a feminine room, nor yet the 
room of a man, but should have the 
pleasant atmosphere of both types.

If the bedroom is large, it is often 
used as an intimate upstairs sitting- 
room. One room of this kind, which I 
like, opened on a sleeping porch 
through long French doors. I t was 
large and square with a fireplace 

[Continued on page 49]

Letters and household accounts are quickly dispatched at a quiet desk
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W H A T  M A K E S  Y O U  

F U S S  W I T H  B A K I N G ?  

Says the Uneeda Bay

Uneeda Biscuit has been the world's best soda cracker fo r  more than 
30 years—because o f  its extra goodness a n d  flavor, its extra crispness 
a n d  delicacy. : : :  It's the perfect soda cracker— any time, anywhere.

W h y  don ’t you  let the "U n eeda B ak ers”  d o  it fo r 
you  ? M illions o f  w om en do . . . T h e  "U n eeda 
B akers”  m ake about everything you  can think o f  
in  the w ay  o f  biscuit, cookies and crackers . . .

I know  you  cou ld n ’t find anything better to 
eat in  the w hole  w o rld  than the things they use in 
m aking their biscuit . . . sugar and flour and eggs 
— spices—and such like.

A n yth in g  that’s g o o d  enough fo r them  has to 

be far and aw ay the best o f  its k ind  . . .  I  kn ow  
. . . I ’m  the U needa B oy.

A n d  I  just w ish  yo u  could  see h o w  particular 
they are w ith  their bakin g . . . Everythin g ’s m ade 
ju s t  so. I t ’s w on derfu l.

T ak es a lo t o f  time and fussing — but that’s 
w h y  everyth ing from  N atio n al Biscuit C om pany 
is just exactly  right . . . A nd that’s w hy you  can 
be sure o f  w hat y o u ’re getting i f  it has the N . B. C. 
U needa Seal.

L o o k  at these U needa Biscuit . . . try them 
spread w ith  nice thick jam !

NATIONAL BISCUIT COMPANY “Uneeda Bakers”

“Uneeda Bakers”
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Your baby needs both to help him build 
sound teeth and strong straight bones

A well-shaped head, a fine full chest, well developed 
jaws and chin, straight legs . . .

Sound teeth that come in evenly spaced and un
crowded; that do not decay easily . . .

“Of course I want my baby to have all these things,” 
you say. “ But what has sunshine to do with them?”

Today science can explain what people have in
stinctively known for centuries; that 
sunshine is the greatest source of' life 
and health in the world.

Today baby specialists are telling 
mothers that if their babies are to grow 
and thrive they must have a certain 
amount o f sunshine every day, just as 
they have their milk and orange juice.

They are telling them that without 
a certain factor which is in sunshine, 
their babies cannot build strong straight 
bones and sound teeth. This important 
factor is Vitamin D.

To be effective, sunshine must fall

directly on the bare skin. This, o f course, is not pos
sible except for a relatively few days in the year.

Weather prevents. Clouds, fog, smoke and cloth
ing shut out the rays that protect— the ultra-violet 
rays. Even ordinary window glass filters them out.

In fact, except for a few hours during the middle 
of the day on the clearest, brightest summer days 

so few  o f these precious short rays 
reach the earth that they give compar
atively little protection.

But science has found an equivalent 
for the outer sun bath  of direct sun
shine. “Bottled Sunshine,” it is called 
— good cod-liver oil!

Now in these shut-in winter months, 
baby specia lists are emphasizing the 
need for the inner sun bath— for cod- 
liver oil. And because they know there 
is a great variation in the quality of 
cod-liver oils, many o f these specialists 
tell mothers to use only Squibb’s.

Clouds, smoke, fog and 
clothing shut out the pro
tecting ultra-violet rays 
so many days in the year!

They prefer Squibh’s because they know it is so rich 
in Vitamin D, the factor babies need to build good 
bones and teeth. They know, too, that it is very rich 
in another health protecting vitamin, in Vitamin A, 
which promotes growth and increases resistance to 
many infections.

Give your baby all the outer sun baths possible; but 
do not forget to make up for the sunshine he is denied 
in winter months by giving Bottled Sunshine regularly 
—Squibb’s Cod-Liver Oil.

x=> x=> > o

E x p e c ta n t a n d  n u r s in g  m o th e rs  Many of the high-
i T) .*1 j  o  i „ est authorities aren e e d  n o t t l e d  S u n sh in e  to o  . .now giving good

cod-liver oil an important place in the prenatal diet. They explain 
that it has a two-fold value. It not only helps to build sound teeth 
and bones for the coming child, but also helps to protect the 
mother’s own teeth from the destructive forces which so often 
attack them during pregnancy.

Especially appealing to grown- 
f ups and older children is then

S o  e a s y  to  ta k e
th is  n e w  m in t  f la v o r : . „ a , , ,  .J mint-flavored cod-liver oil devel
oped by Squibb. Even very sensitive tastes find it easy to take! 
You can get both Squibb’s Mint-flavored and Squibb’s Plain 
Cod-Liver Oil from all druggists.

A  b o o k le t a l l  m o th e rs  r  r> p  p  
o u g h t to  r e a d  . . .  I t  ’s L K L. L.

Squibb’s C od-Liver O il
PLAIN OR MINT-FLAVORED

Produced, Tested end Guaranteed by E. R. Squibb & Sons, New York 

Manufacturing Chemists to the Medical Profession since 1858

E. R. S q u ib b  &  S o n s  
Dept. M, 80 Beekman St., New York City 

Please send me a copy of your booklet—-free, “ Why 
every baby needs Bottled Sunshine.”

ADDRESS_  

_CITY___ ___
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YO U R  O W N  BEDROOM
[Continued from page 46]

A  large bedroom often serves as an upstairs sitting-room

in the wall opposite the French glass 
doors. The furniture was of mahogany 
and curly maple. Two beds, of brown 
mahogany had low footboards and 
short posts, and higher curved head- 
boards and posts. A high secretary of 
maple with paneled glass doors and 
plenty of drawer space below occupied 
one corner of the room near a win
dow. A highboy of mahogany stood 
between the two windows.

Near the fireplace was a low. wide
winged chair covered in glazed chintz 
—chintz with big bunches of moss 
roses and green leaves on a cream 
ground. Opposite it was a long, soft 
couch, covered in deep red, almost an 
eggplant color, matching the deepest 
tone in the flowers of the chintz. An
other low easy chair upholstered in 
chintz was drawn near a window.

TH E over-curtains were long and 
were made of the chintz bound with 

two-inch bands of robin’s-egg blue 
plain chintz. They hung from straight 
box-pleated valances also finished with 
two-inch bands of blue. The under
curtains were of fine, soft Brussels net 
in ivory, made with pleated four-inch 
ruffles, and they were looped back 
against the glass.

The walls and woodwork were 
painted in a light, gay robin’s-egg blue, 
which, since the room was very sunny, 
formed a charming background for 
the flowery curtains and the dark tones 
of the mahogany furniture. There were 
some interesting accents of ivory in 
the room introduced by the ivory pot
tery lamps and by the cushions of 
ivory silk. The bedspreads were deep 
ivory linen checkered with big squares 
of drawn-work and finished with deep 
fringes of ivory linen thread.

Some interesting etchings and color 
prints were arranged in groups above 
the beds, and a long Colonial mirror 
in a softly-gleaming carved gold frame 
hung above the mantel.

Another room was furnished with 
early American reproductions of 
maple. The walls were painted a sage 
green and the curtains were of ivory 
chintz with a red and green design. On 
the low-posted double bed was an 
ivory spread with a bolster edged by 
a strip of the curtain border. Beside it 
stood a small table and lamp. At one 
side of the windows was placed a dress
ing table of simple lines with two 
lamps, one on each side of the long 
unframed mirror. At the other side of 
the window was the chifferobe for the 
man of the house. This also was fur
nished with side lamps. And near the

windows was a comfortable chintz- 
covered chair, with its floor lamp for 
reading. Throughout the entire room 
the greatest care had been taken to 
give the best light for both occupants 
during the day and in the evening.

If  the owner’s bedroom is to be 
used by an older couple its decoration 
and furnishings should suggest comfort 
and serenity rather than a gay activity. 
The floor might be carpeted complete
ly with one of those modern, yet dis
tinctly old-fashioned, Brussels carpets; 
one with a soft gray ground and 
charming little knots of garden flowers 
in natural colors lightly scattered over 
it. The walls and the woodwork might 
be painted in a soft, light French gray. 
The curtains might be of fine point 
d’esprit net, or of organdy, ruffled 
and looped back; and over them there 
might be other curtains of warm, red 
silk which would hang straight and 
could be drawn at night across the 
windows. These should be finished at 
the top with narrow pressed-brass 
cornices, a modern copy of the early 
Colonial brass cornices.

A mahogany four-post bed would be 
covered with a spread of gray linen. 
A wide-topped mahogany bureau would 
have an oval gilt-framed mirror hung 
above it. There would be a slip-cover 
of deep rose sateen piped in gray to 
cover the easy chair, and a pair of 
low stools covered in flowered chintz. 
Near one of the windows would stand 
a sewing table, and beside it a rock
ing chair with a seat cushion of chintz. 
Some slender opaque glass bottles 
could be converted into lamps, and 
these would have shades of ivory silk. 
Near another sunny window would be 
a low table holding some pots of 
blooming plants. A pleasant room is 
this for older people who frequently 
wish to escape from the noise and con
fusion of the household below.

REMEMBER that there is nothing 
• quite so gloomy and depressing as 

a bedroom fitted with large pieces of 
furniture, sometimes heavily uphol
stered, and windows closed in with 
quantities of heavy curtains. The very 
first requirements of a bedroom are 
light and air, and though comfort and 
coziness are indeed desirable they must 
never be carried so far as to become 
stuffy. I t is preferable to furnish a 
bedroom simply and to curtain it light
ly. Fortunately in so doing, it is possi- 
able to achieve delightful effects.

Editor’s Note: In future issues The 
Daughter’s Bedroom and The Son’s 
Bedroom will be discussed.

Big things are expected o f

youncj C ham p  Clark
(growing up w ell a n d  strong 
w ith  this little  care so m any 
mothers give

I F you ’re six  years old and 
you have a proud name that 

turns people m ellow and starts 
them  to  rem em bering—un
doubtedly you ’re a lucky little  
boy. But a lo t is going to be 
expected o f you, later on.

Champ Clark’s dad was the 
youngest Colonel in the A .E . F. 
His grandfather was that fine 
old figure w h o  spent twenty- 
five years in Congress and was 
speaker o f  the House in tw o  
administrations.

Champ Clark is  the son o f M r. and  M rs. Bennett 
Champ Clark, o f Clayton, M issouri. He is  named 
for h is famous grandfather and  is  being brought up 
ju s t  go miles from  the o ld homestead in  Pike County

Young Champ is the merri
est little  boy that ever was. Cheer
ful gaps where first teeth have gone 
. . . roguish hazel eyes . . unruly 
soft brown hair. Interested in every
th ing—his dog, his little  tw in  
brothers, the excitements o f First 
Grade. And most o f all, “ playing 
outdoors.’’

He may never make a political 
speech in h is'life. (R igh t now  he 
favors being a “ pi-rit.’’)  But h e’s 
being brought up w ith  very special 
care for w hatever he may do. If a 
pirate, h e’s going to  be a hearty, 
robust one. For his parents are de
termined that he shall have the very 
best start possible.

So, unobtrusively, they w atch  
over h im —see that his bedtime is 
regular, his playtime kept free. N o  
conversation about the breakfast 
grow ing boys need. Growing boys ’ 
idea o f zero in conversation! But 
all his life Champ has had the 
breakfast that authorities advise.

breakfast is simply a routine thing  
w ith  Champ,’’ says Mrs. Clark. 
“ And Cream o f  Wheat is as staple 
in our house as bread and butter.”

Thousands o f other mothers heed 
this same advice. Pediatricians the 
country over are giving it. In a 
recent check up in four great cities 
—N ew  York, Chicago, San Fran
cisco, and Toronto—2.11 leading 
child specialists were unanimous in 
approving Cream of Wheat.

They know how  rich it is in 
energy-giving substance—how  easy 
to  digest, since all the harsh part o f  
the grain is removed. “Quicker 
digestibility than any other cereal 
in common use,” says one noted 
writer on nutrition.

Give your youngsters this simple 
little  daily care that means so much 
to their welfare. Start them off 
regularly w ith  Cream o f Wheat for 
breakfast.

When Champ was a baby, his 
mother consulted a famous child 
sp e c ia lis t . She d id  as h e sa id , 
and used th e  hot, cooked cereal 
long considered the children’s own  
—Cream o f  Wheat. “ Hot cereal for

The Cream o f Wheat Corporation, 
M inneapolis, Minnesota. In Canada, 
made by The Cream o f Wheat Cor
p o ra tio n , W in n ip eg . E n g lish  ad
dress, Fassett & Johnson, L td., 86 
Clerkenwell Road, London, E. C. i .

H R  F .F .___ this plan that makes children enthusi
astic about their hot, cooked cereal 

breakfast. The H. C. B. Club, with badges, pictures, 
gold stars, etc. A  children's Hot Cereal Breakfast 
Club, with 734,000 participants. A ll material sent 
free, direct to your children, with sample box o f 
Cream o f Wheat (if desired). Just mail coupon to:

C r e a m  o f  W h e a t  C o r p o r a t io n  D e p t . G-37 
M i n n e a p o l is  M i n n e s o t a

Street---------------------------------------------------------

City--------------------------- ------State-----------------------

To get sample of Cream of Wheat, check here — —

C r e a m  o f  W h e a t © 1930. C. of W . Corp.



50 M cCA LLi’S M A G A Z IN E  J A N U A R Y  1930

I am a
NONE SUCH Pudding

“Well! Here I  am just crammed 
with luscious fruits and spices— 
waiting for five hungry spoons to 
get busy! Everybody's getting 
acquainted with me these days. 
They say I ’m both a delicious 
treat and a nourishing food.”

AND so easy to make is this 
i l  steaming None Such Pudding 
— as many a good cook knows, 
and as the recipe below will 
prove to you. It’s perfect for the 
youngsters, too —  a wholesome 
dessert and one they’ll like.

Why not try one today? Just 
’phone your grocer for None Such 
—in tin or package, as you pre
fer. And don’t fail to send for 
your copy o f None Such Recipes 
— delightful new ways to serve 
this old-time favorite.

Merrell-Soule Company, Inc.
350 Madison Avenue, New York

None Such Pudding

M ake $ 3 0 -$ 3 5  a  W eek
You .You cun I' urn at liome in span* 

( ‘nurse endorse.)
^ ^ ^ B f  /  ^  clans. Thousands of graduates. Hat.

/ 29 years. One graduate lias 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. 91, 421 S. Ashland Boulevard, Chicago, III. 

Please send me your free fascinating booklet, "Amazing 
Opportunities In Nursing," and 32 sample lesson pages.

When the nor
m al infant of 
good inherit
ance fa i l s  to 
gain w eight, 
som eth ing  is  
wrong, and the 
error  is not 
w ith the child

T HE average nor- 
m a 1 American 
baby weighs at 

birth about seven and 
one-half pounds and is twenty inches 
long. Boys weigh a trifle more than 
girls. During the first week there is 
usually a loss of several ounces which 
need cause no anxiety. After this ini
tial loss, the healthy baby begins to 
take on weight, and during the suc
ceeding weeks of life a steady gain of 
six or more ounces is registered.

At the third month the baby should 
weigh about twelve pounds and his 
length should be about twenty-five 
inches. At the sixth month he should 
weigh fifteen to sixteen pounds. At the 
end of the twelfth month, the weight 
of the great majority of normal infants 
is from twenty to twenty-two pounds, 
with a length of twenty-nine inches.

The above progress in weight and 
height is very much the same in all 
well infants, into whatever type of 
home they are born. But it is under
stood, of course, that a baby may be 
unusually small at birth and not reach 
these figures, yet be entirely well. 
Others, larger at birth, may under fav
orable conditions exceed these averages.

Ma l n u t r it io n  is a loosely ap
plied term used by both lay and 

medical writers to describe the wide 
range of physical defects and disabili
ties which bring about constitutional 
inferiority. While failure to gain is the 
most significant indication of malnutri
tion, it does not by any means com
plete the picture; a baby may make 
normal progress both in height and 
weight and yet be constitutionally in
ferior.

In a physician’s diagnosis and prog
nosis of a physically inferior infant a 
complete study of the case from a 
medical standpoint is carried out. 
Everything that relates to his previous 
contacts must be taken into considera
tion, both prenatal and postnatal, and 
when this is done there is no trouble 
whatever in placing him in his category.

By CHARLES G IL M O R E  KER LEY , M. D.
Author of “ Short Talks with Young Mothers” , “ What Every 

Woman Should Know”  and “ Practice of Pediatrics”

Every baby when bom should under
go a complete physical examination by 
the physician who is to take charge of 
him; and at intervals of one month for 
the first year, and later at longer inter
vals, a similar complete examination 
should be given. Any developing de
fect may thus be detected and cor
rected.

Rachitis is a prevalent disease in 
infants, yet the majority of rachitic 
babies are not underweight. In fact, 
they may be fat, overweight, infants. 
Their malnutrition is indicated by de
fective bone formation, soft muscle, 
delayed teething and tardy develop
ment generally. A full-weight baby may 
also suffer from anemia. Or lack of 
nerve control, habitual restlessness, 
poor sleeping or perhaps convulsions, 
may indicate that he is constitutionally 
inferior.

The inferiority may be caused by 
unfavorable prenatal conditions. Often 
the infant is the victim of inherited 

, disease, or family tendencies. Again, 
the offspring of the overworked, chronJ 
ically tired mother is apt to possess a 
weakened vitality and resistance. Fre
quent childbearing does not tend to 
produce a strong baby; and a woman 
who is suffering from anemia, chronic 
rheumatism or tuberculosis will surely 
produce constitutionally inferior chil
dren. The age of the parents has an 
important bearing on the vitality of 
the offspring: thus elderly parents are 
apt to produce weakly children, and 
physically inferior parents—regardless 
of age—invariably produce their kind.

Among infants likely to suffer from 
inferior constitution, the premature 
occupy first place; the baby bom be
fore term shows a diminished resistance 
to all contacts. Although he is difficult 
to rear, unusual care and favorable en
vironment may bring about a satisfac
tory state of health and he may become 
a normal child in all respects.

W e h e a r  m u c h  
about infant hygiene 
in its relation to sun
light, bathing, fresh 

air and clothing. I do not for a mo
ment discount the importance of such 
agencies for infant betterment, but in 
the last analysis there are two factors 
in child health that outweigh all others 
—the type of parents Nature has sup
plied and the food furnished. Given 
these two favorable factors, it is sur
prising how much neglect in other re
spects the infant will survive.

IT IS the food factor which causes 
more cases of constitutional inferior

ity and marasmus than all the others 
put together. Nature is supposed to sup
ply in the mother’s milk a means of nu
trition, but Nature in this respect 
is often a slacker and for such cases 
other means must be devised. The 
question of bottle, or artificial, feeding 
then arises. Cows’ milk is the best sub
stitute for human milk, but cows’ milk 
was fashioned for the calf and must be 
modified to conform as closely as pos
sible to mother’s milk. That it can be 
done is proved by thousands of healthy 
bottle-fed babies.

Not a few infants resist our best 
efforts in the use of fresh milk. With 
some, the digestive processes are not 
equal to the task and evaporated milk 
—which is cows’ milk reduced one-half 
in volume by evaporation of water— 
supplies a satisfactory substitute. The 
process of evaporation renders the 
milk easier of digestion and assimila
tion. I t is not a proprietory infant 
food, but a milk product standardized 
by the U. S. Government.

Fresh milk used for infant feeding 
should always be boiled. When boiled 
fresh milk or evaporated milk is used, 
orange juice in small amounts should 
be part of the feeding plan.

Poor judgment in prescribing a for
mula, careless preparation of food, and 
faulty feeding habits usually cause in
digestion, vomiting and colic. Malnu
trition and underweight result.
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M A S T E R I N G  O U R  M O N E Y  PRO BLEM S
[Continued, from page 44]

expenditure reasonable for people of 
our means. But spending even five dol
lars more than we have, or cheating 
our savings of that amount, sees us 
ending the year in debt, if only to our 
own savings fund.

THE next step is to go over the 
amounts allotted to the headings 

where a change can be made, cutting off 
only one dollar here or two there, five 
dollars there and twenty in another 
place. Food calls for attention. Even 
fifty cents saved a week means twenty- 
six dollars a year, and that may go a 
long way toward turning a deficit into a 
balance. Clothing generally gets hit, as 
most of us spend on that a little more 
for accessories than we really need in 
order to be decently and suitably clad. 
This is the point at which to bring 
the junior partners into the budget
making. They need not know what the 
income is, but they can be given the 
chance to say whether they are will
ing to have pot roast instead of chick
en on Sundays, in order that the food 
costs of the family shall not exceed 
what they can rightly afford.

They can help decide whether Moth
er’s allowance for clothing is to be cut 
down so that they can spend more 
than she does. They can say what they 
think about recreation expenditures. 
They can aid materially in adjusting 
the budget and at the same time learn 
the important lesson that if you over
spend in one thing and do not under
spend in another, you certainly cannot 
escape debt.

As you make your budget into 
its final form, remember that it can 
be readjusted as occasions arise. A 
budget is not an iron-clad form that 
you must follow as you first made it or 
be disgraced. You are not made for 
the budget; the budget is made for 
you. You are not limited by a budget, 
as so many seem to think. What limits 
you is your income. A budget frees 
you since within its limits you can 
spend with a good conscience. Unless 
you look on a budget as your friend 
and to some extent your servant, you 
will not get from it the valuable help 
which it has to offer you.

Ho u s e h o l d  accounts to be of 
value must do two things: They 

must show you at any moment whether 
you are carrying out the plan you 
have made, and they must give you 
the information you need in planning 
future expenditure.

On your budget the accounts must 
be kept under separate headings. For 
some of these you will need sub-head
ings, such as Clothing—Shoes; Care of 
House — Furnishings. Each budget 
maker must decide how many and 
what these sub-headings must be.

Of course, each person should have 
a separate account for clothing. Al
lowances should be paid in lump sums 
by the week or the month, and exact
ly how much this is planned to cover 
must be clear to the one who receives 
the money. For instance, are “personal 
expenses” to include hair cuts and 
amusements? And so on. Under Food 
you may not wish to use sub-headings. 
And if you do, you may wish to elimi
nate some item, temporarily, but do 
not forget to total the amount spent 
to date on the main card or page.

To keep accounts under separate 
headings in this way there are two 
practical methods—a card file ( 4 x 6  
inches seems the best size) or a loose 
leaf notebook, arranged in alphabeti
cal order.

As you spend money each day, you 
note it down in any convenient small

notebook (a loose leaf one is best, as 
then canceled pages can be torn out) 
or on a pad hanging in the kitchen. 
Immediate noting takes but a moment, 
and puts no strain on your memory. 
These notes with your checkbook make 
up your original records. With most 
people once a week should be often 
enough to transfer the daily records 
to the permanent one, and once a 
month is often enough for the check
book. As you enter, cancel the entry or 
check the stub of checks, and then 
you are “up to date.”

HERE, you ask, is the daily bal
ance on which so much stress is 

laid in business accounts? In  business 
it is necessary, since money is being 
spent in order to make money, but in 
the household, where money is spent 
to make health and happiness, why 
waste precious hours trying to find out 
where that missing three cents went? 
Adding up weekly expenditures and 
checking it against weekly cash on 
hand should be done until you have 
trained yourself to be careful in this 
matter. Then forget it, and at the end 
of the year either charge it all on the 
Lost card described later, or divide 
it between Food and Care of House, 
or in some other way make sure that 
it is included in your total expenditure.

Your card or page should have at 
the top, the year and the amount al
lowed for that heading. The month 
and day are entered at the left, and as 
each column is filled, add it up, carry
ing the amount to the next column.

At the beginning of your file have 
two summary cards or pages, one for 
Income, and one for Assets. To make 
the total of the last item higher every 
year is one of your objects. If you 
lose any money—which may happen 
to any of us—you should insert a Lost 
card in the alphabetical order, the to
tal to be added to the other expendi
tures for the current year.

After three months, add all your 
cards or sheets to date, write down 
two lists of Overspent and Under
spent, add each, and see whether one 
balances the other. You are, of course, 
working with only one-fourth of year’s 
allowance as a basis. There may be 
some good reason for over or under
spending. Fire insurance is usually paid 
in one sum, life insurance often in one 
or two premiums, coal all at one time, 
and so forth. If  the two columns do 
not balance, look for the reason.

Few budget headings balance exact
ly at the end of the year—of course, 
Rent, Allowances and Insurance will, 
but probably few others. However, if 
the total of expenditure has not ex
celled the budget and the savings col
umn has been cheated o f no part of 
its share, you have proved yourself 
an efficient manager. The figures 
doubtless will help you to readjust 
the amount for next year’s allotments.

A  YEARLY readjustment takes care 
of the changes in the cost of liv

ing and keeps your budget current.
Accounts kept in this way are in

teresting. A glance over any card or 
sheet will give you the satisfaction of 
thinking: “That coat was a good bar
gain,” or the self-criticism: “We
shouldn’t have bought such expensive 
stationery.” I t will remind you pleas
antly: “Next year we don’t have to 
pay fire insurance.” Half an hour a 
week, with an extra half hour at the 
end of the month, is all the time most 
people need to spend in addition to the 
negligible time of entering cash ex
penditures daily. Thus recording quick
ly becomes a habit.

I t ’s time you knew 
about this new way to 

cook chicken
N inety recipes as good as this are w aiting  fo r  you in  

the new M inu te Tapioca Cook Book

G OLDEN-BROWN savoriness covered 
with the neatest little crown of crisp 

biscuits! No heavy white sauce to veil the 
wonderful flavor of these juicy morsels of 
chicken cooked in their own broth.

That’s Chicken Casserole par excellence! 
And that’s the magic of Minute Tapioca!

Minute Tapioca used as a "precision ingre
dient” holds the other ingredients together. It 
insures exact, precise results—the just-right ap
pearance, the just-right texture—without in any 
way affecting the flavor of the dish.

Chicken Casserole is only one of 
many ways in which’Minute Tapioca 
can be used with great advantage as 
a "precision ingredient.”

Ninety recipes, including a myriad 
of quick, easy-to-make desserts that 
appeal to the whole family, are given 

in the new Minute 
Tapioca Cook Book.

Just out now and FREE!
"A Cook’s Tour with Minute 
Tapioca” is filled with remark
able "precision ingredient” re
cipes that take the doubt out 
of all sorts of difficult dishes.

MI NUTE
Reg. U . S. Pat. Off.

T H E  D E S S E R T

Fluffy omelets and souffleswhich never collapse 
while being served; non-crumbling meat loaves 
which remain moist and tender; berry pies with 
juices that never soak through and ruin the 
crusts. Then there are at least half a hundred 
gay, sparkling desserts—so irresistibly appealing 
to adults and so goodiot children...Since Min
ute Tapioca needs no soaking and only a few 
brief moments of cooking — this coupon and 
the book you exchange for it are all the 
more precious to you! Send the coupon today /

21 Pierce St., Orange, Massachusetts 
Please send me f r e e  copy o f Minute Tapioca 
Cook Book.

Name
Street !

City State
____ In Canada: Sterling Tower. Toronto 2, Qnt,______

TAPIOCA
©  1930, G. F. Corp. 

“ P R E C I S I O N  I N G R E D I E N T ’ ’

C A S S E R O L E  O F  C H IC K E N  
2 cups cooked chicken, cut in pieces 

2Yt tablespoons Minute Tapioca, uncooked 
IY4 cups milk or chicken stock 

teaspoon salt 2  tablespoons butter 
Dash o f pepper Dash o f  paprika 

Combine ingredients in order given. Turn 
into greased casserole and bake in hot oven 
(400°F.) 25 minutes, stirring mixture twice 
during first 10 minutes o f  baking. Serves 6 . 
Small baking powder biscuits may be placed 
on top o f chicken mixture after it has baked 
10 minutes. . . A ll  measurements are level.

MINUTE TAPIOCA COMPANY, Inc.

A N D
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Brown Cottage Pudding
Cream  V4 cup butter. Add 1 
cup Brer Rabbit Molasses. S ift 
3 cups flour, 1 heaping tea
spoon soda, >/2 teaspoon salt, 2 teaspoons cinnam on, and 1 

, teaspoon each ginger and 
cloves. Add to first m ixture 
alternately w ith  1 cup sour 
m ilk. Last stir in 1 cup raisins, 
s lightly floured. Pour into  b u t
tered tube pan and bake in 
moderate oven 350° F. 45 to 60 
m in . Serve hot w ith lig ht p u d 
ding sauce. G randm other Jo r 
dan's Pudding Sauce, lemon 
flavored, (p. 36, “ 94 Brer Ra b- 
bltGoodles” ) isespecially good f

Pineapple Gingerbread  
Shortcake

TWO NEW DESSERTS
EASY TO MAKE  

SO GOOD YOU WANT MORE

D ESSERTS that are really easy to 
make . . . desserts so good every 

iijiemher of the family will come back 
for' more!

Tempting with the mellow old-time 
flavor of Brer Rabbit Molasses—that 
real old-plantation flavor everybody 
loves—these desserts are not just some
thing good to eat—they’re actually good 
for you, too! For Brer Rabbit Molasses 
is a wholesome, natural sweet . . . rich 
in those two essentials tha t form a 
part of every well-balanced diet—iron 
and lime.

You’ll find a touch of the old planta
tion flavor of Brer Rabbit Molasses 
doubles the goodness of many foods . . . 
for instance two tablespoonfuls added 
to  a can of baked beans give them won

derful flavor tha t makes everyone want 
more! And just try  spreading it over a 
ham before you bake it! Gold Label 
Brer Rabbit is the highest quality light 
molasses—Green Label Brer Rabbit a 
rich, full-flavored dark molasses.

Save yo u r  Brer R abbit Labels . . . g e t 
Brer Rabbit's Cooky S e t: Here’s a 
toy your children will adore! A doll- 
size cooky set—wee aluminum cooky 
pan—6 delightful animal cooky cutters! 
It makes real cookies, too! To get it 
just send in 3 labels from 3 cans of Brer 
Rabbit Molasses. Start saving Brer 
Rabbit labels today. Send them in with 
or without the coupon. And be sure to 
ask for a free copy of Brer Rabbit’s 
recipe book!

SEND FOR THIS MI NI ATURE COOKY SET!

... . s
3 Labels from. Brer Rabbit Cans bring i t  
to  you . . . and  g e t your  free copy o f the
recipe book, ”94 Brer R abbit Goodies” .

I  I S P S A PENICK & FORD, Ltd., Inc.
*•-* %  •. g p Dept. M-6, New Orleans, La.

(Check what you want—either or both)

- ' ■ i s □  Brer Rabbit’ s Cooky Set. I  enclose 3 Brer Rabbit 
Molasses Labels.

v n n -r  : j
□  Free copy of recipe book “ 94 Brer Rabbit Goodies.”

V i r g i l

•Do You W ant To Know?
THOUSANDS of letters pour in to us daily, asking questions, requesting 

help, expressing opinions. From the problems presented in these letters we 
have learned what you want to know, and we have built up our Home Service 
Department to take care of those problems of yours.

Uppermost in every woman’s mind is the desire to present a good appear
ance, to be well dressed and smartly turned out for every occasion. To enable 
those whose pocket book feels thin at times to achieve this result we offer:

Dressmaking Made Easy: This book 
will teach you how to give your clothes 
that well-tailored, “bought” look. If a 
garment is cut well and fitted properly 
the rest is easy and a satisfactory re
sult is assured. Send for this book, fol
low the directions, and hear your 
friends exclaim over your smart 
clothes. I t is only twenty-five cents!

Book of Etiquette: Smart clothes 
will not carry you very far if you 
haven’t good manners and poise. There 
is a right way and a wrong way in 
everyday living and we must know the 
right way. This booklet covers every 
question of etiquette. Price twenty 
cents.

The Family Budget: Who would 
refuse to save money if she were 
shown how? Yet this is what you are 
doing if you are finding it impossible 
to add to the savings fund and do not 
keep a budget. Send for this booklet 
and start the New Year right. Price 
twenty cents.

Parties
Do you have fun at your own par

ties? Or are you continually worrying 
about the refreshments, and whether 
the party will suddenly begin to drag? 
These booklets will help you plan 
ahead intelligently so that you may 
greet your guests with a cheery smile, 
knowing that the party is an assured 
success:

What to Serve at Parties: Here are 
special menus for special occasions— 
with recipes. If you are planning a 
New Year’s Watch Night party or 
New Year’s entertaining of any kind 
this booklet tells you just what to 
serve. Price twenty cents.

Unusual Entertaining: How about a 
Carnival Ball for New Year’s Eve? Or 
perhaps an Early American or a Co
lonial costume dance might intrigue 
you for this gala night. These dances 
and many others, as well as bridge 
parties and entertaining for other oc
casions are contained in this booklet. 
Price twenty cents.

Parties for Grown-ups: If  you wish 
to entertain on New Year’s Eve and 
desire something other than the usual 
bridge, then the New Year’s party de
scribed in this booklet is just what

you want. There are parties for all 
other occasions too. Price twenty cents.

Parties for Children: Are the chil
dren looking forward to a party dur
ing Christmas week? Here are all sorts 
of lively games, jolly stunts and de
licious (but digestible) refreshments. 
Price twenty cents.

M ore H elp
Master Recipes: Do you know how 

to make delicious muffins, cookies, un
usual salad dressing? Are your fudge 
and penuchi always creamy? Here are 
excellent recipes to help you with your 
holiday delicacies. Price ten cents.

Some Reasons Why in Cookery: No 
matter how many times you have 
failed, you can make a perfect cake. 
Other good cookery rules, simply told. 
Price ten cents.

Time Saving Cookery: Don’t be dis
mayed when you have to prepare a 
Sunday night supper for unexpected 
guests. This book tells of quick ways 
with all sorts of food. Price ten cents.

How to Serve Afternoon Tea: What 
and How at tea time. Price two cents.

Decorating Your Home: Price ten 
cents.

Four Lessons in Interior Decorating: 
Price twelve cents.

The Friendly Baby: Proper care of 
baby; Dr. Kerley’s feeding schedules. 
Price ten cents.

The Friendly Mother: Advice for 
the prenatal period. Price ten cents.

Books You Ought to Own: A list of 
books to help the hostess and the club 
woman plan bazaars, entertainments, 
etc. Price eight cents.

Books on Church and Family Prob
lems: A list of books on Church work, 
spiritual enlightenment, training the 
child-mind, etc. Price eight cents.

Preserving for Profit: Make money 
with homemade preserves! Price ten 
cents.

Home Money Making with Board
ers: How to run a successful boarding 
house all the year. Price six cents.

When You Travel to Europe: Ad
vice for the person planning a vaca
tion on the Continent. Price two cents.

Send stamps to: The Service Editor, 
McCall’s Magazine, 230 Park Avenue, 
New York City.



M eC A L L ’S M A G A Z IN E  J A N U A R Y  1930 53

T U R N I N G  OVER N E W  LEAVES
[Continued from page <?]

Cyclists Touring Club, and thirty-eight 
years later “the Lossie loon” was form
ing a government as Prime Minister of 
England. In that interval he had be
come the Leader of the Labor party, a 
distinguished orator, a brilliant Mem
ber of Parliament, the most bitterly 
reviled man in England, and as force
ful and dramatic a figure as any of us 
are liable to encounter in our journey 
from this world to the next. The dark 
little boy’s name was James Ramsay 
MacDonald. You can read the fantas
tic story of his career in a large, solid, 
thoroughly documented volume by 
H. Hessell Tiltman, called J. Ramsay 
MacDonald, Labor’s Man of Destiny.

Once upon a time in a small room in 
a great city another little boy was 
bom—ruddy, blue-eyed, Irish to the 
bone, the son of an umbrella-maker 
and a truck driver. The truck driver 
died when the boy was twelve; and 
for the next eight years he was ex
ceedingly busy filling the somewhat 
varied roles of newsboy, truck chaser, 
handy man, fish market worker and 
shipping clerk. A few months before 
he was twenty-one he drifted into a 
political meeting one night at the 
Oriental Club in Grand Street; and 
suddenly the air about him was filled 
with the old, arresting music of the 
bells . . . .  “Turn again Whittington, 
thrice Mayor of London” . . . .  
Turn again, A1 Smith, four time Gov
ernor of New York, turn to your life’s 
work and your life’s joy, turn far. far 
away from the little dark house in 
South Street to the shadow of the 
great White House in Washington. 
Up to Now is the record of the happi
est of lives, the story of a rich little 
poor boy, who had real fire engines for 
playthings, the bowsprits and the rig
gings of the water-front ships for a 
gymnasium, the unpolluted East River 
for a swimming pool, and the strange 
foreign animals that the sailors sold 
him for pets. Lucky A1 Smith, who had 
in the garret at South Street, “all liv
ing in peace and harmony,” one West 
Indian goat, four dogs, a parrot and a 
monkey—and who, a generation later, 
filled the grounds of the Executive 
Mansion at Albany with racoons, bears, 
elk, deer, monkeys, rabbits, pheasants, 
foxes, owls, and a goat with the sub
lime name of “Heliotrope.”

THIS man’s unflagging interest in 
men, monkeys, budgets, ballots and 

babies is nothing short of miraculous. 
It is obvious that life has given him a 
good deal more than his money’s 
worth, from the day that a dime intro
duced him to the fascinating society 
of the India rubber man, the dog
faced boy, the skeleton dude and the 
sword swallower—throwing in two acts 
of drama replete with thunder and dead 
Indians, for good measure—to the day 
when he was supplying his own thunder 
and dead Indians from one end of a 
continent to the other, accompanied 
by a thousand bands pounding out 
the gay swing of “East Side, West 
Side,” magically transformed into a 
folk song and a battle cry.

These two books are a liberal educa
tion in the theory and practice of gov
ernment.

Turn the leaves again . . . .  Once 
upon a time, a hundred and fifty years 
ago in the gray city of Edinburgh, still 
another little boy was born; a little 
boy who was destined by his father, an 
honest but poor lawyer, to “wear the 
gown,” but was destined by fate to 
wear the laurels of the world’s best 
loved story teller. In A Great Rich 
Man, the story of Sir Walter Scott by 
Louise Schultz Boas, we do not meet

the lame, handsome young giant until 
he comes limping into pretty “Willie” 
Stuart’s life in his nineteenth year. The 
daughter of Sir John Stuart was con
sidered far too fine a match for this 
impoverished suitor, however, and he 
had to wait seven years more for his 
fairy princess, a charming refugee, 
daughter of a French royalist called 
Charpentier, who had five hundred 
pounds a year and a will of her own, 
and declared firmly and prophetically 
that her dear Scott would “rise very 
high, and be a great rich man.”

T_JE MARRIED her when he was 
twenty-six, and ten years later he 

and Byron were sharing most of the 
fame in the world between them, and 
winning such fortunes as should right
fully come from gold mines rather than 
slim volumes of poetry. He was to lead 
his Charlotte from the thatched cottage 
with the romantic arbor, where he first 
took her, to a castle set in thousands 
of acres of land, where he lived as 
royally as a king, and where a king was 
to sit at his board. He lived to see his 
writings earn him a hundred and thirty 
thousand dollars a year; he lived to 
test her unfaltering love and loyalty 
by going deep into poverty again; he 
lived to redeem colossal debts for 
which he was not responsible, by labors 
even more colossal, and finally, he 
died as he lived, a great and a rich 
man. The story is told lightly, pleas
antly and movingly, in the form of a 
novel. No “success” biography of to
day, no “success” fairy tale of Jack the 
Giant Killer of yesterday, could be 
more heartening than this tale of a 
gentle, generous and unbroken spirit.

F air W arning!
Ultima Thule, by a woman who calls 

herself Henry Handel Richardson, is a 
noble, tragic and harrowing tale, that 
seems so real that it emphasizes the 
fairy tale quality of most biographies. 
The lengthy narrative of the disintegra
tion of a doctor in Australia can hardly 
be recommended as light reading, but 
it is the stuff of w’hich literature of the 
first order is made.

The Body on the Floor, by Nancy 
Mavity, is an excellent book if you 
don’t mind a cheerful detective and a 
good deal of blood; and is ideal for 
those evenings when crime, and plenty 
of it, seems the only release from your 
own petty but maddening difficulties.

The Dartmouth Murders, by Clifford 
Orr, is by no means so frivolous. It is 
readable and intelligent, however, and 
has the merit of employing the refresh
ing new background of a college town.

Partners in Crime, by Agatha Chris
tie, is amusing and exciting spoofing in 
a series of stories clustered about the 
central figures of two engaging young 
detectives, male and female.

The Roman Hat Mystery, by Ellery 
Queen, makes going to the theater 
seem a far more perilous performance 
than it has ever been before. It should 
appeal to those who enjoy the literate 
intricacies of Mr. Philo Vance, and 
there is more than a suggestion of that 
gentleman in the book-hunting Mr. 
Queen.

The only qualification that you need 
in order to get an evening of unquali
fied enjoyment out of the highly ingen
ious and admirably sustained nar
rative of The Poison Chocolate Case, 
by Anthony Berkeley, is that of being a 
real crime fan, who is as familiar with 
Roland Molyneux as with Sherlock 
Holmes. But even if you have never 
heard of either gentleman, this one will 
reward you for the time spent on it.

The proof is in 
the pudd

-these are the
finest raisins 
you can

M enus."  You will find  it  fu l l  o f  
fascinating suggestions!Just mail 
a no te  or ca rd  to  —S u n-M aid  

Raisin Growers Association, 
Fresno, California.

l o u  can  so easily m ake rice 
p u d d ing  —n o t just an o rd inary  
d e s s e r t - b u t  a re a l d e licac y , 
c rea m y  a n d  d e l ic io u s . A n d  
w atch  the ch ild ren ’s eyes spar
k le as they  find these p lum p , 
ta s ty  Sun-M aid  ra is in s  t ha t  
m a k e  th e  p u d d in g  so  m u c h  
better!
So it is w ith  m any sim ple dishes 
— salads, cookies, muffins, pies 
and  cakes, to o .—T h e  finer qual
ity  o f  Sun-M aid raisins is like 
an ex tra  touch o f  co o k in g  skill, 
in s u r in g  b e t te r  r e s u l ts  in  a ll 
y o u r raisin  recipes.

There are two favorite kinds of Sun- 
Maid raisins, both prepared by ex
clusive processes tha t set them 
apart from ordinary raisins. 
Sun-Maid NECTARS are tender, 
juicy, seedless raisins, famous for 
their fresh grape-like flavor. Note 
how plump they are, not withered, 
and how attractive and glossy of 
skin. Cooks everywhere know Sun- 
Maid NECTARS as the finest o f all 
seeded raisins.
Sun-Maid PUFFED are the only 
seeded raisins made which are not 
sticky, ready to use as soon as you 
open the handy carton! For the se
cret Sun-Maid seeding processkeeps 
the juice inside, retaining all the 
rich flavor of the Muscat grape. 
Only the best grapes can make 
Sun-Maid raisins. They are graded 
severely for quality, processed and 
packed in the finest dried fruit plant 
in the world, where kitchen clean
liness is the standard. Sun-Maid 
Raisin Growers Association, Fres
no, California.

The Sun-M aid  label also assures you o f  highest

Sun-Maid
Raisins
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HEADACHE
‘lie

SO M ANY of us struggle along day 
after day and year after year handi

capped by headaches yet seeking only 
temporary relief with never a thought 
of permanently removing the cause.

Faulty diet, with resulting conditions 
of Acidosis, is often responsible for head
aches, which with colds, low vitality, 
nervousness, indigestion and constipation 
are common danger signals of an Acido
sis condition due to an unbalanced diet 
(too much acid-reaction foods), missed 
meals or wrong reducing methods prac
ticed in the current craze for thinness.

Regular, well-balanced meals correct 
and prevent Acidosis. The average mod
ern diet contains far too much of the 
good and necessary but acid-forming 
foods (fish, eggs, cereals, meats, breads, 
etc.) and not enough Oranges, Lemons, 
other fruits, vegetables and milk, leading 
alkaline-reaction foods.

Fresh Orange Juice and Fresh Lemon
ade and these fresh citrus fruits in other 
forms are used daily by millions to fur

nish necessary balance to the diet and 
thus avoid the many complications fol
lowing Acidosis. In addition, because of 
their vitamins (A , B and C,) mineral 
and other healthful properties, these 
fruits now receive wide endorsement by 
medical and nutrition authorities for 
this newer health use.

The best medical authorities agree that 
Acidosis is common and may be serious. 
If your condition is aggravated or of 
long standing see your physician.

Acidosis is discussed in a popular 
booklet "Telling Fortunes with Foods,” 
mailed free. This booklet contains normal 
anti-acidosis menus as well as a chapter 
devoted to Safe Reducing (with menus) 
prepared by an eminent diet authority. 
Send the coupon today.

California Sunkist Oranges have the 
richest juice and finest flavor. Look for 
the name "Sunkist” on the skin and on 
wrapper of Oranges and on the wrapper 
of Lemons. "Sunkist” assures uniform
quality. © 1 9 2 9 c .f . g .e

D ie t e t ic  R esearch D e p t . ,  California Fruit Growers Exchange,
Div. 6 0 1 , Box 5 3 0 , Station " C ,”  Los Angeles, California.

Please send me, without charge, a copy of your book, 'Telling Fortunes with Foods.

Name------------------------------------------------------------ Street-----------------------------------

City___________________________________________ State__________________________

W O R D S A N D  MUSIC
[ Continued, from page 7]

Orchestra’s string section—the opu
lent flood of tone, brilliant without 
coldness and firm without hardness, 
that no other orchestra I  have ever 
heard can quite contrive to produce. 
The wood wind and heavy brass choirs, 
likewise, came over well-nigh perfectly. 
Only in the horn section was there an 
occasional trace of glassy, “blasting” 
tone that makes French horns and so
pranos the despair of radio engineers 
and the distress of radio listeners.

IT WAS interesting to prove to one
self that a great conductor’s work is 

just as great when he is invisible. The 
least experienced hearer must have 
been moved by the exquisite timber 
and tonal blending that Stokowski ex
acts from his players, the cunningly 
graded dynamics, the tempi, so inevi
table and unerringly right, the clean, 
beautiful attacks and entrances, the 
breadth and sonority of the climaxes, 
the magnificent vitality that put the 
breath of life into every bar of the 
music. What with the significance of 
the occasion and the superlative qual
ity of the performance, it was an after
noon not to be forgotten; and it would 
have taken a more hard-boiled listener 
than this one, not to have been thrilled 
by it.

The concert differed from the aver
age symphony-broadcast also in that 
it was not a “sustaining feature,” sent 
out by one of the stations, but a regu

lar, commercial “hour.” The company 
sponsoring the series deserves gratitude, 
not alone for making possible the per
formance of a uniformly excellent 
program by a great orchestra; but like
wise for handling the enterprise with 
appropriate dignity and restraint.

There was none of the ballyhoo and 
sales talk that usually spoils even good 
orchestral radio programs. The presi
dent of the company made a brief 
speech, telling what the company is, and 
what it makes; and devoted the major 
portion of his remarks to the orchestra. 
I  wish some of the other broadcasters 
who ram slogans and trade-marks and 
selling points and “quality” talk down 
our throats, might have heard him.

I  wish, too, that all the radio an
nouncers in the world could have been 
made to listen to Mr. Stokowski’s de
scriptive remarks concerning the music. 
His introduction of the finale of the 
G-minor symphony, for instance: “The 
fourth part of this symphony has music 
of two kinds: the first, an animated 
dance; the second, a little slower, more 
like a song.” When one of the world’s 
great conductors finds these words 
sufficient to describe part of one of the 
world’s great symphonies, surely it 
might dawn upon even a radio an
nouncer that dates and big words and 
patronage and gush are not essential 
for the enjoyment of music; that when 
music is truly great it may safely be 
allowed to speak more or less for itself.

PERFECT ENGLISH
[Continued, from page 7]

spoken by some Englishman who has 
been in America long enough, not to 
acquire an American accent, but to be 
liberated from the stultifications and 
absurd elaborations of the ultra-English 
accent.

When such a person is nominated, 
it will probably turn out to be George 
Arliss.

Those who see Mr. Arliss in Disraeli 
—and those who take my advice will 
see Mr. Arliss in Disraeli—will be 
treated to a rendition of practically 
perfect English. Mr. Arliss does not 
say “Haowjado” when he means “How 
do you do” ; he doesn’t pronounce such 
words as “flower” and “flyer” as though 
both were spelled “flah” ; nor does he 
convert “What’s the matter” into 
“Waszamadduh.” His speech is neither 
too sloppy nor too precise. It is free 
from accent of any kind and the in
flection is low and musical.

In addition to the purity of his ar
ticulation, Mr. Arliss has qualities as a 
pantomimist which are supremely well 
suited to the screen. His performance 
in Disraeli is a big event in the movies; 
it is productive of absorbing and genu
inely legitimate drama. In fewer words, 
don’t miss it.

Another picture that is deserving of 
attention is Young Nowheres, in which 
Richard Barthelmess and Frank Lloyd, 
the director, prove that such things as 
conflict, struggle, spectacular slaughter 
and other forms of melodramatic 
punch are not absolutely necessary in 
the zestful cinema. Young Nowheres, 
as its title would indicate, is a story of 
nobodies who have no particular pur
pose and are going no place in particu
lar. The mildly romantic relationship 
of Mr. Barthelmess and the heroine, 
ably played by Marion Nixon, is not 
to be compared with the heated pass
ages at arms between Greta Garbo and 
John Gilbert; but I  confess I  found it 
easier to believe and infinitely more 
pleasant to watch.

Young Nowheres may be described 
as a small picture—small but super
latively good. For those who like them, 
there are also plenty of big pictures.

One of the biggest is Rio Rita, a 
glorification of a Ziegfeld operetta 
which makes up, by what it possesses 
in extravagant magnitude, for what it 
lacks in flesh and blood. Such heavy 
adjectives as “gorgeous” and “stupen
dous” may safely be applied to it, and 
also to Bebe Daniels, who looks and 
sings the title role. Aside from which, 
Rio Rita actually contains some good 
comedy, contributed by.Robert Wool- 
sey and Bert Wheeler.

O U N N Y  SID E UP is another big one. 
^  Its stars are Janet Gaynor and 
Charles Farrell, both of whom are 
charming, visually, but vocally unim
pressive. Miss Gaynor appears as a 
sprightly Cinderella, who is conducted, 
by Mr. Farrell, into the midst of the 
social lorgnettes and, of course, makes 
them all look very foolish indeed. 
Every few feet through the story one 
or more of the characters bursts into- 
song, and their words and music are 
catchy in the extreme.

Why Bring That Up? brings the 
Two Black Crows, Moran and Mack, 
to the screen, with many of their best 
jokes. Flight is a formidable thriller 
of the air, which takes the dizzy audi
ence along with it as it dives, loops and 
spins. His Glorious Night is John Gil
bert’s first talking picture; it can be 
forgiven and forgotten. Three Live 
Ghosts is a reasonably funny farce 
about three missing soldiers who sud
denly and inconveniently turn up. 
Paris Bound is a thin tragi-comedy on 
thin ice, with some convincing acting 
by the lovely Ann Harding.

The Harold Lloyd comedy, Welcome 
Danger, and the Pickford-Fairbanks- 
Shakespeare comedy, The Taming of 
the Shrew, will be topics for discussion 
in this column next month.
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K E EP  IT  IN T H E  A IR
[Continued from page <?] Theres luck

Still, the necessity of unreality can
not be stressed too far. Characters 
must remain a cousinship to actu
ality. Indeed one of the most amusing 
bits in the play is that of a policeman 
played by Edward J. MacNamara. To 
this Patrolman Mulligan there falls the 
best line of the evening. The young 
woman from the South is surprised to 
see an officer in uniform reaching for 
an illegal beverage. “I  thought,” she 
says, “that policemen never drank 
while on duty.” To which Mulligan re
plies, “I t just seems like never.”

And if Mr. MacNamara manages to 
be a most convincing cop, it may be 
somewhat based upon the fact that 
once upon a time he was a member of 
the police force of Paterson, N. J.

There should be special mention of 
Miss Muriel Kirkland in Strictly Dis
honorable; for it is her difficult task 
to maintain a heavy Southern accent 
for three entire acts. For the purposes 
of the comedy she is supposed to come 
from Mississippi; and she has never 
been there.

Her accent is wholly an artifice, 
yet never does she slip nor do the 
tones of her simulated speech fall any
way but pleasingly upon the ears of 
the audience. Tullie Carminati, the 
tenor and the hero, is, as you may quite 
possibly guess, an authentic Italian; but 
even he brushes up and broadens out 
his accent for purposes of entertain
ment. After all, the real purpose of a 
light comedy is not to make the the
atergoer say as he departs, “I believe 
it really happened.” It is much better 
if he says, “I  wish it had.”

The funniest current comedy is 
June Moon by Ring Lardner and 
George S. Kaufman. In its high spots

it is more hilarious than Strictly Dis
honorable, but not quite as smoothly 
built and executed. Mr. Lardner and 
Mr. Kaufman are both masters of a 
devastating satire. Each is eloquently 
aware of the gap between man’s pre
tensions and his true estate. This play 
is built around a song writer and the 
business of song writing. The audience 
is permitted to see and hear some of 
the “mother” songs ground out be
fore their very eyes and ears. The 
spectacle of a hard-boiled composer 
sitting down to distill dollars out of the 
nation’s potential tears is a legitimate 
and a vastly rich field for satirists. The 
playwrights miss not one single trick. 
The witty and the wise lines pop like 
com over a hot fire. Nor is the humor 
merely that of the wisecrack. Most of 
the fun is rooted into character.

BUT late in the evening one author 
must have said to another, “We 

ought to have some heart interest.” Or 
maybe the producer said that. And then 
for a very brief interval the play does 
touch the ground. Indeed it lies there. 
The pathos of Kaufman and Lardner 
is just as synthetic as that of the song 
writers whom they have baited. Both 
gentlemen have made a sacrifice to 
that great god called What the Public 
Is Supposed to Want. I t is a burnt 
offering tendered by two gentlemen 
who seem to forget that it is not qieet 
for worshippers to come with tongue 
in cheek.

The best written part and the best 
performance is that of Miss Jean Dix
on who plays the role of the com
poser’s wife. She is responsible for 
what seems to me the finest acting mo
ment of the entire season.

TURNING LIFE UPSIDE DOWN
[Continued from page £]

and the effort of man to find a more 
satisfying spiritual faith.

In the sermon here under review 
Dean Sperry deals with an amazing 
twist in the modem mind by which 
evolution is inverted into devolution, 
and life is interpreted downward. In 
the last century life was traced from 
its lower forms up to man, the splendid 
crown of an age-long development.

“Would you know what human na
ture and character are?” asks the man 
of science. “Go back into the hinterland 
of instinct and animal behavior. Would 
you know what states and churches 
mean? Read the truth of them in the 
folkways of aborigines, the movements 
of the herd, the laws of the hunting 
pack. Read biology and anthropology, 
and see man reduced to his simplest 
terms. The further you go into this 
world of human beginnings the more 
savage the scene becomes. Religious 
creeds, codes of morality, all the stuff 
of faith and conduct disappear in 
brutishness, in which all the higher 
values are blurred and lost.

WHAT has religion to say about 
this?” asks Dean Sperry. “It 

has four things to say. First, it does 
not deny the right of science to dis
cover, if it can, what man came from. 
Any religion worthy of the name will 
go anywhere with any man who is try
ing to find the truth. Only a timid and 
cowardly faith would discourage the 
search for truth. Second, the facts of 
science may all be true, but they do 
not tell all the truth. Religion accepts 
the facts, but it reads their meaning 
upward. The deeper the pit out of 
which man was digged, the more won
derful is the story of his climb from

the wild cannibal to the life of Christ. 
The further back we go the deeper the 
mystery of why man ascended at all.

“If  man has such a lowly origin, 
some force pushed him up from below, 
some power pulled him up from above,” 
Dean Sperry argues. “The facts prove 
it. Religion calls that upward urge and 
pull God, who made man out of dirt, 
but breathed into him a divine fire, a 
spark which has led and lifted him up 
the long way from savage to saint.

“Origins prove nothing,” Dean 
Sperry adds. “Religion says that al
though life has a backward look it has 
also a forward look; and when we are 
trying to find out the truth about man 
the forward look is more revealing. 
The faiths, hopes, dreams and heroisms 
of man tell us more about him than his 
muddy origins. Without denying any
thing that truth-seekers find about the 
lowly beginnings of human life, its al
ready demonstrated facts and achieve
ments are beyond those origins, and 
light up the depth from which the race 
has risen. There is another truth to be 
told, and only religion can tell it.”

Thus a great teacher-preacher bids 
us lift our eyes to the hills whence 
cometh a larger outlook and a clearer 
vision. Calmly, searchingly he re
bukes a one-sided, downward-looking 
science which, by mistaking one aspect 
of life for the whole, misses the true 
measure and meaning of our human 
struggle for the good and the true, 
amid exultations and agonies, by the 
grace of God and the glory of man’s 
unconquerable mind. He insists that if 
men suffer from cynicism, pessimism 
and defeatism it is because they have 
turned life upside down and do not see 
it straight.

in that teaspoon, lady 7

But no! It isn't luck'its science.. 
Calumets Double-A ction !

Only one level teaspoon o f Calumet Baking 
Powder to each cup of sifted flour . . . Such a 
small ingredient. So inexpensive. But w hat 
wonders it  performs! . . . For Calumet is 
scientifically made o f  exactly the right ingre
dients in exactly the right proportions to pro
duce perfect leavening action. Double-Action.

Calumet’s first action takes place in the mix
ing bowl. It starts the leavening. Then, in the 
oven, a second action begins. A steady, even 
rising swells through the batter—literally 
props it  up w hile  the oven heat does its work. 
There’s the secret o f the airy lightness, the deli
cate texture, o f Calumet cakes and quick breads.

Your biscuits are feather-light—your cakes 
fluffy and beautiful. Perfect baking from Calu
m et— even though you may not be able to 
regulate your oven temperature perfectly.

All baking powders are required by law  to be 
made o f pure, wholesom e ingredients. But not 
all are alike in their action. N ot all w ill give 
you equally fine results in your baking. Calu
m et’s remarkable double-action has made it 
the most popular baking powder in the world.

Bake a Calumet cake today. Use only one 
level teaspoon o f Calumet to a cup o f flour—  
the usual Calumet proportion for best results. 
A real economy, too. M ail the coupon for 
the new Calumet Baking Boi^k.

M A K E  T H I S  T E S T
Naturally, when baking,you can t  
see how Calumet's Double-Action 
works inside the dough or batter to 
make it rise. But, by making this 
simple demonstration with only 
baking powder and water in a 
glass, you can see clearly how bak
ing powder acts—and how Calu
met acts twice to make your baking 
better. Put two level teaspoons of 
Calumet into a glass, add two tea
spoons of water, stir rapidly five 
times and remove the spoon. The 
tiny, fine bubbles will rise slowly, 
half filling the glass. This is Calu
met's first action—the action that 
takes place in the mixing bowl when 
you add liquid to your dry ingredi- 
tnts. After the mixture has entirely 
stopped rising, stand the glass in a 
pan of hot water on the stove. In a 
moment a second rising will start 
and continue until the mixture 
reaches the top of the glass. This is 
Calumet's second action—the ac
tion that takes place in the heat of 
your oven. Make this test. See 
Calumet's Double-Action which 
protects your baking from failure.

A I I I AA C T  The Double-Acting 
v A L U / Y V C  I Baking Powder. .

» » » » » » » » » » » » » » » » » L

CAlUMEf
M a r i o n  J a n e  P a r k e r

c-o Calumet Baking Powder Company, 4100 Fillmore Street, 
Chicago, Illinois

Please send me, free, a copy of The Calumet Baking Book. 
Name.

> » » » » »
© 1930 G . F. Corp.

Please print name and address plainly.
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“Oh, you've been in vaudeville?”
She nodded. “My father and mother had an act.

I was with them, and then with my father after 
Mother died. But he died too.”

She stood motionless. Was she going to cry again? 
Abruptly she said goodnight and went out the stage 
door.

Crossing the street, the next morning, Kin caught a 
glimpse of the blue hat through the McDermott win
dow. I t might have been better to arrange some other 
meeting place. He was conscious of a fear that the girl 
might open up with her personal story. Flop on him.

BUT when she met him she showed no signs of feel
ing. He was offhand and friendly about the reviews. 

She had a mention in each.
“What did I  tell you?” said he, cheerfully. “You’re 

good. And they know it. You’ve landed, with a bang.” 
They walked around the corner toward the stage 

door. The street was quiet. A solitary man stood on the 
curb near the alley. His face, when Kin caught a square 
look at it, was wizened, with deep curving lines about 
the mouth.

Kin turned to remark casually—“There’s a 
six-a-day trouper if I  ever hope to see one,” only IT 
to find that the girl had stopped short, a little 
way back. Puzzled, he was considering retracing 
his own steps when the stranger brushed past 
him.

“Thought you could get away with that stuff, 
did you? Leave me flat* would you? After all 
I've . . . ”

The man had caught the girl’s arm. She broke 
away, but the man leaped after; caught her.

“What’s all this about?” Kin asked angrily.
“I t ’s nothing to you, my boy,” said he of the 

seamed face. Then to the girl— “You’re coming 
with me now.”

“Wait a minute, my friend,” said Kin. “Let go 
her arm.”

The man thrust out his jaw. “Look here, d’you 
know who I am?” *—

“I know enough. You’re the wrong kind. And if 
I ever see you bothering that girl again . . . ”

The man broke in, excitedly—“Yes, what'll you do? 
What’ll you do?”

Already a few people had gathered. Kin couldn't see 
Mabel. She must have slipped away. He gave the fel
low a shove. “Just you keep away from that girl.” 

The man made a pass at him. A fight, apparently, it 
was to be. Kin stepped in; drove a blow against the 
scarred cheek; took one or two, but shook them off and 
stepped in again. He finished the man off with a few 
hard rights and lefts. A final solid blow landed him on 
his back in the gutter.

“Any time you want another beating,” said Kin, 
crisply, “just stick around.”

He walked back to his rooms and changed his suit; 
then returned to the theater.

Harrison was in the front office, dictating a letter. Joe 
Murgatroyd, the company manager, sat at his desk go
ing over his accounts. Kin said, “Good morning,” and 
set to work pasting up the reviews in the scrap book.

The telephone rang. I t ’s Pete Henderson,” said Joe. 
Henderson was the play reviewer for one of the big 
dailies. “He’s crazy about little Owen. Thinks she’s the 
find of the season. Wants an interview with her.” 

Harrison said, “Better talk to him, Kin,” and went 
off to the rehearsal.

“Well, there's a little free publicity,” remarked Kin, 
as he hung up. “He’s coming around at twelve. I ’ll 
bring Miss Owen in here.”

Frank Mason, the stage manager, looked in at the 
door. “Seen Mabel Owen? . . . Byrne's given her the 
ingenue lead for next week. She ought to be rehears
ing.”

“I ’ll look around for her,” offered Kin, quietly. But 
he couldn’t find her.

At twelve he met Henderson. “Can’t find her,” he ex
plained. “I t ’s funny. She’s simply vanished.”

“Well . . . ” the critic sauntered toward the door . . . 
“I ’ll be in my office until five-thirty. If  she tums/up, 
trot her around.”

TT WAS all of two o’clock when Kin thought of climb- 
I  ing to her dressing room. He knocked; then tried the 
door. I t was locked. “I t ’s Kin Leonard,” he said. Then 
she opened the door. Kin rather thought she’d been 
crying. He entered, and closed the door; and for a mo
ment stood awkwardly before her.

“Got great news for you,” he said.
“Has . . .  he gone?”
“Oh sure. I  sent him on his way. And one of the 

best critics wants an interview. How’s that?”
She sank on a chair. After a moment she spoke, 

huskily—“He'll be back.”
“No fear.”
She shivered. “You don't know him.”

C U R T A I N ’S UP!
\ Continued from page 24]

“Don’t want to.,Who is he?”
“Billy Beck.”
“But he can't do anything to disturb you. Mabel. 

How could he?”
“He’s my husband.”
A long silence fell. She dropped her head on her arm 

and cried softly. Out of his confused thoughts one rose 
. . . “Poor kid! Her nerves are a wreck. And she’s got to 
play tonight. Got to see her through somehow.”

By three o’clock he had her sufficiently nerved up to 
enter into the rehearsal downstairs. And shortly after 
five he took her .over to the critic’s office in a taxi.

“I  don’t seem able to realize what’s happening,” she 
said. “I t ’s all coming so fast.”

The interview was over. They were back in the cab. 
“Well,” said he. rather shortly, “that’s done, and it’s 

all to the good. Pete’s wild about you.”

A N S W E R
By Margaret E. Sangster

Where are the roses, touched with youth’s own wonder, 
That seemed so glad beneath the summer sky?
Their souls are dreaming deathless beauty, under 
The dancing leaves that autumn winds brush by.

Where are the hints of springtime that we greeted 
With joyous hearts not many months ago?
They wait, not dead, but wholly undefeated,
Beneath the quiet of the drifting snow.

“Oh, do you think so?” she seemed girlishly happy 
over it.

“Listen!” he said. “You said that Beck fellow’s your 
husband. You don't want to go back to him?-’

Her lids drooped. Again that sensitive shiver. “Oh, 
no.”

“But why on earth did you marry him, then?”

SHE wanted to cry out—“Oh, what does it matter?” 
But instead, obediently, she answered him. “My 

father was dying. His money was gone. We were in 
Kansas City. Billy was there, too. He and Dad had 
known each other a long time. He helped with money. 
We couldn’t pay him back. But Billy wanted our act. 
And he wanted me along with i t ; in the act. Dad asked 
him . . . asked him if he wouldn’t m-marry me. I  guess 
he couldn’t think of any other way I'd be taken care of. 
Billy said he would, and he went out and got a minister 
and we were married right there by Dad's bed. And then 
he died. That evening. And when I  began to realize 
. . .  oh, I  guess I  was just about crazy . . . Well, I  ran 
away.” She was getting it out. bitterness, heartache 
and all.

“You ran away? When?”
“That night. I had enough money to get to Chicago. 

I got a job there in a one-armed lunch room. One day I 
heard some theater people telling about Mr. Hender
son’s company, down here. I'd saved up a little money, 
so I  . . . just came. And now Billy’s found me. I  can’t 
think how.”

As the taxi swung toward the stage door, she clutched 
his arm. Under the light, stood a thin figure with a cane 
and a turned-down panama hat.

Kin patted her hand. “I t ’s all right, kid,” he said 
firmly. “He can’t kidnap you. And you don’t have to go 
with him if you don't want to.”

He hurried her in at the stage door; and himself 
went through the building to the front office. Joe Mur
gatroyd was at his desk. Briefly he told the girl’s piti
ful little story.

“H m !” mused Joe. “Byrne won’t like it. He’s making 
plans for her.”

“Get your hat,” said Kin. “The bird’s waiting outside. 
We’ll see what we can do with him.”

They found him standing under the light, an unhap
py figure with one very black eye and a swollen ear.

“Thought I  gave you a fairly emphatic warning to 
keep away from here,” Kin remarked.

Billy Beck smiled respectfully. “Now honest,” he 
began . . . I ’ve been thinking . . . you look like a fair- 
minded man. You give me a raw deal, beating me up 
like that. Now honest, didn’t you?”

Joe’s quick eyes took in the situation. Kin hadn’t 
mentioned any fight but the picture was clear now.

“You see, friend . . . ” Billy Beck was obsequious 
. . . “that kid ain’t done the right thing by me. Hon
est, she ain’t. They owe me a lot o’ money, her and 
her father. He gives me the act. And he begs me to 
take care of the kid, he does. But you see, the act’s 

no good to me without the kid. I ask you, honest now, 
man to man, how’m I  to . . .  ”

Kin stood looking him over. And thinking swiftly. 
Suddenly he broke in—“Is that all?”

“Say, what are you tryin’ to . . .  ”
“All I can say is, there’s a big hole in it. You come 

along with us.”
“Now wait a minute . . . ” this was a whine . . . 

“What are you tryin’ to do. I  told you the whole truth. 
Ain’t I . . . ”

“Come with us. You needn’t be afraid.”

AFRAID? Billy Beck afraid? I ’ll admit you licked me, 
• But didn’t I  come back? Didn’t I?”

Kin led the way to the stage door. Joe motioned 
Billy Beck to follow. Glancing fearfully from one to 
the other, he obeyed.

Back stage there was quiet. Frank Mason ap
peared from the dressing-room corridor.

“j| “Frank,” said Kin quietly, “Miss Owen down
yet?”

“No, she’s not in the first act of this show, you 
know.”

“Would you mind sending someone up? See if 
she can’t come right down.”

They waited. Slowly Mabel came down the iron 
stairs, holding a blue kimono about her. At the 
foot of the stairs she faltered; a shadow crossed 
her lovely face.

“I t ’s all right,” said Kin, reassuringly. “Come 
right over here, Mabel. We’re going to settle 
everything.” He turned abruptly on Billy Beck 
who swaggered a bit even as he stood.

“There's one little matter you seem to have 
overlooked, my friend. You seem to have for
gotten that even in Kansas City they’re in the 
habit of keeping records of all marriages—big 
ones and little ones, too.”

The color left Beck's face. They watched him; 
the men keenly, the girl very still, her eyes wide pools 
in her white face.

Then Beck's whining eagerness returned. “Oh. that? 
Say. honest, friend can’t you understand that poor old 
Tommy was dying?”

“You didn’t have time to get a license or a real 
minister, eh?”

“That's just how it was! You see . . . me there tak
ing care o’ the two of ’em . . . anxious just to . . .  ” 

“Then why didn’t you tell Miss Owen it was a fake 
marriage?”

“Say, that ain’t  fair! I  ain’t seen the kid from that 
night till today! I  tell you I ’m going to marry her just 
as soon as—”

“No, you’re no t!” Kin wasn’t aware that he was speak
ing dramatically; and he hardly knew that he had her 
hand in his.

“Then I ’d like to know . . . ”
“All you need to know, Beck, is that I ’m going to 

marry her myself.”
Kin was aware, in the pause that followed, that her 

hand pulled oddly in his. She had slipped to the floor 
in a faint, a pathetic little heap of softly draped blue 
silk.

“Lift up her feet a little,” said Joe briskly. “Keep her 
head low.”

The blue eyelids fluttered open. “I'm sorry,” she 
murmured, “I sort of . . . I ’ll be all right . . . tell Mr. 
Mason I'll be able to go on all right. Tell him he need 
not worry.”

“Sure,” said the hardheaded Joe. “You’ll snap into 
it.”

“Where’s Billy?” she asked, with fright in her eyes.

'T T IE Y  looked about. “H m !” said Joe. “He’s ‘gone. 
Nice work, Kin.”

“Curtain’s up!” cautioned Mason. Kin picked up the 
girl just as he’d always longed to do. And, suddenly, 
over his excitement, it flashed through his mind how 
sweet she was, so soft and small and cuddly—like a 
baby.

“Take her into Byrne’s office,” suggested Joe. 
“There’s a sofa.”

Kin merely shook his head. At the moment he 
couldn’t have spoken. Emotion had caught him. He 
started up the three flights of stairs. Her arms clung 
about his neck. Her forehead pressed against his cheek. 
On the first landing he became aware that she was 
speaking, weakly. He stopped. The words were—“But 
you don’t want to marry me. You want your life all 
for yourself.”

“How in the devil could you expect me to know 
what I wanted?” he said, as if he were angry. Then, 
as fiercely, he kissed her and her lips clung to his.
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B rings em
down to breakfast

in a hurry
iis unili ilie oH=hmeucKvcnea / /

I C K

“ T a n g y ”  b u ck w h eat cakes m arried  to p len ty  o f butter and syrup  
. . C r in k ly  bacon, l it t le  round sausages, coffee, am ber-clear . . .

W h at a  breakfast on a fro sty  m orning . . . fo r  a h u n gry  m an ! 
B u t h o w  often does he get it?

E v e ry  m orning n o w — i f  h e w an ts  it .  F o r  to d ay  yo u  can m ake 
bu ck w h eats w ith  the real old-fashion ed  “ k ic k ,”  as e a s ily  as you  
m ake the toast . . . Ju s t  use A u n t Jem im a fo r  B u ck w h eats .

A u n t Je m im a ’s celebrated fo rm u la fo r  pan cak es— w ith  just the 
r ig h t am ount o f choice bu ck w h eat flour added— com es ready- 
mixed  in  the fam ous y e llo w  p ack age . T o  g iv e  you  th is  w onderfu l 
B u ck w h eat flavo r at its  best, w e  use o n ly  the p ick  o f the B u ck 
w h e at h arvest in the choicest gra in  g ro w in g  sections.

T h e  Q u a k e r

Y o u  d o n ’t m ix  A u n t Je m im a 's  B u ck w h eats  the n ig h t before. 
W hen you put th e coffee on , ju st add a  cup o f  m ilk  (o r  w a te r)  to  
every  cup o f  A u n t Jem im a fo r  B u ck w h eats , and stir . D ro p  on a 
h o t g ridd le . Y o u ’ ll  h ave  a  p la tter o f  flu ffy , tender cakes w hen 
the coffee b o i ls !

T he w h o le  fa m ily  w i l l  en jo y  th is  old-tim e d ish . G iv e  them  
these old-fashion ed  B u ck w h eat cakes tom orrow , m ade from  
A un t Jem im a fo r  B u ck w h eats , ready-m ixed  in  the yellow  p ack age.

Rem em ber, to o , those p lan tatio n  pancakes th at yo u r fa m ily  
en joys so m uch: th e  k in d  you  m ake w ith  A u n t Jem im a P ancake 
F lo u r  in  the red package.

A sk  you r grocer fo r  bo th  p ack ages: one yellow, A u n t Jem im a 
fo r  B u ck w h eats , one red, A u n t Jem im a Pan cake F lour.

O a t s  C o m p a n y

Address.

We are often asked, “ A rt these stories of 
Aunt Jemima and  her recipe really truel” They 
are based on documents found  in the files o f the 
earliest owners o f the recipe. To w hat extent they 
are a  m ixture o f tru th , fiction and tradition, we do 
not know. The A u n t Jem im a M ills  Branch, The 
Quaker Oats Company, Chicago; and  Peterborough, 

Canada

T u n e  I n O n  The  
a u n t J e m i m a  

Radi o  P rogram

T J JQ T JT s  a  chance to test th is  famous recipe— 
r  SXIJjSJj ready-mixed

T ria l s ize package Aunt Jemima for Buckwheats free with  
new recipe booklet giving many delightful suggestions for 
pancakes, muffins and waffles. M a il  coupon today.

The Quaker Oats Co., Dept. D-33, St. Joseph, Mo. 
Gentlemen: Send free trial package of Aunt Jemima 
for Buckwheats with recipe folder.
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Complete!
And, this year, 
California’s finest 
Walnuts cost you less

T he W alnu t Bowl is always sure of a welcome— 
in the dining-room, in  front of the fireplace—w her
ever it may be. There’s something about W alnu ts— 
a pleasant festive air— tha t just fits the holiday mood, 
and helps the hostess say, “Welcome.”

A nd fortunately, this year, you can add this final 
touch—most economically. California’s famous W alnut 
groves have produced a larger crop this year, and you 
benefit from lower prices.

N ow  you can not only keep the family W alnut 
Bowl full, but also keep an extra supply handy in your 
pantry. T hey work magic w ith a host of good foods 
— sweet breads, cakes, cookies, candies, puddings and 
frozen desserts. A nd how  much finer any salad be
comes w hen you add golden, crunchy W alnut kernels!

Just Be Sure You Get The Best!
All W alnuts may look alike on the out

side; but don’t forget tha t it’s kernels you 
w ant — not shells! To be sure of good 
kernels, buy W alnuts by brand—exactly 
as you buy other quality foods.

Diamond California W alnuts are the 
world’s finest W alnuts! Everybody admits 
that. They’re the pick of California’s crop

— hand-graded, machine-graded, vacuum-sorted and 
crack-tested. N aturally, there are different varieties and 
sizes, selling at different prices; but, regardless of variety 
and size, Diamond branded W alnuts guarantee you more 
and better \emels per pound.

Look For The Brand On The Shell!
T o be sure o f getting Diamond W alnu ts—look for 

the Diamond, branded on the shell! If  your eye tells 
you tha t at least 9 7 % of the W alnuts offered you are 
Diamond branded, then you’re sure of genuine Diamond 
California W alnuts. A nd tha t quality-protecting brand 
costs you nothing! W e  brand 20 pounds of W alnuts 
for a cent—or, th irty  times as cheaply as packing them 
in pasteboard cartons.

Shelled Walnuts, Too!
There are two ways to  get Diamond quality: in the 

shell (each nut Diamond branded); or, shelled (mixed 
halves and pieces, kept always fresh and sweet, in tw o 
sizes of vacuum sealed tins, for instant use). Either 
way, you get California’s finest—tender, mature, full- 
flavored kernels. You’ll find the Shelled W alnuts won
derfully convenient for many uses.

Let your grocer supply you. A nd for 
unique, yet practical suggestions for using 
W  alnuts,write for our free recipe book,“For 
T hat Final T ouch—Just A dd Walnuts.” 

Address Dept. G-ll
CA LIFO RN IA  W A LN U T G ROW ERS 

A SSO CIA TIO N
Los Angeles, California 

A  purely cooperative, non-profit organization o f  5126 
growers. Our yearly production over 70,000,000 pounds.
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IN M I N I A T U R Eassured. But within a few 
months her husband was 
smitten with a physical and 
mental ailment that made him 
an invalid. Years of doctors’ 
and nurses’ bills stretched ahead. “And 
I  did not know a thing on earth to do 
to make a dollar,” she stated simply.

“I  agonized over the horror of de
pendence until I  grew ill and was sent 
to the Mississippi Gulf Coast to re
cuperate. Destiny—and I believe in 
Kismet as implicitly as any Mohamme
dan—led me into the house next door 
to Mrs. E. J. Nicholson, the great 
woman who owned and edited the New 
Orleans “Picayune.” I  showed her a 
little story I  had written and she 
bought it for $3.00. My fate was seal
ed, for I promptly ‘wished myself’ on 
the ‘Picayune’ and my newspaper 
career began, at $5.00 a week.”

Between this modest figure and the 
approximately $100,000 a year which 
Dorothy Dix now commands can be 
traced the heartbreaking struggle of a 
courageous woman. Forced to put from 
her all thoughts of home and children 
and happiness in marriage, she concen
trated on the grim task of earning a 
living and supporting others.

Part of her work on the “Picayune” 
consisted in writing a weekly article 
for women.

“I t  came to me that everything in 
the world had been written about wom
en and for women except the truth,” 
she explained. “And so I  began writing 
the truth as I  have seen it about the 
relationship of men and women. I  call
ed these articles the ‘Dorothy Dix 
Talks’ and women liked them.”

Meantime, the young journalist was 
disciplining herself in her own hard 
school. She studied word books, the 
dictionary and books of synonyms. 
She memorized editorials. She followed 
and dissected the work of every big 
writer in the country. And above all, 
she wrote and rewrote her own mate
rial, contriving with infinite labor to 
develop the force and fire for which 
her writing is famous.

“I  have written the same piece over 
fifty times to get more punch into it,” 
she admitted. “And I  still do. As 
a result of this intensive self-training 
I  was able, in one supreme test, to 
write 90,000 words in 17 days on 52 
different subjects.”

O U CH  distinctive work could not go 
^  long unrecognized and four years 
later Dorothy Dix was “discovered” by 
the sharp-eyed Mr. Hearst. In 1901 she 
joined the staff of the New York 
“Journal” and became one of the new 
craft—a woman reporter.

“Girls by the hundred ask how to 
get into the writing game,” continued 
Dorothy Dix reminiscently; “and to 
answer them I  have a set of counter 
questions. ‘Have you the constitution 
of an ox? Can you go without sleep? 
Can you eat anything or go without 
eating, work anywhere at any time, 
under any conditions? Can you stay 
on a story through rain and shine and 
darkness and cold until you have col
lected every scrap of information? Can 
you work 18 hours a day?’

“I  did all of these things for many 
years.”

Gradually Dorothy Dix became 
known as the country’s foremost “sob 
sister” ; and for twenty years she cov
ered every sensational story, vice in
vestigation and crusade of that period.

Meantime, in addition to her regu
lar work, she kept up the Dorothy Dix 
Talks, which have had an unbroken 
record of 34 years without missing an 
issue. All of this has given her infinite 
understanding of human nature.

Desiring to devote herself entirely 
to these Talks which, she says mod
estly, “I  hoped I  could make helpful 
to my day and generation,” Dorothy

[Continued from page 4\

Dix retired several years ago to New 
Orleans. There she writes her daily 
column which is syndicated from New 
York to South Africa and from London 
to Shanghai. There, too, she makes a 
home for her 93-years young father, in 
a charming old house filled with odd 
things picked up all over the world.

FOR Dorothy Dix’s home reflects the 
pulse of its mistress, the urge to see 

things first hand, to know every race 
and creed and country. And so there 
are rugs from Turkey, brasses from 
Damascus, embroideries from China 
and inlaid furniture from the East. 
Each has been brought back from one 
of many trips, along with a wealth of 
impressions and observations and a 
keen interest in “the next jaunt.”

And, miraculously, each year her 
vitality matches her enthusiasm. Two 
years ago she viewed a large section 
of Northern Africa from a camel’s 
back. Last year she penetrated, also on 
camel back, as far asTeheren, in Persia, 
especially to study the women of the 
Near East, many of whom still live in 
the secluded harem life. This year her 
goal was Alaska—not the tourist land 
seen from a comfortable deck chair, but 
the real Klondyke as viewed from a 
dog sled fifty miles above Dawson.

Every morning the postman staggers 
up to the door of this New Orleans 
home with 1000 pieces of mail ad
dressed to Dorothy Dix.

“These letters,” she confessed, “are 
the most amazing human documents 
ever written; and as they flow across 
my desk in an endless stream, I  am 
given such a glimpse of the human 
heart as perhaps no other human being 
has ever been privileged to see.

“I t  is a cross-section of life, raw 
and bleeding, with nothing covered up. 
Some of the letters are written by 
souls in torment. I  can imagine men 
and women getting up from beds on 
which they have tossed sleeplessly to 
try to ease their over-burdened hearts 
by writing me.

“What do they write about, these 
clerks and business men, governors and 
seamstresses, judges and teachers, ste
nographers and farmers? Most of their 
letters are written in terrible stress, 
many are heartbreakingly pathetic. 
Some are so heroic in their acceptance 
of almost impossible living conditions 
that you feel that the warriors should 
be decorated with the cross of the 
Legion of Honor.

“Many, too, are amusing. Not long 
ago one writer said, ‘I  usually take my 
problems to God, but now, Miss Dix, 
I  want the advice of someone real 
practical.’

“Generally the letters follow a dis
tinct trend. When I  first began keep
ing my finger on the pulse of human
ity about the beginning of the century, 
it was much quieter and generally 
speaking, steadier. In those days girls 
always wanted to know how to get a

beau; wives, what to do with 
unfaithful, stingy or drunken 
husbands. Bachelors wonder
ed whether their mistresses 
would be faithful if they mar

ried them; and husbands had only 
simple troubles such as nagging or ex
travagant wives.

“Nowadays, the trends are just as 
distinct, only much more serious and 
violent. Girls still want to know how 
to have dates, but they aren’t  so keen 
about getting married. Young girls 
think nothing of writing that they get 
drunk and go on wild parties, not be
cause they care for it, but because 
that’s the only way they can get at
tentions from men.

SOME letters are naive in their ex
planations of extenuating circum

stances, such as the one from a young 
girl who wrote not long ago, ‘Of course, 
Miss Dix, you’re old-fashioned in your 
ideas, but then they didn’t know about 
sex when you were young, did they?’ 

“To which I  felt bound to respond 
that Adam and Eve had known all 
there was to be known about the sub
ject, and that no one had even in
vented a new temptation since the 
Garden of Eden episode.

“Wives today run truer to the 1900 
form than any other class of corre
spondents. They are still bothered by 
drunken and faithless husbands; and 
just as often, perhaps oftener, they 
have fallen in love with another man, 
for whom they are ready to break up 
their homes. Curiously enough, their 
vanity leads them to believe that their 
fascinations are so great that the 
‘Other Man’ will be willing to take 
them with five or six children!

“One hundred husbands write to me 
today where one used to write ten or 
twenty years ago. And the reason for 
this is that there is a revolt of hus
bands quietly going on in America. 
The modern husband is no longer satis
fied with a wife who is merely faith
ful and virtuous and a fair cook. He 
wants a wife who will be entertaining, 
who will keep up with him mentally 
and especially one who sympathizes 
with him and is affectionate to  him.

“I  am constantly surprised and 
touched to receive letters from people 
wanting to help me at my job, to give 
me the benefit of their experience. 
Often a priest will write, ‘You, too, are 
at a confessional window. I  have found 
from many years—etc.’ Thus throw
ing light on various human failings out 
of the depths of his mellowed wisdom. 
Or a doctor will write, ‘I  see in a re
cent article that you refer to a case 
which is pathological. Now in my prac
tice I find—etc.’ One woman lawyer 
recently sent me an entire brief deal
ing with the status of the common- 
law wife in the United States.

“Why it’s gotten so,” Dorothy Dix 
laughed confidingly, “that I  can’t read 
and enjoy novels any more. They all 
seen tame after the real live letters I 
read every day. Many of them have 
plot, mystery, romance, intrigue— 
everything needed for a novel of hu
man emotions.

“Many of the problems are so in
tricate that only Almighty wisdom can 
solve them; but to all I give under
standing and the best advice I  have in 
the shop. If my stuff has been popular, 
it’s because I ’ve been human, like the 
woman in Barrie’s play The Twelve 
Pound Look—‘ “Pour soul,” said they 
to her; “Poor soul,” said she to 
them.’ ”

Struggle, sacrifice, heart’s blood have 
gone into that title, “Highest Paid 
Newspaper Woman In The World.” 

But Dorothy Dix finds her real re
ward in that other title which so fit
tingly crowns her career and comes 
from the hearts of the people— “Best 
Loved Woman In The World.”

Wait till 
your family

/ H ERE are apple recipes and apple 
recipes. But it is the hardest thing in 

the world to find a really exceptional one. 
This year, in obtaining the services of 
Esther Bierman, nutrition expert, and 
having her develop six unusual and very 
delicious apple dishes, the Jim  Hill 
Growers believe they are a t  last ready to 
offer recipes to compare with the unsur
passed quality of Jim  Hill Apples.

Jim Hill Apples, from the famous 
Wenatchee D istrict in Washington, are 
admittedly the finest apples produced 
anywhere. They are crisp, firm, full- 
flavored. Juice fairly pops out! Wonderful 
for cooking or eating raw!

The Jim  Hill brand name is your guar
antee. Each variety as it  comes in season 
—Jonathan, Rome Beauty, Spitzenberg, 
Stayman, Delicious, Winesap—is the best 
apple you can buy. There is some good 
store in every city which sells Jim  Hill 
Apples. I t  will pay you to  find tha t store.

We arc glad to send these 
6 recipe cards (size S"x3" 
to fit standard recipe 
box) with our compli
ments to anyone who will 
send 10c in stamps to 
cover mailing costs.

©  1929, WDCA

|  Wenatchee District Cooperative Ass'n.
|  Dept. M2 , Wenatchee, Washington
j Please send set of Jim Hill Apple Recipe Cards. I enclose 10 cents i 
% in stamps to cover mailing costs.

I N tm t____________________

Addrtis__________ ________

. ... ...



60 M cC A LIY S M A G A Z IN E  J A N U A R Y  1930

Fagged out? Japan le a  is
T H E  A I R  IS HOSTESS

[Continued from page 21]

the new safeguard 
against needless fatigue

Scientists have now discovered 
in flavory cups oj Japan Tea a 
precious health-giving element

A lw a y s  d o g -t ir e d —c o m p le te ly  
“played out” before noontime?

Then here’s good news for you! 
An easy plan that is helping thou
sands.

Scientists have traced much of 
this needless fatigue, as w ell as a 
number of other common ailments, 
to  a very simple cause. Our three 
meals a day frequently do not give us 
enough of a  certain precious food element 
— Vitam in C.

It is this health-giving Vitamin 
C that has now  been discovered in 
popular Japan green tea.

"Important to u s,” writes one 
scientist “ are the results o f a diet 
poor in Vitamin C. The symptoms 
are a sallow, muddy complexion, loss of 
energy, fleeting pains usually mistaken

for rheumatism. It now  appears 
that this condition is rather 
common am ong grow n p eop le .”

A  simple precaution

In simple Japan Tea, 
scientists have discovered 
an abundance of health

giving Vitamin C

Thousands o f men and women, for
merly victims o f  unprofitable, low  
energy days, nervousness, sleepless
ness and poor appetite, are today 
taking this simple precaution. They 
are drinking flavory, health-build
ing cups o f Japan tea regularly.

O f course Japan tea is no “cure 
all. But i t  is  known to  contain an 
abundance o f Vitamin C—positive 
safeguard against needless fatigue 
and these other common ailments.

T  ry i t  fo r  a  je w  weeks 
Only a very few  foods, aside from 
Japan tea and some fruits and veg
etables, contain Vitamin C. The 
ordinaryjapan tea that you purchase 
in the grocery store is rich in it.

See if at the end o f tw o or three 
weeks you haven’t perkfed up con
siderably. Y ou’ll probably look and 
feel more healthy, more vital.

Whenever you drink tea, be sure 
it is Japan green tea.

For years one of the tw o most 
popular kinds of tea in the country, 
Japan green tea comes in several 
grades—under various brand names 
or in bulk. Your grocer has it or can 
get it  for you.

FREE valuable leaflet giving full facts 
on health value of Japan green tea 

with a colored souvenir booklet on tea 
mailed direct to you from Japan. Mail cou
pon to American-Japanese Tea Committee, 
747 Wrigley Building, Chicago.

Try this simple plan that is help
ing others. Drink several cups o f Name.. 
Japan green tea regularly, at lunch, 
at supper, in the afternoon. Address.

control window. The control man had 
been beaming approval from the first, 
but he beamed more now. It had gone 
over well. From an outer control room, 
where three men sat receiving messages 
from stations all. over the country, 
came more comforting news. All the 
reports were good.

WE TOOK our part in the congrat
ulations. I, for one, had never 

dreamed of the goodwill that made the 
studio such a happy place. I t sounds 
rather melancholy to perform to an 
instrument with your audience miles 
away. But here at every window and 
in the studio, was an audience at hand, 
sensitive to every move—tense, spirit
ed, beaming soundless approval as the 
act went on.

I t is not at all difficult to visit a 
broadcasting performance. Any radio 
listener can obtain admission by writ
ing for permission. As long as one keeps 
quiet and reasonably out of the way, 
there is a welcome.

The most important factor dominat
ing radio performance is time. Radio 
is run much as any newspaper or maga
zine. They sell space to advertisers; 
radio sells the waves it controls for a 
certain length of time. Then the broad
casting office agrees to furnish a pro
gram.

Suppose a soap manufacturer buys 
a half hour’s radio time. If the broad
casting studio protracts that half hour 
by one minute, and the program given 
is being relayed by sixty stations, that 
one minute is multiplied by sixty; the 
manufacturer has really received an 
extra hour of radio time, for which he 
has not paid, and which may have to 
come off another man’s time.

As a result of this time selling, 
watches and clocks all set together, 
fairly permeate broadcasting studios. 
Specially regulated stop watches are 
everywhere, in the hand of the an
nouncer, on music racks, on the piano.

And the director is fairly strung on 
time. His is the responsibility. As he 
finishes, another studio holds perform
ers waiting, tense, to go on. As his act 
ends, the invisible audience must at 
once have another.

“Five seconds of silence,” said the 
broadcasters, “are enough to lose thou
sands of listeners. There must be not 
a second’s waste. If  a number finishes 
too soon, the company must fill in, or 
the announcer must. An announcer who 
can improvise in such emergency is a 
jewel. Never can we be silent.”

For seven years we have had some 
form of public broadcasting. And 
through these years radio patrons have 
discovered that the public can be made 
to listen to just so much advertising 
and no more. The advertising part of 
a program has grown less and less and 
the entertainment part more. The baker 
who used to take fifteen minutes to tell 
how his wonderful bread was made 
now contents himself with announce
ments at the beginning and end of his 
time allotment that the bakery furnish
es the program. An advertiser can 
hardly eliminate himself further.

For this present state of affairs in 
radio entertainment in our country we, 
as the listening public, are directly re
sponsible.

Says the Department of Commerce: 
“The demand of individuals alone is 
responsible for the broadcaster’s desire 
for results.” Which means that what 
we as a whole want, we can get. The 
broadcasting stations yearn for criti
cism and commendation. They receive 
from listeners-in millions of letters a 
year, but many of the letters are 
pleasant rather than helpful.

“Will you kindly stop broadcasting 
on the evening of the third Tuesday 
of each month, so that we can get the 
members of Branch 637 Letter Car
riers’ Association out to their monthly 
meeting?” is complimentary, but of no 
use in making up a program.

What the broadcaster wants to 
know is exactly what you want, what 
program, or better still, what part of 
a program you enjoyed. And he wants 
criticism. What voices do you like 
best? Do the programs contain too 
much music, or too much of the speak
ing voice? Should announcers say 
more, or less? Do you like speeches, 
plays, recitations? Which singers 
please you most? To which programs 
do you always listen? The American 
people hold the radio under control.

From these millions of letters the 
radio broadcaster thinks he has learned 
something. He believes that orchestras 
w'hich play dance music selections are 
the most popular of all entertainments. 
Paul Whiteman’s, Ben Bernie’s, Vin
cent Lopez’ orchestras are high in 
favor. So far, the violin is the most 
popular solo instrument. These two 
instrumental features are more popu
lar than singing. In  the singing field 
male voices are far more popular than 
female and baritones lead the list.

“I t is true,” he says, “that baritones 
are generally the most popular. But 
the most popular stars today in male 
voices are tenors. When a singer gets 
a following, it doesn’t seem that the 
general rule applies. Rudy Vallee, 
Wendell Hall, James Melton, Franklyn 
Baur, Morton Downey, Redfem Hol- 
lingshead have built a personal follow
ing that eclipses for the moment that 
of any baritone.

OMEN are far less popular than 
men, and contralto voices in gen

eral are more popular than sopranos. 
Yet at the present time Olive Palmer, 
a coloratura soprano, and Jessica Drag- 
onette, a lyric soprano, have bigger 
followings than any of the contraltos.

“We know these things definitely 
through letters and the demands for 
personal appearances.

“Singing is far more popular than 
talking, but the most popular talking 
performer is the announcer. Our an
nouncers are almost matinee idols.”

In times past, everyone wanted to 
be on the stage; now everyone wants 
to be in the movies or on the air.

I t is no small job to announce a 
program. A man must have a good 
voice, be able to speak at least three 
languages, understand something of 
history, science, literature, and have a 
fine appearance. You do not see him 
of course. But the artists who perform 
do, and he is for the time their man
ager. His pay envelope, like that of the 
artists he directs, varies greatly. A 
good announcer gets from a hundred 
to five hundred a week or even more; 
artists may receive from $25.00 for a 
single turn to $300.00 an hour.

I t was not until 1929 that the oft 
repeated statement of radio enthusiasts 
that the whole world had been at last 
knit together by radio, became an ac
tual fact. Of the less than two billion 
souls on earth, one billion are now 
living within constant receiving dis
tance of broadcasting stations. There 
is no country on earth that has not a 
few sets. For the first time we take 
our enjoyment together. Just what re
sults may be expected from mutually 
shared happiness we may leave to the 
prophets. With world-wide radio there 
are no barriers between races or na
tions. And our first universal language 
is on the air nightly—music.
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IN  T W E L V E  HOURS
[Continued from page 20]

His progress was slow; chill shook 
him from head to foot. In a few min
utes all would be over—life, love, 
hope. He stood rubbing his hands to
gether to get them warm enough to 
turn the knob. This door was never 
locked; he stepped in and felt about 
with his hand. His old dressing gown 
hung within reach; here was the bench 
upon which bathers sat to undress. He 
opened the cupboard door: here were 
the rough towels in a pile. He peeled 
his wet clothes from his wet body; his 
watch, his papers, his money—he had 
not thought of them—all were soaking. 
He rubbed his body and felt a faint 
glow. He was partially recovered from 
his illness and he was young and strong.

HE PUT on his dressing gown and 
slippers and opened the door into 

the kitchen. This, too, was unlocked; 
he had it in mind to scold Frances; she 
was too reckless, too indifferent to 
danger. He put bolh hands against 
the jambs of the 
door—had he been 
w a n d e r i n g  in a 
dream? And was he 
now cured, sane and 
at home? He saw an 
object which recall
ed him to himself.
Into t h e  kitchen 
shone the mo o n ,  
diffusing a soft light; 
from the large, old- 
fashioned stove is
sued a glow. In the 
light lay Frances’ 
red cape spread out 
on a chair to dry.

Conscious of a need which he must 
satisfy, he opened the breadbox and 
took out the end of a loaf and sat 
down in a rocking-chair by the win
dow. When he had finished eating, he 
would call Frances. There was no 
other way. He would say, “I  know. I 
know everything. Let us not speak to 
one another. Only bring me my clothes, 
and let me go.” They had been so 
happy, so madly, insanely happy in 
spite of poverty, of anxiety. He saw 
Frances’ eyes, her beautiful mouth; he 
felt her hand on his, her arm under 
his head, her cheek—

He heard from above a sound which 
lifted him instantly to his feet. It had 
not yet occurred to him that Frances 
might not be alone. Grandgent would 
have gone back on the train: there was 
nothing else for him to do. He heard 
footsteps and the voice of Frances 
laughing.

“All right, I ’ll lock it,” said Frances. 
The doors into the front of the 

house were open; he saw a light, the 
glow of a candle widening on the 
wall. He felt a quivering, a stinging 
in his hands. He would not say gently, 
“I  know” ; he would shout, “Who is 
in the house with you, Frances?” 

The stairway creaked, the candle
light spread on the wall, he could see 
a moving, distorted shadow. Frances 
took the last step and walked through 
the hall into the kitchen. She wore a 
loose blue gown, with blue slippers on 
her bare feet. She was a brave wom
an, composed under all circumstances. 
She did not drop her candle, but lifted 
it. illuminating Haven’s tall figure. 
Above her head were footsteps. She 
lifted the candle still higher; her eyes 
widened, but she did not shrink.

“Why, Schuyler!” she cried.
In the mixture of pale lights they 

stood looking at one another. Foot
steps crossed the floor above. Frances 
turned back into the little hall.

“Don’t come down!” she called clear
ly, composedly. “Schuyler’s here.” She

closed the door and faced her husband: 
“Where have you been? What has 
happened to you?”

Haven had not expected to have to 
explain what had befallen him; he 
could find no words, even if he could 
have remembered.

“Why are you in your old gown? 
Why did you come in so quietly? You 
were going to Pittsburgh! Your hair is 
wet!”

She set down the candle and lit an 
oil lamp. Her hand was unsteady; the 
chimney shook against the glass shade. 
Again, softly, the footsteps sounded 
overhead.

“Who is here?” asked Haven 
hoarsely.

“Theresa-Lancaster,,J—safcl Frances. 
She seized hold of the handle of the 
grate and shook it and pulled the tea
kettle over the coals. The water was 
all but boiling, steam showed instantly 
above the spout. Then she asked: 
“What has happened to you, Schuyler?” 

Haven l o o k e d  
heavily, stupidly, not 
at her, but down at 
h e r  r e d  c l o a k .  
“Were you out in 
the storm?”

“No,” said Fran
ces. “Theresa w a s  
out. Sit down, please 
sit down! What has 
happened to you?'’ 

“I  came along the 
boardwalk a n d  a 
s e c t i o n  gave way 
and I  fell in. I ’ve 
been a long time 
getting here. Why” 

—Haven’s eyes were glued to the red 
cape—“Why did Theresa go out on 
such a night?”

“She’s in love.” Frances pushed him 
gently into the deep chair. She pressed 
lemon juice into a cup, sweetened it 
and poured hot water on it, alarm and 
terror in her gray eyes, her hand still 
shaking. “You must drink all of this 
you can, and get to bed.”

“She wore your cape, did she?” 
asked Haven.

“She wore my cape. I t ’s drying. 
Here, drink this quickly.”

HAVEN took the cup. “Was Theresa 
out alone?”

“Oh, no!” Frances looked at him 
anxiously, yet with amusement. “Her 
young man was with her. He started 
to drive and couldn’t make it, and 
came from somewhere up the line on 
the train. He telephoned her. He went 
back at ten-thirty.”

“Who is her young man?”
Frances turned toward him a smiling 

face.
“Charlie Grandgent,” she said. “Sur

prising, isn’t it? And pleasant. Drink 
that quickly, dear, then one more, and 
get to bed. When you’re settled I ’ve 
still more important news.”

Haven set down the cup and put his 
arms round her.

“I'm not interested in any news.” 
“Yes, you are! Theresa brought a 

message from her father. He wonders 
if you’d be willing to go to China—he 
wants you to go.”

“To China?” repeated Haven.
“To China. You and me.”
Haven gave a start. The kitchen 

clock struck loudly—one, two, three 
up to eleven. He saw the office clock 
and heard it strike—one, two, three, 
up to eleven.

“This day has been a year,” he said. 
“To China!” He laid his head upon 
her breast and closed his eyes. “I ’m 
willing, but China is less important 
than I thought.”

Don’t be 
the prisoner

ofaCOLD.
get r id  o f  it!

T T  THY punish yourself w ith  a cold? Get free from 
* * discomfort, misery, and confinement. Prompt 

treatment does it. Use Mentholatum for direct action 
on the affected areas.

Rub Mentholatum on your chest and feel the warm 
glow. Inhale the vapor and clear out your stuffy breath
ing passages. A pply frequently to your inflamed nose- 
Get a handy tube or jar at any drugstore today.

For over 35 years Mentholatum has been a reliable 
cold remedy. Send for free copy o f new book entitled 
“ H ow to G et Rid o f C olds,”  written by a physician. 
Dept.D-24 ,Mentholatum Company, W ichita, Kansas.

MENTHOLATUM
RUB O N  C H E S T I N H A L E  V A P O R A P P L Y  IN N O S E
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SOMETIME in May, 1928, I  received a 
post card calling me for final examination 
on my application to be admitted to 

American Citizenship. This country had been 
my home for years. Children of mine were born 
here. I  had many friends I loved. I  believed in 
the principles of democratic government. I had 
known the history of this country backward and 
forward long before I  had landed on its shores.
Still . . . .  I had hesitated a long time, though 
American Citizenship meant very much to me.

The reason back of my hesitation was that I 
take an oath seriously-. Renouncing allegiance to 
the government of the country I  was Dom in, and 
taking the oath to defend this country against all 
enemies within and without, I promised to kill my 
own brother and father should they happen to be 
on the side of the enemy of the United States. 
Finally, I  decided to do it; without any mental 
reservations. The day set for this final examina
tion was still a full week ahead, but I  was walking 
on thin air—excited, torn by different emotions.

In my best clothes, and flanked by my two wit
nesses, I  appeared on the appointed day at the 
place I  was called to; but though we arrived ex
actly on the hour, the line in front of the build
ing extended from the first floor down the stairway 
to the street. And it rained.

AFTER an hour of pushing and squeezing, I  fi- 
■ nally reached the door of the large, barrack

like room. The subway of New York in its most 
crowded hour was never as densely packed. The 
noise and the din of a thousand voices mingled with 
the calls of the newspaper vendor on the street and 
the loud ringing of a bell on an ambulant ice-cream 
wagon. Women who had come in their best dresses 
quarreled with the squeezing people near them. 
Someone trod upon my foot. The filth on the 
floor, the noise in the air were indescribable. I 
wanted to run away. Had it not been that my two 
witnesses were with me, I  would have run away.

After another hour we were pushed on to the 
end of the room, where we sat down on one of 
the hard benches to wait until my name should 
be called.

Three hours later I  was told by a young lady 
clerk that I  might have to come the next day; for 
there were only a handful of clerks to attend to 
the work and they were not in the best of humor.

I had not expected a reception committee with 
a band at its head at the doors of the naturalization 
office; but I  had expected a different sort of at
mosphere, one more in harmony with such an important 
moment in the life of a man. It isn’t every day that 
a man decides to abandon his old rights and accept 
new duties.

I  sat down again. All about me people talked of this 
and that and shuffled their feet impatiently. The atmos
phere was the same as in a traffic court before the 
magistrate appears. I  looked at the crowd and wondered 
whether the others were there for the same purpose. I 
had about given up hope when I heard my name called 
and a young man inquired: “Have you been waiting 
long? I  just found your name. If  you had only let us 
know, you would not have had to wait so long.” 

Talking, he disentangled me and my witnesses from 
the crowd, and took us behind a glass door to the 
examiner. That gentleman was very amiable. He smiled 
and we shook hands.

From the other side of the partition I  heard an angry, 
snappy voice questioning an Italian.

“Wott is Democracy? Wott does Democracy mean?” 
“Democracy—Democracy is when everybody is some

body. No. When everybody is like somebody else. No, 
No. Wait a minute! Democracy is when everybody got 
the same rights as somebody else.”

A few minutes later my two witnesses and I came 
out smilingly, and forgot the noise and the smells. That 
young man who had disentangled us from the crowd 
took possession of me again.

“Follow me, please,” he said.
There was a long line alongside of a low railing run

ning in front of a young lady to whom everybody paid 
four dollars. But my guide, holding on to my arm, took 
me past the whole line to the desk of the young lady.

“Hey,” called the Italian man who had just been 
questioned on theoretic* Democracy. I  recognized his 
voice. “Wassa madda? Get back in line.”

“Shut up,” my guide called, thus giving the future 
citizen his first lesson in practical Democracy.

By Konrad Bercovici

wsdr

HERE is no alien attacking Ameri
can institutions. Konrad Bercovici 

knows and loves America and its peo
p le  th ro u g h  years o f travel and as
sociation. Today he is one o f  u s— cm 
American citizen.

W ha t he saw and felt as he took the 
oath o f allegiance he tells literally in 
this article, with the hope that it will 
lead patriotic Americans to alter the con
ditions he describes.

There are courts in this land where 
new citizens are inspired to exalted lives, 
but in some few  others we waste inval
uable opportunities to mold loyal Amer
icans. M ay this tribute bring us to a  
realization o f the trust reposed in us.

T H E  ED ITOR

Down on Nassau Street again, I  couldn’t help feeling 
that something was wrong somewhere. I  had waited for 
that day with so much trepidation. I t had meant so 
much to me. And it had all been so prosaic, so matter- 
of-fact, so undignified. I  wondered and wondered of 
the effect on the other people! What effect would it 
have on their attitude toward their newly adopted coun
try? It was important to me that I should know. They 
were now my brothers-in-arms.

T EN months later I was called to the Old Post Office 
Building to take my oath as an American Citizen. I 

was called for nine o’clock in the morning. There was 
already a line of several hundred people in the long, 
dark, cold hall of the decrepit building. I looked about 
me. Everybody was in his best clothes. Horny-handed 
men had put on fresh linen and shaved closely. A 
handsome old Spanish Jew in a long black Prince Albert 
coat, stood beside an Italian priest. Poles, Germans, 
Scandinavians, Serbs, Russians, one beside the other; 
so many immemorial enemies ready to take the same 
oath to this country. They smiled at one another—all 
brothers now—another minute and they shall all be 
citizens of one and the same country. They and their 
children shall no longer war against one another, but 
fight the common enemy, whoever he be, from under 
the same flag. The silence of that crowd was religious. 
There never had been a better moment to talk to those 
people about the duties of citizenship. But there was 
no one to say a word. Only the guard spoke sharply: 

“You guys keep in line!”
I t was the same as when going to buy a license for 

the car. There also the attendant called:
“Keep in line.”
At half-past ten, we were still standing in that line. 

And then people began to talk to one another, began to 
smoke, fatigued with the long unnecessary waiting. The 
mood of exaltation had passed. We were uncomfortable.

An hour later guards herded us into the 
court room. The women were allowed to sit 
down on the few benches. The men were 
crowded forward, packed one against the 

other, while the attendants were calling:
“Step up there, and back. Step up. There’s 

plenty of room in the corner. You men crowd in 
a little. Hey there, that guy with the whiskers, 
move on. Plenty of room for your whiskers. Move 
on, I tell you.”

The crowd took the hint and laughed aloud. The 
old Spanish Jew looked up with tears in his eyes.

Near me stood two Frenchmen in cutaway, 
striped trousers and black gloves. From time to 
time they looked at one another, as if questioning, 
“Shall we forswear allegiance to the Belle France?”

In front of me sat two young English matrons, 
evidently married to Americans. They looked like 
sisters. Their eyes were closed. What music were 
they hearing now? What voices were they listening 
to? I  had already seen them somewhere before. At 
a concert hall. There, too, they had held their 
eyes closed throughout the performance of a Bee
thoven Symphony. I t is not an easy matter for an 
English woman to forswear allegiance to her King. 
God only knows the struggles in the breasts of 
these women!

Besides the two Frenchmen and the two English
women, there were others, too, so strongly moved 
by the moment ahead of them as to be oblivious 
to their unceremonious and unsuitable surround
ings. I  shall never forget the faces of two young 
Germans. Their deep blue eyes were moist. Their 
lips were pressed tight. W’e had fought against their 
fatherland only yesterday. We were responsible 
for their defeat. And now . . . .  But the many of 
that density of human flesh in the court room had 
shed all their emotions and behaved like a crowd 
one might see in the lobby of a moving picture 
house on a Sunday, waiting for vacant seats.

AT HALF-PAST eleven we were ordered to turn 
- about and face the Judge’s empty chair. I  look

ed up. The dusty gray wall paper was crumpling. 
Small pieces from the peeling ceiling were falling 
to the floor. The papers that day had spoken of 
the tremendous wealth of this country. The Fed
eral Government had returned tens of millions of 
dollars in taxes. Wall Street was having five-mil
lion-share days. Yet for some reason or other, 
there was no ready cash for papering that court 
room and for calsomining that ceiling. Has nobody 
ever thought of the effect of surroundings upon 

people in an impressionable moment? Even the two 
English ladies were now talking to one another. The two 
Germans were smiling foolishly.

Suddenly the clerk announced the Judge. There was 
instant silence. The two English ladies quivered as 
they stood up. It was the finale of the Grand Sym
phony. The two Frenchmen buttoned their coats cere
moniously. The Germans clicked their heels together 
and stood at attention. The old Jew straightened his 
narrow shoulders. That man in the black toga was not 
a Judge. He was the priest of a new religion—Democ
racy, which we were all ready to accept.

White-haired, white-mustached, dignified, the Judge 
bowed and sat down. The clerk ordered everybody to 
raise his right hand. His vulgar, uneducated, harsh 
voice enumerated the names of all the princes and po
tentates in the world to whom allegiance was renounced. 
He read the oath of allegiance to this country as if it 
were a hardware advertisement. I t did not seem rea
sonable that one should be asked in such a voice to 
swear allegiance to this great country. I felt as one 
who had come to church to hear a grand organ and 
was made to hear a ukelele instead. I t was ugly, im
possible, vulgar. Nobody understood what he said. But 
the Judge rose and welcomed us to this country. His 
voice was more than welcome to my ears.

The two Frenchmen shook hands and congratulated 
one another. The two English ladies had tears in their 
eyes and embraced their husbands emotionally. The 
two Germans clicked their heels together. The priest 
shook hands with the Jew. An Italian woman burst out 
in tears and kissed the baby she carried in her arms. 
She had held the little bundle close to her breast while 
she took the oath. If  I only had someone to throw my 
arms about! I wanted to run out and be alone. But at 
that moment the harsh voice of the clerk sounded again.

“You men step back to the wall. Move on. Step 
lively there—are you deaf?” [Turn to page 65]
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WRIGLEY’S SPEARMINT
is liked by m illions 
because of its smooth 
chewing quality and 
delicious flavor.

Just the taste of mint 
you like after meals.
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R E F L E C T IO N S  
OF A N E W  C IT IZ E N

\ Continued from page 62]

Kleenex in a  new box—2 sheets a t a time. The tissues harmonize in color with the package, 
which gives you two sheets a t a time, keeping the rest hygienically fresh till you use it.

N O W — PASTEL T I N T E D  
KL E E N E X  C L E A N S I N G  TI SSUES

To Remove 
Cleansing Cream

Why the voice of a subway guard 
after the Judge’s beautiful welcome? 
When we had all crowded to the back 
of the room, the clerk barked at some 
people in the rear: “Shut up there and 
step lively. Now listen well to what 
I am going to ask you. Has anybody 
of you been arrested since you last 
paid the four dollars?”

What an anti-climax! He didn’t say, 
“since you took your final examination 
for citizenship” ; he said, “since you 
paid the four dollars.”

“Since the final examination,” I  cor
rected loudly.

“Shut up, you there” he called back. 
“Those of you who have been arrested 
raise your hands.”

A  FEW hands were raised very tim
idly. Those who had raised them 

were looking shamefacedly at their 
smiling neighbors. Why were they be
ing exposed to that indignity in public?

“Now listen. I  want everybody who 
has been arrested 
for any reason what
soever since he paid 
the four dollars to 
raise his hands,” the 
clerk insisted, look
ing daggers at me.

The timid hand of 
a woman rose in the 
air.

“What you been 
arrested for, eh?”

The new citizen 
whispered something 
close to his ears. We could guess.

“Is that so?” the clerk sneered. “Tell 
the truth to the man who hands you 
the certificate.”

When that question had been ex
hausted, the clerk yelled:

“Has anybody of you been divorced 
since you paid the four dollars?”

A blushing woman raised her hand. 
The men snickered and jeered.

“Did anybody get married since he 
last paid the four dollars?”

The two English ladies raised their 
hands. They were blushing so their 
faces were crimson.

“Tell it to the man who hands you 
the certificate.”

The usual vulgar jokes of the crowd 
greeted this last remark. “Merry 
Christmas. Happy New Year. Why 
wasn’t I  invited? Who is the guy?” 

“Has any new child been bom to 
anybody of youse since the time you 
last paid the four dollars?”

The crowd laughed out as if at a 
joke on the screen and one great wit 
said: “Not yet . . .

By that time the two Frenchmen felt 
ashamed of their formal attire and 
raised the collars of their overcoats. 
They had dressed for a festive occa
sion.

Why should anybody be asked in 
public such intimate questions? Why 
couldn’t these questions be asked pri
vately and before the oath of alle
giance? Why should anybody be com
pelled to admit himself a criminal in 
front of everybody? These people had 
come in the finest of moods, in their 
best clothes on a week day. Such mo
ments come very rarely upon people. 
One takes the oath of citizenship to a 
new country only once in a lifetime. 
To what poetic and religious heights 
couldn’t  that moment have been ex
alted with only a little careful han
dling!

There is so much talk of American
ization. Immigrants are continually 
being told and advised to apply for

citizenship in this country. And when 
they do come to take the oath, when 
that great moment in their lives ap
pears, it is preceded and accompanied 
by the most humdrum and undignified 
procedure. The oath of allegiance 
should be made to mean something to 
these new citizens. The country does 
not need numbers only, it needs good 
citizens; people impressed with respect 
for the laws and the constitutions of 
the country.

There were several hundred people 
in that court room when I took the 
oath—Italians, Germans, Frenchmen, 
Englishmen, Poles, Rumanians. The 
whole of Europe was represented. A 
microcosm. People who had warred 
against one another since the begin
ning of time. The oath of allegiance 
intends to weld them into one unit— 
Americans. But can this be done effi
ciently in such a manner and in such 
an atmosphere? I t seems to me that 
the best moment and occasion to do 

this is irretrievably 
wasted. A little more 
attention to the po
etry and the beauty 
o f  t h e  occasion, 
would, to my mind 
make the court cal
endars less crowded 
and the jails * less 
occupied.

Why should the 
c l e r k  continually 
refer to the four 
dollars paid at the 

final examination? Why couldn’t he be 
instructed to say, “Since you took the 
final examination,” when questioning 
about arrests, divorces and births? 
Why shouldn’t the government appoint 
men who could read the oath of re
nunciation and allegiance in a dignified 
and in an impressive manner? Where 
were all the committees of ladies so 
active in the Americanization move
ment? Do they think their work is 
done when the immigrant has been 
herded in the court room?

And the attendant now bellowed:
“Sign your name four times on the 

two sheets of paper.”

THE “two sheets of paper” he refer
red to were the certificate of citizen

ship and its duplicate. I  had never 
before heard such important documents 
called by such a name. Two sheets of 
paper. Is that all they were? I looked 
at the two Frenchmen, at the two 
English ladies, a t the old Spanish Jew, 
at the two Germans. Were they also 
signing “two sheets of paper?” There 
were tears in their eyes. They were 
signing away the past for the future. 
We had been mortal enemies until a 
moment ago. We had taken an oath to 
fight under the same flag; and he called 
that “a sheet of paper.”

While I  was also signing my name 
four times, I  heard the tinkling sound 
of the dimes which a little man in 
front of a steel box was collecting from 
the newly-made citizens. A tall young 
fellow said to his neighbor: “I t costs 
five dollars and thirty-five cents then, 
to become a citizen.”

As I walked out of the court room 
I  had a feeling that I  had been read
ing the Prophets in the market place. 
What a change had come over those 
people! Gone the height of religious 
exaltation from their eyes. Gone the 
holiday mood. How many would have 
been made better citizens by the proper 
use of dignity, ceremony and, let us 
use the right word, a little pomp.

I F you are a woman who values good 
looks (and what woman does not?) 

you will find Kleenex Cleansing Tissues 
invaluable. Why? W ell, these absorbent 
tissues do so many things to keep you 
looking your best—and they’re so easy to 
use, hygienic, always fresh.

To remove cleansing cream 
You've probably been using harsh towels 
or germ-laden "cold cream cloths” that 
endanger your skin. The towels aren’t 
absorbent enough. The oils in face cream 
ruin towels. Frequent laundering is ex
pensive and destructive.

A  Test to Convince You
I f  you want a visible demonstration o f  the value o f 
Kleenex, take a towel and two sheets o f Kleenex. Cream 
your entire face. Then remove half o f the cream with the 
towel—the other half with Kleenex. Y ou'll find that the 
Kleenex has absorbed much m ore dirt and makeup with 

the cream than has the stiff surface o f the tdw cl!

A s {  f o r  K leenex in your favorite  color 

F lesh  P in k  Sea G reen
C an a ry  Y ellow  and  W h i te

These colors are absolutely fast, will not 
rub off, and cannot injure the skin.

K leenex C leansing Tissues lift the 
cream and dirt off the skin. They keep 
the pores free o f  harmful impurities. And 
they’re so soft. They feel so good on the 
face. After you use them, they’re dis
carded. N o chance for infection. They’re 
the ideal way to remove cleansing cream 
and makeup. Any actress w ill tell you 
that. The dressing rooms o f  your favor
ite stars are never without these absor
bent facial tissues.

Kleenex Company, Lake-Michigan Building, 
Chicago, Illinois. mcc-i

Please send a sample o f Kleenex to :

N a m e ................................. — .........................................................

A ddress ---------------- ------------------------------------------------ —

City ................................. ................................... ...............................
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P N T O U

Don’t Polish D irt!
/T 'H A T  is exactly what you are do- 

ing with ordinary furniture polish 
or wax. These preparations simply put 
a film over the dirty surface—seal in 
the dust and grime—leave your fur
niture dingy, though polished.

To polish the original finish instead 
of the dirt on top of it use the New 
Liquid Veneer. I t removes the dirt— 
reveals the real surface—renews the 
original beauty—leaves abetter polish 
because there is no dirty film under it.

Also use the New Liquid Veneer 
for your regular dusting, and your 
furniture will not need polishing so 
often. No grease—therefore easier to 
use—does not collect dust—does not 
soil clothing. 4 oz. 30c; 12 oz. 60c;
12 oz. and 30c polishing glove, 75c.

FREE — Sample bottle and help
ful booklet, “ The Care of Fine 
Finishes.” Address Liquid Veneer 
Corporation, Dept. 1111, Buffalo, N. Y.

vmvfc
m m

P o lish e s  B etter  B ecau se  i t  C leans

C O M E  O U T  R I G H T  ?
Of course you  do!

Y our efforts will be rew arded  w ith  the 
evenly baked bread and  roasted m eat you ever 
saw  o r tasted—delicious—if you only use

Taylor H o m e  B a k e  
O v e n  T h e rm o m e te r

YO U can earn good money in spare ti-----
home making display cards. No selling c 
canvassing. We instruct you, furnish com 
plete outfit and supply you with work. I 
Write today for free booklet. L
''he M E N H E N IT T  C O M PA N Y. L td .p  

700  Dominion Bldg.. Toronto. Ont.

up when a whale of a trout 
hooked himself, an’ pulled
me in—the----- !”

“Brown!” burst out Esther.
“You’re a disgrace!”

The man lifted his haggard face, 
stared, and then laughed heartily. 

“Sonny, shore that’s strong talk.” 
“I t ’s unpardonable,” interposed Es

ther, ashamed and angry. “We have a 
cook whose every word is profane. 
And my little brothers, especially 
Brown here, have been ruined.” 

“Well, I  reckon it won’t  hurt them 
bad,” replied the stranger, with a 
drawl pleasant to Esther’s ears. “So 
you have a cook who cusses?” 

“Terribly! We have had many cooks. 
I t ’s hard to keep one here on the 
Troublesome. This one is fine—the 
jolliest, nicest man! But he can’t keep 
from cursing every time he opens his 
mouth. But father won’t let him go, 
and I  have to put up with him.”

“An’ he cain’t keep from cussin’? 
Now I  shore wonder . . . .  Is this heah 
cook’s name Joe Cabel?”

“I t is. Do you know Joe?” burst out 
Esther, amazed, and somehow glad.

“I  reckon a little,” he said, with a 
smile that softened the piercing blue 
fire of his eyes. “Miss, will you be so 
kind as to ask Joe to come heah? Tell 
him an old friend—Arizona Ames.” 

Esther hurried to the house; and 
running round the long comer of the 
kitchen called: “Joe—Joe, there’s a 
stranger just came—down the Trouble
some. He’s an old friend of yours. 
Arizona Ames.”

“Arizona Ames!” Joe leaped up, 
scattering the cans with a 'metallic 
clatter all over the storeroom.

“Who is this man, Joe?”
“Wal, you heard his name, didn’t 

you?” returned the cook, rather eva
sively. “He’s a range rider.”

“An old friend of yours?”
“Wal, I  knowed him in New Mexico. 

We worked for the same cow outfit.” 
Esther did not need to be told that 

this Arizona Ames was somebody out 
of the ordinary. What a light had 
illumined Joe’s face!

“Where have you boys been so 
late?” Esther demanded later in the 
evening when Ronald and Brown crept 
into the house.

“We been stealin’ grub fer Fred.” 
“Fred! Stealing grub! What for? 

And where’s Fred?”
“Ess, it wasn’t fer Fred. Two men 

fetched Fred home. An’ they made us 
steal some grub.”

“Where are they?”
“Down at the barn.”
“Fred was drunk. He didn’t say 

nothin’. He just fell down on the hay. 
Then the two fellars made us slip into 
the kitchen.”

This was the second time that had 
happened. If  their father should dis
cover it!

THE next morning she arrived late 
at breakfast. The children had eat

en and gone. To her surprise Fred was 
there; and he greeted her with more 
than his usual warmth.

“Joe tells me a stranger rode in 
yesterday,” began Fred, when the cook 
had gone out. “Some fellow he used
to work with. Arizona------”

“Yes. Arizona Ames.”
“Who is he?”
“I don’t know. Ask Joe?”
“Sure I did. But he’s grumpy. 

Hasn’t cussed once this mornin’ . . . .  
What’s this Ames like?”

“He’s a rider. He could hardly walk. 
And he was so—so travel worn, so 
grimy and bearded, that I  couldn’t tell 
what he might look like.”

“Queer. Don’t like it. I  was tellin’ 
Joe that he’d better have this rider 
go on ridin’.”

“Why Fred!” retorted Esther, in
dignantly. “Have you no more sense

A R IZ O N A  AM ES
[Continued from page 23]

of hospitality than that? The man was 
crippled. And he looked starved.”

“Sure. You’d  take any rider in,” re
turned Fred, with sarcasm. “But I  
don’t  know this Arizona Ames.”

“You haven’t  much to say about 
what goes on at Halstead Ranch,” said 
Esther, likewise sarcastically. And 
when the cook came in at that junc
ture she addressed him. “Joe, please 
do not allow Fred’s attitude toward 
strangers to influence you. Please treat 
Mr. Ames the same as if this were 
your house.”

“Thanks, Miss Esther. I t ’d sure gone 
against the grain to have hurt the 
feelin’s of my friend,” replied Cabel.

EVIDENTLY Fred struggled against 
feelings of which he was ashamed. 

He stalked out, leaving Esther con
vinced that one of her premonitions 
had been correct.

Meanwhile Joe returned, this time 
with the old fond smile for her.

“Miss Esther, I sure never was a 
squealer, but I  reckon I ’ve got to tell 
you somethin’ or bust.”

“Joe, maybe I  already know. Lis
ten,” replied Esther, hurriedly. “Fred

came home drunk last night. Two men 
fetched him back. He couldn't walk. 
Is that what you mean?”

“Wal, no. Thet ain’t so bad. I t ’s 
who them fellars was," returned Joe.

“Well, who were they?” queried 
Esther, sharply.

“One was Barsh Hensler. I ’ve seen 
the other fellar in Yampa, but don’t 
know his name.”

“Barsh Hensler! Why, Joe, hasn’t 
his name been connected with those 
cattle thieves whom father hates so?” 

“Sure has. Hensler lives in Yampa. 
He’s got a bad name, an’ it’s hinted 
he belongs to Clive Bannard's outfit.” 

“And Fred is associating with them, 
or at least some of them? How dread
ful! Oh, Joe, what shall we do?” asked 
Esther, almost in distress.

“Things are cornin’ to a sad pass 
here, Miss Esther,” said Joe. “An’ it’s 
queer, because Arizona Ames is the 
man to straighten them out.”

Esther smiled ruefully; then ran out 
to find Fred.

He was waiting, his brow like a 
thundercloud.

“The kids told you about me bein’ 
fetched home drunk?” he queried. 

“Yes.”
“Well, the fact is I  had been drunk 

an’ I was tuckered out. Esther, I owe 
money, an’ I ’ve got to pay it.” 

“Fred, if you ever had a chance to 
get the money, it’s gone now. I know 
whom you’ve lost money to.”

“But, Esther, you’ll give me the 
money,” he implored.

“How much?” she asked.
“Three hundred dollars.”
“Good heavens! . . . .  I  wouldn’t 

if I  had it.” After a while she re
turned to the living-room.

Esther caught no glimpse of the 
stranger; but as she stood looking out 
of the window she was amazed and 
delighted to see her father’s familiar, 
stalwart figure striding up.

She ran to meet him, but at closer 
sight of his face her delight changed

to concern. Once only had she 
ever seen his fine dark face 
and eyes betray such trouble; 
and that time had been at 
her mother’s death.

“Father! Back in the morning? Oh, 
I ’m glad,” she cried.

“Hello, daughter,” he replied, heart
ily kissing her, and relinquishing to 
her one of the armloads of packages 
he was carrying. “For you and the 
kids. Well, bless you! I t ’s good to see 
you.”

“Father, you’ve bad news?”
“What’d you expect?” he queried, 

with mock jocularity. “We live on 
Troublesome, don’t we? Never mind, 
Esther, we’ll lick it yet.”

“But tell me, Father,” said Esther, 
earnestly. “Surely I ’m old enough now 
to share all your troubles.”

“Have the cowboys been in?” he 
asked her.

“No. Not since you left.”
“Well, that’s one comfort. Did Fred 

come home?”
“Yes, last night.”
“Was he drunk?” asked the father, 

bitterly.
“He said he—had been,” replied 

Esther, reluctantly. Then she added 
loyally, “He was all right this morn
ing.”

Just then Halstead’s riders went 
by, following which a long colloquy 
took place in her father’s office. She 
did not need to catch the content, 
however, for her father’s tones were 
fraught with worry.

At length Gertrude ran in to tell 
her they had rung the dinner bell 
twice. Esther strolled in, cool, casual, 
humming a tune. Only the family sat 
at the table; and there was a sudden 
drop of her unaccountable sense of 
buoyancy and expectation.

“Where is Mr. Ames?” asked Es
ther, seating herself as Joe entered.

“Wal, Miss Esther, he excused him
self this time, sayin’ he'd wait for me 
an’ the riders,” replied Cabel; and he 
gave Esther a knowing wink.

“Father, have you met Mr. Ames?” 
she inquired presently.

“No, daughter. I  had a set-to with 
your brother. After that with Stevens 
and Mecklin.”

“Cheer up, Daddy,” replied Esther, 
incomprehensibly gay all of a sudden.

Presently Halstead finished his din
ner, and rising, called to Joe: “Fetch 
your friend in to see me when you’re 
through.”

FINALLY Esther was left alone with 
Fred, and she took advantage of 

the opportunity to ask: “What’s up 
between you and Father?”

“Same old thing,” he replied.
“No, it isn’t. You can’t fool me. 

Does he know about your debt to—” 
“If Dad does know, he never let on. 

But he sure gave me a rakin’ over the 
coals,” continued her brother.

“Did you see this Barsh Hensler 
this morning?” asked Esther.

“Yes. Down the creek trail. He 
raised hell with me. Threatened to
------well, never mind that.”

“I t’s a gambling debt?”
“Sure. What else? And the worst of 

it is he’s a crooked gambler. I knew 
it. But when I get a few drinks, I 
think I ’m the slickest fellow in the 
world.”

Esther went to her room, and quite 
without intent, left the door slightly 
open. While she was thinking things 
over, Joe came hurriedly into the liv
ing-room.

“Boss. I just run in ahead of time 
to ask you somethin’,” he said.

“Fire away, Joe,” returned Hal
stead.

“I  sure don’t want to make any 
mistakes in a delicate family matter 
like this,” went on Cabel, earnestly. 

[Continued on page 67]



M cC A L L ’S M A G A Z IN E  J A N U A R Y  1930 67

“The thing is now, do you 
trust me well enough to want 
me in on it?”

“Why, yes, I  do, Joe.
You’ve been a help. If I ’d 
listened to you—”

“Much obliged, boss. Wal, then, if 
you trust me you’ll take my word for 
Arizona Ames.”

“I  would take your word for him or 
anyone.”

“Fine. Then I ’ll fetch Ames in. 
That’s what I  wanted to ask. I ’m sure 
relieved an’ glad. For Ames is goin’ to 
hurt. He’ll cut right to the roots of 
this sore spot at Troublesome.”

Cabel hurried out and Halstead, af
ter a moment, stamped into his room.

“If  this Arizona Ames stays, Fath
er’s troubles will be over,” whispered 
Esther to herself, as she changed her 
dress. She had scarcely satisfied her
self as to her appearance, when she 
heard the men enter the living-room.

“Wal, now, Miss Esther!” exclaimed 
Joe, suddenly beaming upon her.

“Howdy, Joe,” replied Esther, com
ing forward with a smile. “Don’t in
troduce your friend. We’ve met.” 

Then she looked up as she extended 
her hand to Ames.

HOW do you do, Mr. Ames?” she 
said, cordially, wholly at ease on 

the surface. “I don’t recognize you, but 
I ’m sure you’re Mr. Arizona Ames.” 

“Shore glad to meet you proper, 
Miss Halstead,” he drawled in the 
cool, lazy accents of the Southerner. 
“An’ if it’s a compliment you’re payin’ 
me, I  am returnin’ it.”

“Have a seat, Ames, and you, too, 
Joe, though I  don’t recollect ever see
ing you sit down.” Halstead slid an 
arm-chair around for Esther.

Ames stood to one side of the fire
place, and he was so tall that he 
leaned an elbow on the stone mantel. 
Esther had a momentary glimpse of 
his clean-cut profile, his tanned cheek, 
his lean, square jaw. Then, as he 
turned, she quickly glanced down.

“Joe told me you rode in by way of 
the Troublesome,” began Halstead.

“Reckon I  walked most of the way 
down heah,” replied Ames.

“Then you had more time and bet
ter chance to see my range. What do 
you think of it?”

“I reckon I  never saw a finer range,” 
said Ames, as if weighing his words.

“See here, Ames, I ’ve lost at least 
half my cattle through thieves. Five 
hundred head this season. Over a hun
dred lately—the last week in fact, ac
cording to Mecklin. I can’t stand that. 
Another raid will break me.”

“I heahed your rider talkin’ aboot 
it,” drawled Ames. “An’ I gathered' it 
wasn’t the work of rustlers.”

“Rustlers! Say, what’s the differ
ence between rustlers and cattle 
thieves?”

“Reckon there’s a lot. If  it was the 
work of a rustler you might not find 
out soon who he was or how he oper
ated. An’ when you did corner him— 
well, you’d shore know it. But in the 
case of a low-down cattle thief, why 
like as not he drinks aboot town with 
your cowpunchers—”

“Yes, and with my own son!” in
terrupted Halstead, ringingly. “This 
thief’s name is Clive Bannard, who 
hails from eastern ranges. And he has 
a right-hand man, Barsh Hensler, who 
lives in Yampa. How far they have 
actually corrupted Fred I  don’t know. 
But I ’ve heard enough to distract me.” 

“Halstead, Fred is a wild youngster, 
new to the West. He’s been havin’ a 
fling. He’s been gamblin’—it was 
money he wanted from his sister—an’ 
no doubt through that he’s been led 
into some shady deal. I ’ve seen the like 
many an’ many a time. But Fred is 
honest at heart. He might go bad, if 
you all went back on him, but at that I
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doubt it. Boys with a background like 
this seldom go to hell.”

“By heaven, Ames! You’re dragging 
me out of the depths by the hair,” ex
claimed Halstead, fervently. “I ’m fail
ing here at Troublesome. But if I had 
a man like you who might straighten 
Fred up and look after the girls and 
the youngsters, why if the worst should 
happen to me, I ’d not turn over in my 
grave . . . Suppose you stay on at 
Troublesome!”

“Shore you’re makin’ out the worst. 
I ’ll be only too glad to stop at Yampa 
on my way, an’ pay my respects to 
Bannard an’ Hensler. But now you’re 
haided right, you don’t need me.” 

Suddenly Esther became aware that 
Joe was nudging her, and was quick

to grasp his meaning. Crossing to the 
window she put an unsteady hand 
upon Ames’ arm.

“I  am asking you. too. Will you 
stay?”

He faced her and that blight of pain 
had vanished.

“Stay heah on the Troublesome?” 
he asked, smiling down on her. I t  was 
then that emotion gave her courage, 
and she really looked at him.

“You may change its name,” she 
said, smiling up at him. “Have you— 
any ties, to which you’d be disloyal.if 
you stayed?”

“None, Miss Halstead.”
“Then stay with us.”
“You ask me—that way—Miss Hal

stead?” he queried, and bent a little 
to study her face.

She became aware then that she 
was clinging to his sleeve. Quickly her 
hand loosened; and she turned to her 
father, smiling through her tears.

M ID-SEPTEMBER h a d  come, 
ushering in the still, smoky, 

blazing days of Indian Summer.
Esther met Joe coming up the trail, 

some distance from the ranch house.
“Wal, you must have had a dandy 

climb. Them paintbrushes don’t grow 
down low,” Joe drawled.

“I t  was lovely. I  went higher than 
ever before. I  found such a lovely 
little grove, where I  could see every
where and be unseen.”

“Unseen? Not from a couple of 
pairs of hawk eyes I  know of.”

“Yours for one pair. And whose 
else?” she rejoined, knowing full well.

“Lass, them other hawk eyes belong 
to the locodest, love-sickenest fellar 
I  ever seen.”

“Indeed? Poor man!” exclaimed 
Esther, solicitously.

“Let’s set down on this big rock,” 
said Joe, serious, where Esther had ex
pected humor.

“But it’s late, Joe. And I ’m all 
mussy and flower-stained. I ’ll have to 
change for supper,” she protested.

“Wal, you needn’t change tonight. 
For there'll be only the children an’ 
your dad at table.”

“Fred said he’d be home today?” 
questioned Esther, quickly sensing 
something unusual.

“He didn’t come home. 
You know Fred left Saturday 
to spend a day or so at 
Woods’. He’s getting sweet 
on Biny again. Wei, young 

Jim rode over today, an’ he said Fred 
stayed only a little bit at Woods’. But 
he was seen on the road with Hensler.” 

“Oh, Joe, don’t tell me tha t!” im
plored Esther.

“Sorry, but I reckon you might bet
ter hear all this bad news from me.” 

“Bad—news! More?” faltered Es
ther.

“Wal, there was a cattle raid on us 
today. Up back of the ranch on High 
Ridge. Stevens came back shot—” 

“Shot!” cried Esther, wildly. “And 
Ames?”

N O. ARIZONA wasn’t there. Stev
ens was alone. He got shot up 

pretty bad, but he’ll pull through. 
Mecklin an’ Barsh Hensler, with some 
fellars Stevens didn’t know, tackled—” 

“Barsh Hensler! Oh, you say Fred 
was seen with him?” cried Esther.

“Yes, I ’m d-darn sorry to say. But 
Ames said to your dad: ‘Wait, Hal
stead, wait till I find out’ . . . An’ 
while he was saddlin’ up his hoss he 
talked fast. ‘Joe,’ he says, ‘go out an’ 
hunt up Esther. Suppose she had been 
up on this heah side of the valley!’ 
An’ he swore turrible. ‘Find her an’ 
tell her straight without any frills thet 
it looks bad. But if Fred isn’t really 
mixed up in it why it wouldn’t amount 
to as much as two deuces in a jack
pot, an’—’ ”

“Good heavens, Joe! How could he 
say that, and what did he mean?” 

“Wal, I reckon somethin’ like this. 
If Fred wasn’t implicated it’d be noth
ing for Ames to shoot the leader of 
this outfit an’ scare the rest so bad 
they’d never show up in Yampa again. 
But if Fred is in it why it’ll be serious. 
Take what Arizona said: ‘Tell Esther 
if Fred’s got drunk or otherwise been 
dragged into this dirty deal I ’ll clear 
his name, one way or another.’ ” 

“Good Heavens! How could he? 
What else did he say?” gasped Esther, 
breathlessly.

“That was all. He jest rode off,” re
sponded Joe, with a cool finality.

“Did you tell Dad?”
“Wal, I jest did. He wasn’t bothered 

much, though. He’s come to be some
thin’ like a real Westerner lately . . . 
An’ thet reminds me, Miss Esther. Did 
you know your dad offered to make 
Arizona his pardner in this ranch?” 

“No, I didn’t.”
“Wal, he did. An’ thet doggoned, 

white-headed cowboy refused.”
“ ‘Why in the hell can’t you, if you 

see it as I do?’ roared your dad.
“Arizona got sort of pale round the 

gills. ‘See heah, Halstead,’ he says, 
‘I ’m afraid I ’d love Esther more’n I 
loved Nesta—my twin sister; an’ I ’ll 
tell you, boss, thet was a whole lot. 
I ’m thirty-two years old an’ I ’ve got a 
gun record. Esther couldn’t  care for 
me, even if you sanctioned it, which 
you shore cain’t. So let’s have no more 
of this pardner talk.’ ”

Esther seemed to have merged into 
the stone upon which she was sitting. 
But inside her stormed whirlwind and 
lightning and heartbeats that pounded 
thunderously in her ears. She looked 
so faint that Joe became alarmed.

“Aw! I told you too sudden!” he 
ejaculated, remorsefully. “I  done it on 
purpose, Esther. But forgive me. I 
reckon I  knowed before you gave your
self away. Don’t you love Arizona a 
little, Esther?”

“I reckon I do,” confessed Esther, 
and hid her face.

“How much, lass?”
“So much, Joe, that if you hadn’t 

told me, I  couldn't have borne the 
fear for Fred—and him.”

[Continued on page 68~\
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On the third sunset after 
that, Jed returned, driving 
the buckboard up to the 
ranch house. Fred’s face was 
almost as white as the wide 
bandage that passed round his head 
under his chin.

“Boss, we’re back the wuss for 
wear,” Jed was saying. “An’ Ames is 
down at the barn.”

They went in, and Esther closed 
the door. “Fred! You’ve been in
jured?” she cried, when she could find 
her voice.

“Yes. But it’s nothing to what it 
might have been. Only a hole through 
my ear!”

“Who shot you?”
“Ames.”
Esther, feeling turned to stone, 

could not utter a sound.
“My God, boy! What’re you say

ing?” demanded his father, incredu
lously. “What do you mean Ames shot 
you?”

“I t ’s the truth,” replied Fred, hoarse
ly. “But, Dad, he didn’t know me. He 
thought I  was just one of Bannard’s 
men.

“Listen, Dad. I ’ll make a clean 
breast of the whole thing. Saturday I 
went over to see Biny Woods. I found 
Jess Thuber there. I t made me sore, 
though I knew Biny didn’t  care.

WELL, when I  left her, I happen
ed to fall in with Barsh Hensler, 

Mecklin and Jim Coates. I  knew I 
shouldn’t  drink. I  fought it. I f  I  had
n’t been so hurt, so sore at Biny I ’d 
not weakened. I got drunk on Saturday 
afternoon. I didn’t get sober enough 
to know anything till they stole your 
cattle from Stevens. I  remember rid
ing. I remember Stevens was yelling 
when Mecklin shot him. I  had to help 
drive the cattle down. I t was late at 
night when we got them in a corral, 
near that old homestead, ten miles be
yond Woods’.”

Fred covered his pale face a mo
ment as if to hide it as well as shut 
out the picture in mind. “I wanted to 
shoot myself, but didn’t have the 
nerve. Then I swore I ’d shoot Meck
lin. We stayed there waiting. Mecklin 
went down the road to meet Bannard 
and the rest of the outfit. But he ran 
into Ames, who beat him half to death 
and made him confess the whole rot
ten deal. But I didn’t know that until 
later. Bannard came with only two 
men. All of a sudden Ames came 
round the cabin, pushing Mecklin 
ahead of him with a gun. I said, ‘My 
God—it’s—’ and I  choked on his 
name. I pulled my hat low over my 
face and sunk down. Then he looked 
us over and picked out Hensler. ‘The 
game’s up, Hensler Your two-bit cat
tle-thievin’ ends right heah. Mecklin 
has squealed on you.’

“ ‘Who in hell are you?’ yelled back 
Bannard.

“ ‘My name is Ames.’
“ ‘You this Arizona feller?’ asked 

Bannard, and he turned green.
“ ‘No matter. I  take it you’re Clive 

Bannard?’
“But Bannard went so yellow he 

couldn’t even tell his own name. Then 
Barsh Hensler. the damn fool, got up 
and bawled: ‘Ban, it’s this here Ari
zona Ames. Haw! Haw! Watch me 
bore him!’ And he grabbed his gun.

“Then it happened. When that 
clumsy, drunken madman pulled out 
his gun there came an awful crack. I 
saw a little hole show up right in the 
middle of Hensler’s forehead. The last 
shot got me—knocked me flat. Ames 
dragged me up and shoved me against 
the wall. I  thought he meant to kill 
me. But he’d recognized me. Ames 
had been hit once, a cut in the shoul
der that he made me tie up. And while 
I did it he said some things to me I— 
I’ll never forget till I ’m dead or even
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after. In Yampa, Ames told that Hens
ler and Bannard had forced me to help 
steal my father’s cattle. Then he said 
there’d been a little fight back at 
Harris’ cabin. That’s all, Dad. It turned 
out Bannard didn’t die, but he’ll never 
be any good again. When he’s well 
enough they’ll take him away to jail.” 

“So, my lad, Arizona Ames saved 
your name?” thundered Halstead.

“He did, Dad, he did,” replied Fred, 
huskily. “But I wasn’t a thief, never! 
Please, for God’s sake, don’t  believe 
that.”

“I  didn’t. Fred, is this lesson going 
to make a man out of you?”

Fred gulped and put a hand to his 
bandaged ear. “I t will, Dad, unless

Arizona scared all the man out of me 
forever.”

Esther dragged herself away and 
hid in her room. Then she waylaid 
Ames, unmindful of the fact that Joe 
was with him. But when she con
fronted him, when she spoke and he 
gazed down upon her with eyes that 
always had and always would have 
power to stop her heart, she took hold 
of him.

“There's only one thing I want to 
know,” she whispered, hurriedly and 
low.

“An’ I  can just aboot guess what 
that is,” Ames drawled in the old, un
forgettable accent. How could he speak 
so casually? “Shore I knew Fred when 
I saw him. I let on I took him for one 
of the gang. I t was a good chance to 
scare some sense into his haid. Don’t 
you ever give me away.”

THE Sunday that Fred fetched 
saucy little Biny Woods home was 

a decisive one for Esther. I t broke the 
spell of days, and happiness trembled 
like a wraith on the threshold.

Perhaps a contagious spirit of good 
worked its will that day in other quar
ters. Halstead calmly announced at 
dinner that Ames had accepted a part
nership in Troublesome Ranch.

Esther felt herself the last to capit
ulate to this scion of the range and 
she surrendered royally. She had 
known, even before Joe had informed 
her, that Arizona Ames could never of 
his own mind imagine she loved him. 
He had closed his heart for too long a 
time to women’s charms.

For a time after the tragedy he had 
kept aloof, eating with Joe in the 
kitchen, seldom visible, and when he 
was, stern, silent, unapproachable. 
Then had come a sudden change 
which, it turned out, had been caused 
by a letter Jed had brought from 
Craig. Ames seemed transformed, and 
Esther had vast curiosity about that 
letter, and that old hateful recurrent 
fire along her veins. Then on a

Sunday afternoon E s t h e r  
found herself alone with this 
Arizona Ames, late stranger 
on the Troublesome who had 
now become imperatively nec

essary to their happiness.
Presently from behind, she glided 

upon him and before he could move 
she encircled his drooping head with 
her arms, and pressing her hands over 
his eyes, held him closely. She felt him 
shake, all through that lithe strong 
form, and something flashed up out 
of her, imperious and exultant.

“Arizona, are you a good guesser?” 
she asked.

“Me! Poorest guesser you ever saw,” 
he replied, suddenly relieved. “What 
kind of a game is this heah?”

“I t’s a game of—Pretend.”
“Ahuh. An’ I  got to be blind?”
“Oh, this holding my hands over 

your eyes is just pretense. You are 
blind as a bat, you old dear!”

He was silent at that, relaxing ever 
so little.

“Well, then,” she continued, with 
forced animation. “In this game you 
are to pretend—as a matter of fact 
you’ll not have to act very much—to 
pretend you are a shy, bashful, inno
cent cowboy—”

SHE drew his head backward ever 
so gently until it rested upon her 

unquiet breast.
“Arizona, are you listening very 

closely, so you’ll understand how to 
play this game?”

“I ’m shore listenen’, you witch,” he 
replied, in growing perturbation. “Es
ther, is this heah a square game? Are
n’t you stackin’ the cairds on me?” 

“Oh, you’ll see. I t ’s a perfectly hon
est game,” she replied. “Shall I  go on 
with instructions?”

“Shore, go on, Miss Halstead, any
way, until I ’m daid,” he said in a 
strangled voice.

“Oh, I don’t believe it will quite 
kill you,” she resumed, demurely. 
“Now the game is that this girl, this 
brazen creature will slip behind the shy 
cowboy, like this, and hide his eyes 
like this . . . And pretty soon, accord
ing to the game, she must take one 
hand from one of his eyes, so that 
he can see it’s not exactly a dream 
—and caress his cheek—like this— 
and smooth his hair—like this—and 
then kiss the tip of his ear . 
like that! . . . and then—whi-whis- 
per . . . ”

“What?” he rang out, in a terror 
of incredulity.

“Ah!” she cried softly, and spent 
her torture in that. “Let me go on, 
Arizona, as if it were a game . . . This 
unworthy girl will kiss his hair—like 
this—here where it’s silver—and whis
per— I  love you, for all you are! Then 
he Mil treat this girl as she deserves!” 

“My Gawd, Brownie, come hyar! 
Arizonie is huggin’ Sis to death!” 

Ronnie’s wild alarm brought swift 
thud of feet.

“------!” shouted Brownie, in fiend
ish glee. Then with wild shouts the 
imps ran off.

That night, when all the household 
slept and the October moon soared 
white above the Troublesome, Esther 
lay in Ames’ arms and heard the story 
of Nesta.

“This heah letter of Nesta’s an’ 
your game of pretend, Esther, have 
about paid me back for all,” concluded 
Arizona. “If you’ll marry me soon, 
we’ll go pay Nesta a visit. The Tonto 
is best in October.”

“Soon? How soon, Arizona?”
“Shore it’d have to be terrible soon,” 

he said, fearfully, as if he were propos
ing sacrilege.

Esther kissed him. “Wal, Arizonie, it 
shore cain’t be too soon for this heah 
cowgirl,” she drawled.

[ T h e  E n d ]
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1752. See opposite column.
No. 1753. The Contentment Sampler. The 
fireplace design in soft mellow shades ac
cented with bright touches o f color, is fas
cinating work. This sampler is in a small 
and utterly charming size (8y2 x 10 inches). 
The design comes stamped on good quality 
linen, ready to be worked in strand cottons, 
by following the color chart. An antique fin
ish is secured when you add your own ini
tials and the date. The pattern tells the 
required colors and amounts of thread.

Price, 65 cents.

No. 1752. The Hospitality Sampler. This 
sampler with the Colonial Dame silhouetted 
in the doorway is most fascinating. The 
verse has a special appeal with its simply 
worded message o f friendship and welcome. 
Stamped on good quality linen and ready 
to be worked in strand cottons, it is a sam
pler admirably suited to the walls of your 
guest room. Color chart included in the pat
tern, which states the colors and amount of 
thread required. Size, by 10 inches.

Price, 65 cents.

No. 1751. Rose Arbor Picture. Stamped on 
canvas and including cottons in 20 colors 
for working. I t  is a real pleasure to make 
this little work o f art. Like painting with 
a needle! The results are soft and blended 
colorings; even the effect of distance is se
cured in the meadow. The vogue for em
broidered pictures is new, and anyone who 
has already made the Old Garden Wool Pic
ture No. 1730 will be delighted with this 
new design for lustrous cottons. The color 
chart shows how to place colors. Size 5 x 7  

inches. Price, $1.00, including cottons.

No. 1755. Suede Bogs with Modernistic 
Monograms. These bags are a new expres
sion of smartness for the up-to-date woman. 
A fine quality of suede leather is given 
in the color combinations of blue on black, 
tan on green, black on blue, and green on 
tan. They are finished in attractive bead
ing that harmonizes with the applique. 
These bags are so simple that they can be 
made in an hour or two by anyone. They 
are marvelous for those last minute, hurried 
Christmas gifts, keeping spring costumes in 
mind. Pattern contains leather bag and coin 
purse), stamped leather for monogram, 
transfer, and matching beads for working. 

Size, 5% by 6*4 inches. Price, $1.00.

1755. Suede Bags 
with Modernistic 

Monograms.

No. 1754. For making these lovely Modernistic Transparent Flowers, pat
tern includes 6 sheets of mica tissue (pink, amber, violet, dark blue, light 
blue, and green), yellow flower centers, stem and wrapping wire, and full 
directions. Mica tissue is easy to work with. A few hours of pleasant work 

make this beautiful bouquet of shimmering flowers. Price, 75 cents.
Patterns may be bought from all McCall dealers or by mail, postage prepaid, from The McCall Co., 230 Park Avenue, New York City, at prices quoted above.
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No. 5971. The panels that form the skirt of a 
graceful evening frock are designed to fall in 
soft folds ending in long points. The neckline is 

diagonal. Size 36, 3% yards 39-inch material.

No. 5950. Slightly fitted lines are produced in a 
simply cut evening frock by long sash ends ap
plique d on in front, and tying in the back. Size 

36, 5% yards 35-inch or yards 39-incli.

No. 5941. The fluttering effect of a circular skirt 
cut in deep points at the hemline is accented by a 
pointed flaring panel attached to the back of the 

girdle. Size 36, 4% yards 39-inch material.

Patterns may be bought from all McCall dealers or by mail, postage prepaid, from The McCall Co., 230 Park Avenue, New York City, at prices listed on page 8 0.
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No. 5945. An evening wrap with shaped shoulders No. 5942. Seamings form diagonal lines in the No. 5953. The slanting lines of the skirt flounces
has straight flounces, the upper flounces tying in front and crossed lines in the back of a formal are accented by frills that mount to the waist in
a knot with long ends. Medium size, .51/, yards 39- evening gown. The skirt is flaring. Size 36, 4% back and in the front end in a long scarf. Size

inch; fur banding, 1% yards 4%-inch. yards 35-inch or 4% yards 39-inch. 36, 4y$ yards 39-inch material.

Patterns may be bought from all McCall dealers or by mail, postage prepaid, from The McCall Co., 230 Park Avenue, New York City, at prices listed on page 8U.
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No. 5960. An outstanding 
Paris success is this frock 
with flaring godets and novel 
sleeve capes. Shirrings sug
gest the higher waistline. Size 
36, 3% yards 39-inch; con

trasting, •% yard 39-inch.

No. 5944. Diagonal lines are 
effective in a frock which has 
a wide girdle tying in a how 
above a side flare that dips 
in long points. Size 36 re
quires 3% yards 54-incli mate

rial.

No. 5948. An afternoon frock 
has seamings that dip to a 
point in the back and sleeves 
with contrasting sections at 
the wrist. Size 36, 3 yards 
54-inch material; contrasting, 

1 yard 39-incli.

No. 5948. The same frock can 
be made with tight sleeves. A 
narrow sash tying in front is 
attached at the side seams. 
Size 36, 3% yards 39-inch; 
contrasting collar requires l/> 

yard 39-incli.

Patterns may be bought from all McCall dealers or by mail, postage prepaid, from The McCall Co., 230 Park Avenue, New York City, at prices listed on page
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< C U  d f y l u e  C r a i n  h a s

b y

T HE blue train has gone. An imperative whistle has 
blown, the train has stretched out slowly like 
a long caterpillar, and darted through France like 

an arrow to stop on the Riviera.
It has triumphantly entered Cannes Station bringing 

prominent travellers who were eagerly awaited by a 
throng of winter visitors. And forthwith under the palm 
trees of the Croisette, the magic begins. Here come 
Jean-Gabrield Domergue, the painter, and his wife 
talking to Spinelly, the actress of whom he has made 
such unique portraits. Mile Spinelly’s dress is striking 
enough to be worth a description. Her tailor-made 
dress of red crepe de Chine consists of a short coat, 
very tight round the waist, and a pleated skirt reaching 
far below the knee. A mannish blouse of white crepe 
de Chine is completed by a red tie and over it all she 
wears a white woollen coat with a belt and two huge 
pockets. We need not look at her hat, she does not wear 
any, but she carries a dainty sunshade of red and white 
Scotch plaid design.

The ensemble costume has taken a new trend in 
Cannes and is now made up of five or even six pieces. 
I t consists of blouses and skirts with jackets of a con
trasting color, over which are worn coats matching the 
color of the skirt or jacket. A tie usually comes up 
under the chin to give a dashing note. Other ensembles 
are made of tweed in the weave of which several colors 
are artistically blended. I noticed that the three-quarter 
coat is dominant and I admire the costume worn by 
Mile de Fleuriau, daughter of the French Ambassador 
to the Court of St. James. Lemon is the color lining 
the coat of Raglan cut which reaches half way between 
the knee and ankle, and also that of a soft blouse taken 
in by the skirt as fashion now decrees. The waist which 
has now its proper level is slim and set off by a belt.

Lunch time . . .  the throng melts away and as the 
restaurants fill up, the Croisette is suddenly empty. A 
miracle alone can explain the fact that the women seen 
but a few moments ago on the sea front are now in the 
dining-room wearing a different dress. But no, it is 
merely the manifold combinations of ensemble cos
tumes made up of so many different parts, which en
able women to achieve constantly novel effects. Heads 
are shown triumphantly bare since hair has been al
lowed to grow.

But while we gossip, lunch has come to an end. Here 
are the Baron and Baroness de Cambray, nee Princess 
de Polignac, headed for their touring car. The Baron
ess hastily slips over her baby blue dress a white shaved 
lamb coat matched by a tiny hat of the same fur, very 
much off the forehead. Mme. Cecile Sorel also wants to 
get away with her husband the Count de Segur. The 
beautiful actress is wearing an ensemble of thick very 
light tan woolen lace. A flared circular skirt is mounted 
on a narrow yoke held to the bodice which blouses 
slightly over a belt. A large, flame colored cravette made 
of crepe de Chine strikes a daring note on this charming 
ensemble completed by a three-quarter 
coat of the same woolen lace. A large 
tan felt is dashingly taken up on the 
left by three small pheasant feathers 
matching the scarf.

The women seen at the Casino are 
distinctly smart, but their elegance dif
fers completely from last year’s. Sport 
togs are forever tabooed, except on the 
links and courts. Bright shades alternate 
so repeatedly with dark colors that it is 
hard to say on what side the majority 
lies.

Dark shades are the latest novelty for 
evening wear and bottle green, dark 
blue, and plum color are seen in trans
parent velvets, chiffon moires and bro
caded satins. The gowns are very tight 
fitting right to above the knees where 
the yoke shape widens into large cir
cular flounces opening like flower petals.
These flounces are sometimes lined with 
taffeta so that they stand out and this 
is a new silhouette.

Such is life on the French Riviera!

No. 5970. A becoming high- 
waist ed silhouette is lent to an 
afternoon frock by a skirt 
cleverly cut to form a dia
gonal yoke in front and a 
crossed effect in back. Size 3G, 
4 yards 39-inch, cut crosswise.

No. 5951. Simple cut gives 
classic lines to a French after
noon frock made with a long 
flaring skirt dipping at the 
sides and a slender bodice with 
a wide sash. Size 36, yards 

39-inch material.

Patterns may be bought from all McCall dealers or by mail, postage prepaid, from The McCall Co., 330 Park Avenue, New York City, at prices listed on page 80.
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No. 5961. Shirrings at waistline give 
a slightly fitted effect to a frock 
which flares in front and has an in
verted pleat in hack. Size 36, 3% 
yards 39-inch; collar, % yard 39-inch.

No. 5972. Diagonal seamings give a 
smart effect to a simple frock. The 
waistline is marked by a narrow sep
arate belt. Size 36, 4y± yards 32-inch 

material or 3l/i yards 39-inch.

No. 5960. Another version of the 
shirred waistline appears in a frock 
which flares at each side by means 
of godets. Size 36, 3% yards 39-inch ; 

contrasting, % yard 39-inch.

No. 5964. The waistline treatment is 
produced by seamings that suggest 
jacket lines in front and form a V in 
the back. Size 36, 2% yards 54-inch; 

contrasting, % yard 39-inch.

L  d c i i o  de Pa w /

cJrenclt ("Jt'ocics are a?

Q W

ic io n a n  a w J  Q l lo J e m

/jUCH of the charm of the latest models shown in Paris is due 
to their being a successful blend of the quaint and the ultra
modern. In some instances, Paris designers choose to combine 

both these seemingly opposite trends in the same frock, other models 
accent either one or the other. Shirring? at the waistline are reminis
cent enough of the Victorian basque to lend an air of demure quaint
ness. Seamings that divide the frock suggest the modern way of achiev
ing simple results by the skilful use of angles and straight lines.

Patterns may be bought from all McCall dealers or by mail, postage prepaid, from The McCall Co., 230 Park Avenue, New York City, at prices listed on page 80.
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(^Jlounces ^^Dxjiress ihe Q/̂ eic c ffo im l in ( fa s h io n s

^T'LOUNCES are coming in for a good deal of attention in every 
O '  type of formal frock for the new season. Sometimes they are 

cut circular, and deep enough to form almost an entire skirt, 
sometimes they are as narrow as frills, cleverly arranged to widen the 
hemline. Whatever their shape or their width, every French designer 
is partial to them in some form or other, as they express better than 
any other single fashion feature the grace, elegance, femininity, length 
of line, all the qualities, in fact, that make the new fashions new.

No. 5933. A lovely example of the 
popular let f  rock appears in a model 
with decorative shirtings in front and 
it pointed hemline. Size 36, 4% yards 

33-inch or yards 73-inch.

No. 5943. The circular skirt is joined 
to the top with pointed seamings. A 
becoming neckline is produced by a 
hood-like drapery. Size 36, yards 
39-inch; contrasting, % yard 39-inch.

No. 5951. A narrow belt marks the 
waistline of a graceful frock with a 
long bodice and a circular skirt dip
ping at the hemline. Size 36 requires 

4y± yards 39-inch material.

No. 5946. A simple straight line frock 
has a circular flounce on which nar
row' flounces are arranged in diagonal 
lines. Size 36, .5% yards 35-inch mate

rial or 4% yards 39-inch.

5943 5940

L Echo dl Pa w /

5933 5951

Patterns may be bought from all McCall dealers or by mail, postage prepaid, from The McCall Co., 330 Park Avenue, New York City, at prices listed on page 80.
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C la ris  Q f l a L  Q fL o  Q 0  aisihnes lU ea ra b le
OVERY new French collection reveals more and more subtle ways 

of wearing higher waistlines, so that now there is actually no 
type of figure to which they cannot be becoming. A coat may 

slightly mold the figure in princess lines, and so suggest a higher waist 
without defining it, a two-piece frock may hint at a high waist by 
nothing more than a buckle at one side of a surplice closing, or a 
girdle that molds the hips may be tied tightly or loosely, according 
to whether one wants the waistline accented or doubtful. And of 
course there is always the frank direct way of wearing a higher 
waistline by marking it with a separate belt a t the normal line.

No. 6936. The new coat lines are illus
trated in a model in which the front is 
cut in one with a circular flounce. Size 
36, 4% yards 39-inch or 3% yards 54- 

inch; lining, 3x/‘± yards 39-inch.

No. 5935. Scalloped edges decorate a 
two-piece froch which has a smart blouse 
and a wrap-around shirt attached to a 
camisole top. Size 36 requires 3% yards 

39-inch or 3% yards 54-inch.

No. 5952. A feature of a practical frock 
is a girdle which is appliqued on in a 
point in front and tied in a bow in back. 
Size 36, 4 yards 39-inch; contrasting, % 

yard 39-inch.

No. 5958. An attractive example o f the 
new cape-f rock is cut straight with panels 
of pleats at each side. The shallow cape 
is slightly circular. Size 36, 4% yards 

39-inch material or 3% yards 54-inch.

Patterns may be bought from all McCall dealers or by mail, postage prepaid, from The McCall Co., 230 Park Avenue, New York City, at prices listed on page 80.
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L ECHO
D E
PARIS

C lJ e v e r a i  o J i l l i  

0 0 E
louelles &  efire sent 4,

0.E HAVE grown used to talking about the “new silhouette,” but 
strictly speaking there are several. Even the pleated straight 
line tailored frock is new in that its hemline is lower and the 

waistline is marked at normal. The frock with raised waistline, molded 
hips and long circular skirt has a typical new silhouette and just as 
new is the silhouette which flares low at the hemline and suggests 
straight lines from the shoulders to below the hips, even though a belt 
marks the waist. An entirely different silhouette and one that fore
tells a new spring fashion, is seen in the cape frock which is widened 
at the shoulder line by means of a short cape, pleated or circular.

No. 5949. A simple tailored frock lias a 
circular skirt attached to a novel yoke 
cut to form points in the front, and a 
deep V in hack. Size 16, 21/t yards 54- 

incli; contrasting, % yard 39-inch.

No. 5954. A panel of pleats inserted he. 
low the patch pocket supply fulness in a 
straight line frock that wraps over at 
the right side. Size 36, 3% yards 35- 

incli; contrasting, % yard 35-inch.

No. 5963. The clever shaping of the sec
tions that form the skirt gives an at
tractive silhouette flaring at a low line. 
Size 36, 3% yards 35-inch or 2l/> yards 

5 4-inch.

No. 5969. A short cape with fitted shoul
ders and a pleated flounce accompanies 
a frock with a pleated skirt trimmed 
with applied bands. Size 36, 5% yards 

39-inch or 4% yard 54-inch.

Patterns may be bought from all McCall dealers or by mail, postage prepaid, from The McCall Co., 230 Park Avenue, New York City, at prices listed on page 80.
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D O you long for beauty, for the divine 
glow of youth that comes only with 

perfect health? Just try Dr. Edwards Olive 
Tablets for a few nights. Thousands have been 
delighted with the way color returns to the 
skin when pimples and blotches vanish, with 
the joy of feeling full of life, tireless and ener
getic from morning till night. These tablets, a 
line substitute for calomel, and far easier to 
take, were for 2 0  years prescribed to folks 
bothered with liver trouble and constipation. 
Gentle in action—wonderfully effective 
Dr. Edwards Olive Tablets assist nature in re
storing to normal the liver and bowels by 
sweeping away the poisons that harm the skin, 
ravage health and hurry old age.

A tested compound of vegetable ingredients. 
You can tell Dr. Edwards Olive Tablets by 
their olive color. From now on, don’t endure 
sallow skin, headaches, or listlessness—take 
Dr. Edwards Olive Tablets and get 'quick 
relief from the ills due to clogged intestines. 
Get a package from your druggist, 15tf, 30tf, 
60tf. Get the large size so that you'll always 
have them handy.

P R O F I T A B L E ,  quick and 
sure ! Money ju s t through le t

ting the people in your neighbor
hood know that you are the lodal 
representative of M cCall’s Maga
zine, ready to take care of both 
new and renewal subscriptions. 
Representatives tell us, “Every
one knows McCall’s.”

M ore Money Each M onth 
In all parts of the country, in 

tiny villages, thriving towns and 
large cities, thousands of men 
and women are adding to  their 
incomes each m onth by the Mc
Call Plan.

MA IL  T H I S  C O U P O N
McCall’s Magazine, Dept. 1M 

McCall Street, Dayton, Ohio.
Please tell me without obliga

tion or expense how I can get 
an extra $ 1 0 .0 0 .

Your Name ............................................................

Street
and No.......................................................................

City &
State .........................................................................

d c

5899

No. 5899. Contrasting materials 
accent a smart yoke, extended 
to form drop shoulders and cut 
in points front and back. Size 
12, plain, l 1,4  yards 89-inch; 

plaid, l 7/s yards 39-inch.

No. 5937. Tailored lines are 
practically interpreted in a school 
frock with a round yoke extend
ed in a tab down the front. Size 
8 requires 1% yards 54-incli; 
ribbon bow, % yard gy^-inch.

No. 5967. A panel in front of 
the bodice is cut in one with the 
flaring skirt. A belt marks the 
waistline in the back. Size 8, 

yards 32-inch; collar re
quires % yard 35-inch material.
No. 5894. The circular skirt of 
a small frock is joined to the 
upper part in a curved line to 
match the curve of the yoke. Size 
4, 2% yards 82-inch; binding re

quires 4\4 yards material.
No. 5901. A bow attached un
der a tab at the neck, and a tab 
on the pocket form attractive 
trimmings for a simple frock. 
Size 6, 2y» yards 39-inch; con

trasting, y$ yard 39-inch.
No. 5966. A one-sided effect is 
lent to an attractive frock by a 
band cut in one with the skirt, 
extending around the neck. Size 
4, light, requires % yard 32- 
inch; dark, 1% yards 32-inch.

Patterns may be bought from all McCall dealers, or by mail, postage prepaid, from The McCall Co.,230 Park Avenue, New York City, at prices listed on puge 80.
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d c

No. 5965. The new shirred waist
line is attractively translated in
to children’s styles in a simply 
made frock. Size 8, 2% yards 
35-inch or 1% yards 54-inch; col

lar, % yard 35-inch.
No. 5900. A round yoke length
ened into a panel down the front 
and tucks at the hemline make 
a little frock decorative. Size 
4 requires 2y2 yards 27-inch 

or 2 yards 39-inch material.
No. 5889. An attractive scalloped 
skirt yoke above a circular skirt 
is shaped to repeat the effect of 
the one-sided line of the bertha. 
Size 6 requires 2 yards 35-inch 
or 1% yards 39-inch material.

5 9 3 8

No. 5890. Fulness is added to a 
frock by a front section with 
a box pleat. The bow-and-tab 
neckline is a French feature. 
Size 6, yards 39-inch; con

trasting, *4 yard 35-inch.

No. 5934. The skirt of a school 
frock is joined on in a smart 
diagonal line. Size 10 requires 
2Ys yards 39-inch material; col
lar, Vi yard 39-inch; bow and tie, 

% yard 35-inch material.

No. 5938. Seamings arc effec
tively used to suggest a bolero 
that fastens with two buttons. 
Size 12, 2% yards 39-inch or 1% 
yards 54-inch ; collar, % yard 35- 

inch; braid, 5 yards.

f l V E I /
all materials and 

directions
for making
R O S E S

Yes, you can make them 
y o u rse lf, e a s ily , per
fectly, right a t  home. 
For Dennison has anew 
method so simple you 
can q u ic k ly  learn to 
m ake crim so n  roses, 
d e lica te  sw e e t  peas, 
flaming poppies—more 

than 60 varieties o f flowers — all of colorful 
crepe paper. Make them for your home, church, 
club or school—make them for g ifts  or to Bell.

S p e c ia l  O f f e r  — S e n d  C o u p o n
So that you may prove to your own complete satisfaction ho w easily you can make flowers by this new method, we will send you fre e  instructions and sample materials for making roses. Send coupon.

D EN N ISO N ’S, D ep t. 3-N  
Fram ingham , Mass.

Please send me free sample Instructions and materials for making Roses.

Street or R . F . D .___ ______________

include t .o fthese Den in Hook.?

- Crept Paper Flowers lOe __ Table Decora Horn
...Crepe Paper Costumes 10a . . .  Children's Parties 10c

Sealing Wax Craft 10c ....Showers & Announcements It 
- .. Weaving Paper Rope 10c . . .  .Money Making Partin ll
. Crepe Paper Curtains (Free) ..Decorating Halls B  Booths It 

...Waxed Pond Lilies {Fret) ....T h e  Parly Magasine 2: 

...Novelty Dolls {Free) . .  .The Party BoohtlA

...Complete Home Course in Crepe Paper Flower Making 12.1 
— Course in Arts and Crafts for Home Decoration 12.CO

ax
Keeps SkinYoung
Remove blemishes and discolorations by regu
larly using Mercolized Wax. Get an ounce, and 
uso as directed. Invisible particles of aged skin 
peel off, until all defects, such as pimples, liver 
spots, tan, freckles and large pores, have dis
appeared. Skin is beautifully clear, soft and 
velvety, and face looks years younger. Mer
colized wax brings out the hidden beauty. To 
reduce wrinkles and age lines, use this face 
lotion: 1  ounce powdered saxolite and one-half 
pint witch hazel. At Drug & Dept. Stores.

Make Clothes r r f
in the New V i

“Dressmaker m
Styles”

T h e  n e w  FAsnioNS —  alluringly
1, 1;! JBI

and flounces— are not at all diffi
cult to make if you know the secrets 
of the true "dressmaker's touch."

In  a few short weeks, right at 
home, the Woman's Institute can 
teach you the fine points of dress
making that you need for the new 
styles. And you can make all your 
own clothes at tremendous savings, j  

6 8 -page  
D ressm a k in g  

L e sso n  F R E E
So that you may see how easily you 
can learn through this fascinating 
step-by-step method, we will gladly 
send you a 6S-page sample lesson 
free. It describes and pictures the 
details of cutting and finishing diffi- **"
cult parts of a dress. Just mail the
coupon and we will send you this free lesson, as well at 
our booklet, "Making Beautiful Clothes.”  Do i t  today!

WOMAN'S INSTITUTE, Dept. 3-A, Scranton, Pa.
Please send me —  Free —  your booklet. Making 

Beautiful Clothes, and the 68-I’AGE LESSON de
scribed above. Also full details of your homo-study 
course in the subject marked below:

□  Home Dressmaking □  Millinery
□  Professional Dressmaking □  Cooking

Name................. ...............................................................
(Please specify whether Mrs. or Miss)

Address...................................................................—■

Patterns may be bought from all McCall dealers, or by mail, postage prepaid, from The McCall Co.,
230 Park Avenue, New York City, at prices listed on page 80.
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Y o u t h f u l  
w o m e n  w i t h

GRAY
HAIR

W hy shou ld  
hair rob any w( 
her youth ? An hour will 
start the magic change 
tha t brings back youth
ful lustre and color.
For more than 30 years 
Mary T. Goldman has been showing wom
anhood how to retain ever-youthful hair. 
Millions have combed this clear, colorless 
liquid through g ra y in g  strands. These 
women are as free from gray as you can be.

How , 
foolish!

You need no experience to ge t results. 
W ithout any danger of an  "artificial 
look,” your hair can be any shade you 
w an t from d ark est black to  blonde. Nor 
do you use dangerous dyes or chemicals. 
This way is en tirely  SAFE—it w ill harm  
ne ither hair nor scalp. H air stay s  soft— 
easy to curl or wave. Color w ill no t rub 
off on clothing. Results defy detection.

This TEST has shown millions the 
secret of ever-youthful hair

W ill you te s t i t  a t  our expense? We send 
FR EE complete Test Package. Snip off a 
lock of hair. T ry i t  first on this. You 
tak e  no risk  th is  way and can convince 
yourself. Your d rugg ist w ill sell full- 
sized bottle on m oney-back guarantee. 
Or use coupon for FR EE TEST OFFER.

iMARY T. GOLDMAN!
1 4 * 5 *  G o ld m an  B ld g . S t . P a u l, M inn. I

J Name ...........................................................................  1

I Street............................................................................  I

I City............................................  State.........  I
I * 3 * CH ECK COLOR OF H A IR  “S *  •
I □  B LA C K  □  D A R K  BRO W N  I
J □  M ED IU M  BROWN □  L IG H T BROWN { 
! □  D A R K  R E D  □  L IG H T R E D  □  BLO N DE i
i------------------------------------------------  !

NewWay to Bake Cakes
Offers Agents $ f t- q Day
Men and women everywhere are making $1 to $2 an hour 

—  spare time— $30 to $50 a week full time— helping us
introduce Jiffykake, the amazing new prepared 
cake flour that makes delicious cakes by adding 
only water. Jiffykake contains eggs, sugar, flour, 
baking powder, shortening, flavor. Saves time, 
work, money. Endorsed by Good Housekeeping, 
Modern Priscilla, etc. Everybody buys. Fast re

peater. Big income every 
day. No capital or experi
ence needed. We furnish every- 
“  -  Write for Profit-Sharing

I wish my skin 
were clear”

I t  c a n  b e  /
Do you long for a clear, smooth skin, 
free o f pimples, blotches and rashes? 
Would you drive away that wretched 
eczema? Then, tty D. D. D., the pure, 
cooling wash. It has done wonders for 
thousands. Stopsitching,instantly!Then 

I soothes and heals. Dries at once, grease
less and does not stain. Ask your drug
gist for the 35c trial bottle; money back 
if  it fails to help you. Or write D . D. D.

| Corporation, Batavia, 111.

THE HEALING 
SKIN LOTION

E A R L Y  TO  BED
[Continued from page 17}

She came up to him after a while, 
wearing her poise and graciousness like 
a smooth, protective mantle. “Aren’t 
the decorations lovely?” she said. “I 
don’t know when I ’ve seen the gym
nasium look so charming.”

His derision burst out childishly. 
“My God! It looks like Old Home 
Week in Iowa.”

As they danced her eyes were hurt. 
“I  don’t like you to swear, Roger,” 
she said in mild reproof. “I think it 
sounds coarse . . . ”

His feet took eccentric, unconsider
ed steps which she heavily could not 
follow. She struggled; then murmured, 
“Roger, dear, don’t you think that 
step is rather conspicuous? Miss Cof
fey is looking at you.”

“Let ’er look,” said Roger, doing a 
beautiful, loose-jointed shuffle. “May
be the old girl’ll learn something about 
dancing.” He was suddenly carefree, 
flushed and excited. “Listen, Ellen,” 
he cried suddenly, and his eyes shone. 
The orchestra had swung into that 
broken cadence which had troubled 
him with its folly—

“. . . . That’s her!
Yes Sir!
The One I ’m talking about— 

Sweetest little thing!
Just as fresh as 
Flowers in the Spring—
. . . .  and I ’m more than sure 
That you’ll understand 

When I demand 
Please do not hand- 

Le! She’s so precious 
Sweet to me!”

Suddenly Roger knew that he had 
been searching the throng of dancers 
for Primrose; but she wasn’t here. It 
was very late now and it must be that 
she was not coming. He felt suddenly 
listless and weary. He said, “Ah, let’s 
not dance this. Let’s sit it out. The 
music isn’t  very good anyhow.”

BUT just as they turned back to the 
doorway he saw Primrose coming 

in. Everybody saw her.
Her soft red lips parted. She tilted 

in the doorway like a daffodil that had 
somehow got mixed up with a cob
web, for her bodice was a fragile web 
of black lace that fell into four ruffling 
tiers over four ruffling tiers of daffodil 
yellow and there was nothing else to 
her dress at all; it was in fact a tri
umph of mocking simplicity.

A sadly large number of Hixon Col
lege girls stood around suddenly look
ing dazed and wondering what had

become of their partners . . . gradu
ally it became apparent that this was 
not a dance at all. I t was a free-for-all 
scramble for Primrose. She was having 
a gorgeous time.

In a daze, Roger felt something 
scratching at his coat sleeve like a be
seeching kitten. He turned with a furi
ous start, and saw Primrose behind 
him. Just behind her waited the patient 
ring of watchful young men. “Having 
a good time?” Roger asked.

“Oh, a grand time! Only you haven’t 
danced with me.”

T KNOW,” he said, “But— ” He 
*■ glanced at the young men who eyed 
him narrowly.

“I ’ve been waiting such a long time 
for you to ask me,” she said, with an 
exaggerated sigh. She lifted her arms 
. . .  as they drifted across the floor he 
had the frightened knowledge that her 
cheek was resting against his coat, that 
he was holding her young body close.

“Why, that was lovely!” she cried. 
“More, more!" Primrose appealed to 
the orchestra leader. But he shook his 
head, grinning reluctantly, for it was 
almost midnight.

“Well, let’s go outside then,” she 
turned to Roger. Numbly he followed 
her through the open door.

They stood very still, listening in 
the white, silent, terrifying moonlight. 
All at once, very, very slowly, they 
turned to each other and between 
them passed that look of shyness and 
fear and longing. Suddenly, with a 
choking sound of defeat in his throat, 
Roger had taken Primrose into his 
arms and held the small black head 
against him while he murmured inco
herent endearments. He kissed her. 
Again and again he kissed her, hungri
ly, almost violently. “Primrose,” he 
faltered over and over, “I  want you so, 
I  want you so!”

And he found that she was crying, 
and he wiped some of the tears away 
with his handkerchief and kissed the 
rest of them away and then found her 
lips again.

They clung to each other for long 
moments while the moon tilted on the 
top of the pine tree and the music 
drifted to them vaguely.

“I  dreamed once,” she whispered, 
“that you were holding me like this and 
it seemed so good and comforting.”

“I  am glad I am doing it,” he said, 
“instead of you dreaming it.”

“Yes, it’s nicer. Do you remember 
that night when you were on the step- 
ladder and I came in?”

[Continued on page 81}
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“Of course! How could I  
forget it?”

“Well, the very first min
ute when I came in and 
looked at your eyes— I knew 
something! Something about you and 
me.”

“What did you know?”
“That our eyes liked each other. 

And do you remember when you kissed 
my slipper?”

“I  can remember just how it felt— 
all stiff and shiny and crinkled.”

“Well, I kissed it, too, when you 
weren’t looking.”

“Dearest child,” he said, “I have 
been trying to tell you something since 
the first moment I met you; but it is 
so hard to tell. Will you promise not to 
say anything at all, because I  love 
your dear voice so much—and if you 
say a word to me I will have to kiss 
you again. And I  don’t dare to kiss you 
any more. I can’t  bear it. The pain is 
too great. Do you understand, dear?”

She nodded, her eyes wide and ap
prehensive. “I don’t understand, but I 
promise.”

“Primrose,” he said almost harshly. 
“I have been too weak to tell you, but 
I  thought surely you had heard before 
now. Ellen Maitland and I  have been 
engaged for two years. I  am going to 
marry her in June. I do not love her. 
But I'm going to marry her because— 
oh, it would take too long to tell all 
the reasons why there isn’t any way 
out. There isn’t  any way out,” he said 
in utter weariness. He waited with his 
back turned to Primrose. I t seemed to 
him that he could not look at her 
wounded eyes.

After a long time he heard the light 
feet moving across the wet grass. To 
keep from following he took hold of 
the tree and bent his head into his 
arms.

PRIMROSE was young enough to be
lieve that all the world was conscious 

of her. She was sure that every fresh
man who glanced at her curiously was
thinking, “He told her------He told
her l”

Unluckily the first class on her 
schedule for the afternoon was Roger 
Van Home’s English I. She started out 
courageously with her notebook, but 
when she reached the hall she faltered. 
It was terrible to face him after last 
night. She stopped short at the class
room door, walking out on the campus 
again, not knowing where to go.

Then she thought of her father. He 
was a refuge.

He was sitting before his radio 
in the Early American suite of the Inn. 
“Oh, that’s you, is it?” he said rudely, 
but his eyes were glowing. At once she 
saw that he was tremendously moved 
by something, although he did his best 
to appear nonchalant.

“Oh, yes,” he muttered finally, as if 
he had just remembered. “Got a—a 
resolution I want to show you.” 

Across the top of Hixon College’s 
most formal parchment a seal and 
Latin motto were blazoned. Underneath 
was a resolution signed by the presi
dent, the trustees and the deans of 
Hixon College. Pompously it said:

R e s o l v e d ,  by the President, the . 
Trustees and the Board of Faculty 
Advisers of Hixon College in regular 
monthly session, that in recognition 
of distinguished and scholarly serv
ices rendered science, commerce and 
education by Alexander M. Muffet, it 
is unanimously recommended that 
the first honorary degree of Legum 
Baccalaureus ever granted by Hixon 
College be conferred upon him.

B e  I t  F u r t h e r m o r e  R e s o l v e d , 
that the conferring of this degree be 
proclaimed a half-holiday for the en
tire student and faculty body of Hix
on College, to be observed each year
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hereafter as Muffet Day. Signed, this 
twenty-sixth day of September, in 
the year of our Lord . . .

GE E !” exclaimed Primrose solemnly.
Then as she noted the added dig

nity and responsibility which her father 
had acquired, a teasing smile made her 
face boyishly humorous. “What a 
highbrow!” she cried.

She hugged him and thumped him 
on the shoulder. “Attaboy!”

But all the time her heart was heavy 
while she pretended the utmost de
light for her father’s sake. I t was hard 
when he proudly said:

“Was going to tell you—I ’m getting 
acquainted with the faculty now. Just 
yesterday I met that young man who 
answered my ad for a librarian, and 
what do you suppose? Well, he’s a 
professor here, and- I'd plumb forgot
ten where he hailed from. Van Horne, 
his name is, and I asked him up to 
listen to the radio some night. He said 
he’d come, maybe. Ever see him 
around the campus?”

“He teaches one of my classes,” said 
Primrose in a small, shamed voice.

“M’m,” said her father. He glanced 
up a bit sharply. “H ’m, you never told 
me about that.”

“Oh, didn’t I?” She tried to smile 
carelessly, but her smile fluttered,like 
a wounded bird.

“Of course,” said her father, “I 
don’t approve of anybody going around 
and hitting people like that. But I 
guess he just forgot himself, don’t 
you think? What’s the matter?” he 
demanded as Primrose suddenly rose. 
“Got to go?”

“I have another class in a minute,” 
she said, “And besides I  ought to go 
to the library and—” -

“Pity you can’t  stay a while,” he 
grumbled. “Never get to see you any 
more.” But in a second he was cheer
ful again. He called her back from the 
doorway. “Oh, Primrose, you might 
just as well look this up long as you're 
going to the library anyhow.” From his 
pocket he drew a piece of note paper 
on which was scrawled the motto of 
Hixon College— Nemo Solus Satis 
Sapit—“Got to know things like that,” 
he said confidentially, “if I ’m going to 
have a degree hooked on to my name.”

He was as proud as a boy with a 
new red top—Alexander Muffet, LL.B.

That night Primrose did not sleep 
for a long time. She stared up into the 
darkness and as she listened to Ellen’s 
regular, peaceful breathing she deter
mined that like Ellen she would walk 
calmly and steadily down the solemn 
aisle of years which lay before her. 
She would be strong. She would not 
mind the pain. She would bury herself 
in work and find forgetfulness.

The resolution held for two days 
and they were the very longest in

Primrose's life. She spent 
hours in the library and at
tacked algebra problems with 
tigerish concentration.

She might have been suc
cessful but for the fact that those 
classes under Roger Van Horne ap
peared on her schedule. She started 
that day with the best intentions, for 
she remembered that she had cut his 
last one, and only three cuts a semes
ter were allowed. But once more she 
was helpless when she reached the 
door. She knew she could not face 
him.

Then she turned to go and met him 
face to face in the corridor—he was 
hurrying belatedly to his class with an 
armful of books. He started so nerv
ously that he almost dropped the 
books.

“Hello,” he said jerkily.
“Hello,” said Primrose, keeping her 

gaze fixed on the door.
On the steps outside she felt that 

she could go no further. But you had 
to keep on, always and always. People 
everywhere looked at you.

In the haven of her room she hurled 
herself violently on the bed. “I t ’s no 
use trying!” she thought mournfully. 
The pain never stopped. Nothing could 
stop it. I t  would continue as long as 
she lived.

Ellen got up from her study table 
with a puzzled look, crossed the room 
and touched Primrose’s arm. “Can’t 
you tell me what’s wrong?”

Primrose lifted a tear-stained face. 
“I t isn’t anything,” she replied quick
ly. I ’m just bored. I want to wake 
this place up.”

SUDDENLY she ran to the tele
phone and asked for a number in 

the city. A few minutes later when 
Allison Blaine’s surprised and delight
ed voice came to her over the wire, 
Primrose laughed and said breathlessly: 

“Yes, bring them all out. The whole 
bunch. I ’m dying to see them. I ’m 
homesick for them! . . . And then we’ll 
go back to Sea Nook for dinner and 
a party—the grandest . . . What?” 

They came about five in the after
noon, earlier than Primrose had ex
pected. Four cars parked in front of 
Rebecca Holmes Hall and out strag
gled the most alien group of visitors 
Hixon College had ever received.

“What a funny place!” shrieked 
Dolly. “Did you ever see such a fun
ny place?” She went into peals of 
mirth.

The twins, Darty and Smarty, 
looked about with round puzzled eyes, 
for this was their nearest approach to 
education.

“I wonder,” mused Allison Blaine, 
as they all trooped up the stairs, “if 
we’ll see the young man who socked 
me in the jaw?”

When Primrose appeared at last, the 
merry visitors reached a crescendo of 
boisterous good spirits.

“Here she comes.”
“Lord, it’s good to see you!” Blaine 

said devoutly.
All of Primrose's apprehension van

ished like thin cold mist; she didn’t 
care what Hixon College thought. She 
felt warm and friendly for the first 
time since the dance. Here were her 
people—she was one of them.

The gay, chattering parade invaded 
Sea Nook. In a few minutes there 
was ash on the rugs, spilled ginger ale 
on the long-suffering divans. Dancing 
had begun.

And then like a blow it came to 
Primrose that this confused gaiety 
which she had trusted so frantically 
had no further power to help her pain.

She walked slowly to the serving 
table and picked up a sparkling glass. 
Carelessly Allison Blaine slowly saun
tered over from the other side of the 

[Continued on page 82]
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Baby Experts 
advise tkis . . .

Doctors, maternity centers, 
and other experts in baby 
care advise Lux for washing 
everything of baby’s, espe
cially diapers and woolens.

Lux is made by a special, 
costly process, of the purest 
materials known—has abso
lutely no harmful alkali—is 
so bland and gentle that 
many thousands of mothers 
bathe baby himself in the 
sparkling, delicate Lux suds.

Lux can never irritate a 
baby’s tender skin. Be sure 
—Lux everything of baby’s!
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W i n t e r
ISN ’T W HAT  

IT W AS
IT MAY be cold by  the calendar, bu t 
today we live in  warm houses and 
work in  well-heated offices and we 
ju s t don’t  need all the heavy, heat
ing, fa tty  foods we used to  eat. Why 
not p u t crispness and variety  into 
winter menus by  serving a  ready-to- 
eat cereal each morning?

Kellogg’s Rice Krispies are just 
the treat. So crisp they actually 
crackle in milk or cream. Delicious 
with fruits or honey. Rice Krispies 
will help you balance the children’s 
school-day breakfasts. So easy to 
digest. So good with milk or cream. 
Order a  red-and-green package from 
your grocer. Made by Kellogg in 
Battle Creek.

C orn  F la k e s ,  R ic e  K r i s p i e s ,  ALL
BRAN, P ep Bran F lakes, K ellogg’s  
S h r e d d e d  W h o le  W h e a t  B i s c u i t ,  
W hole W hea t K rum bles, K affee  H ag  

— the caffeine-free coffee.

room. For a long time he 
stood beside her without 
speaking.

“Let’s go outdoors,” he 
suggested at last.

They strolled out to the black hedge 
and both of them looked silently at 
the moon. Blaine put his arm about 
her. “You’re in love,” he said tersely. 

Primrose drew away.
“Why don’t you come out to the 

college and see me?” she asked. “You 
said you would.”

“When do you want me?”
“Next Saturday, maybe? Can’t we 

take a drive?”
“Next Saturday,” he agreed.
He was a man who knew the wis

dom of silence and without further 
word he took her arm and started 
back to the house. With the same 
quick tact he saw that Primrose was 
weary of the party and soon he was 
suggesting that they all drive to Great 
Neck to meet some friends of his. In 
a minute they were shouting goodbye 
to Primrose.

The house seemed big and lonesome. 
After one look at the disorder of the 
drawing-room Primrose fled upstairs, 
and then she suddenly remembered. 
Tomorrow was Muffet Day! Tomor
row was the proudest occasion of her 
father’s life!

At seven-thirty in the morning she 
parked in front of the Hixon Inn. 
Filled with repentance she dashed up 
to her father’s room and burst in like 
a young tornado. Then she leaped 
back in astonishment.

“Why, Dad! What on earth— ?” 
“The robes of my degree,” Mr. 

Muffet said loftily. “I ’m trying to get 
used to ’em. Feels a little bit funny to 
be wearing such.”

“Looks like a nighty in mourning,” 
said Primrose feelingly, eyeing the 
hood and trailing skirts. “Gee!” 

Primrose walked around him in 
eager circles surveying him as if he 
were a modiste’s model. “I  think you 
look wonderful,” she said, “only your 
skirts are longer than they’re wearing 
’em now.”

Mr. Muffet pulled his mustache in 
confusion. Then in repentance Prim
rose sat down and talked solemnly 
with him a long time about his ad
dress. When she put on her coat he 
was trembling with nervousness, for 
the great occasion was only a few hours 
away.

Primrose went happily to her room 
and found Ellen busy at the study 
table, wearing her oldest dress.

“You’re going to the chapel this 
morning, aren’t you?” asked Primrose. 

Ellen smiled. “I ’m afraid not.”
“But it’s a holiday.”
“I  know, but I ’m very busy.”

TO HER roommate's unspoken dis
gust Primrose took an hour and a 

half to dress. She could not forget that 
Roger would see her again for the first 
time since their last frightened meeting.

When at last she arrived, the chapel 
was crowded. Primrose walked alone 
down the long aisle with all Hixon 
College staring at her. When at last 
she dared look up and let her glance 
wander through the audience she saw 
that Roger was sitting uncomfortably 
in the middle of a row occupied by the 
entire faculty group.

A study bell rang importantly and a 
hush descended. President Cathcart, 
gaudy in the habiliments of his degree, 
strode out upon the platform.

For a moment Primrose forgot 
Roger. She leaned forward clasping 
and unclasping her little brown hands 
nervously, waiting for the appear
ance of her father.

“ . . . and therefore,” President 
Cathcart said impressively, his tone 
dropping as if he were nearing some 
important conclusion, “Hixon College

E A R L Y  TO  BED
[Continued from page 81]

has seen fit to recognize these salutary 
services to education, to science and 
to commerce in a manner which seems 
only proper and befitting.” He called 
out sonorously—“Alexander Muffet.” 

Looking like a frightened rabbit, 
Mr. Muffet darted in from the side. 
Dr. Cathcart said with an air of re
lieved informality, “Now I  shall ask 
Mr. Muffet to address us.”

Primrose’s heart thumped so terrifi
cally that her breath came in quick 
gasps. I t  seemed ages while her father 
stood there fumbling for the manu
script in his pocket. Now he had it! He 
was reading from it, first in a voice 
that could scarcely be heard, but 
rapidly growing more confident, even 
bold. “Oh, it sounds wonderful!”

Primrose choked in a whisper that 
was almost a sob, “I t ’s—it’s a knock
out!”

Since the beginning of her father’s 
address, Primrose had been so intent 
that she had not given one thought to 
Roger. Now her eyes searched every
where through the crowd for him. He 
was not among the instructors on the 
platform. He was nowhere to be seen.

Roger visited relatives Sunday. Early 
Monday he came back, evaded 
Mrs. Butteridge’s queries and plunged 
into belated preparations for his class 
that afternoon. Although his dread of 
meeting Primrose had even increased, 
he hoped that she would attend the 
class.

Twice in succession now she had 
been absent and the rules of Hixon 
College plainly called for the dropping 
of any student whb had three inex
cusable cuts during a semester.

When the bell rang for his class, one 
seat was empty again. Roger waited 
as long as he could before calling the 
roll; but he was forced to mark a 
third absence after Primrose’s name.

That evening he tried to read, but 
the problem of Primrose stared him 
gloomily in the face. As a conscien
tious instructor he was in duty bound 
to write out a report immediately 
dropping her from the class. And since 
English I  was a “required,” she would 
automatically be dropped from college.

Impetuously he sat down at the 
table and scribbled three brief, savage 
sentences on yellow scratch paper:

Primrose, don’t be an idiot! Come
to the next class. Be sure now.

R. V. H.

THE next day he had no classes so 
he stayed in bed until noon and cor

rected themes. He did not feel well. 
He had a fever and coughed contin
ually; as a result his students suffered 
the lowest marks he had ever given. At 
the bottom of the stack of papers he 
found the last theme Primrose had 
handed in, a flippant contribution

which struck him with so 
much enthusiasm, after the 
inept efforts of the others, 
that he marked it A. Her ab
sence had prevented him from 

returning it. Pen in hand, he stared at 
the round, schoolgirl script and before 
he knew it he was scribbling un
guarded words in one comer . . .  the 
pen seemed to do it of its own ac
cord. In disgusted amazement he tore 
the theme up and threw it in the 
wastebasket. He would somehow ex
plain when she came to the next class.

BUT Primrose was absent a fourth 
time. And Roger was too sick to be 

distracted by her failure to appear; he 
called the roll immediately after the 
bell rang and went on with his lecture. 
After class he remained wearily at 
his desk and wrote out a conventional 
report stating briefly that Primrose 
Muffet had been dropped from Eng
lish I and sent it in to the office.

“She made me do it,” he kept re
peating on the way to his room. “She 
made me do it.”

He went to bed with a fever.
He would have stayed in bed but 

for the fact that the following morn
ing was pay day. As he was walking out 
of the treasurer’s office with the cov
eted slip of paper, he was handed a 
sealed envelope by the President’s 
messenger. Roger tore it open hastily 
and read the form memorandum:

Mr. Van Home: Please call at 
my office this morning in regard to 
faculty business. Confidential.

And below was Dr. Cathcart’s signa
ture.

Feeling too sick and miserable to 
be curious, Roger was ushered into 
the inner office where the most sacred 
affairs of Hixon College were trans
acted. Miss Coffey was there as well 
as President Cathcart.

“Mr. Van Horne,” the President be
gan briskly; “Miss Coffey and I have 
given careful thought to this matter 
and have decided that the circum
stances recommend leniency.” In ex
planation he pushed across the desk a 
slip of paper. I t was Roger's report 
dropping Primrose from the class. “We 
would suggest,” continued Dr. Cath
cart, looking vaguely at the ceiling, 
“that—ah—that under these circum
stances which I  have explained, this 
report be withdrawn.”

“But,” said Roger, trying to get a 
grip on his thoughts, “I  only followed 
the rules.”

“Yes, yes,” Dr. Cathcart said a bit 
impatiently. “Yes, we are aware of 
that, Mr. Van Home, and we are not 
criticizing you. But as I have said, 
there are occasionally exceptions which 
must be dealt with—ah—individually.” 

Miss Coffey nodded.
Only a few days ago Roger had 

broken the rules in an attempt to save 
Primrose from being dropped. Now 
with the heads of the college request
ing him to bring about the same re
sult, he felt a slow, rebellious indigna
tion rising within him. His growing 
anger included even Primrose.

“No, sir,” he said, shaping each word 
deliberately; “I  can’t make this an 
exception. I couldn’t  go on teaching 
my class if I did.”

President Cathcart coughed, looking 
startled. He had hoped there would be 
no scene like this.

“Now, Mr. Van Horne,” he said 
with heavy, kindly patience, “let me go 
all over this again. I  fear that you 
misinterpret what Miss Coffey and I 
have been endeavoring to explain.” 

Roger stood up, his face crimson. “I 
won’t withdraw that report! There’s 
no use talking about it.” He glared at 
the President in youthful rebellion. 

[Continued on page 83]
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Miss Coffey started nerv
ously. President C a t h c a r t  
sighed. “You must know,
Mr. Van Horne,” he said,
“that one of the require
ments of this college, one of the es
sentials that the trustees demand of us 
is—absolute harmony and cooperation 
within the faculty?”

“Oh, I'll resign,” said Roger hotly. 
“I ’m resigning now! Right nowl"

He wheeled and walked out of the 
office, leaving a vast silence behind.

I t was another day before Hixon 
College heard the news. And then 
heads nodded and tongues wagged.

For two days Primrose had been 
working feverishly in the botany lab
oratory; but as she was coming up
stairs to her room one afternoon she 
heard Roger’s name whispered by a 
group of freshmen.

She met Miss Coffey alone at the 
landing. “Miss Coffey,” Primrose asked 
impulsively, “Is Mr. Van Horne—in 
his office?”

By this time Miss Coffey had re
gained her famous smile. “Mr. Van 
Horne has resigned,” she said sweetly.

“Oh,” said Primrose.
“Because,” said Miss Coffey with 

determined frankness, “he dropped 
you from English I for continued cut
ting of the class and—”

But Primrose did not wait to hear 
the conclusion. Dazed, she took a few 
steps across the hall toward the door 
of her room and ran downstairs. She 
could not think. She only knew that 
she must find Roger and go to the 
President in explanation.

I t was not far to Roger’s rooming 
house, but the distance seemed meas
ured in miles. Primrose leaped up the 
steps and rang the bell furiously sever
al times. Mrs. Buttcridge came to the 
door.

“I  want to speak to Mr. Van—”

PRIMROSE stopped as Mrs. Butter- 
idge gloomily shook her head.

“Mr. Van Horne has gone. Yes, he's 
gone. He had his trunk taken this af
ternoon. I'm sure I don’t know where 
you could find him—”

“I t  wasn’t m y fault he went off like 
that,” insisted Mrs. Buttcridge and her 
sharp voice was kindly and solicitous 
as she looked at Primrose’s desolate 
face. “I told him he could stay here 
even though he couldn’t pay any more 
rent—him so sick and all and with that 
dreadful cough!’’

“Cough?” echoed Primrose. 
“Cough,” repeated Mrs. Butteridge. 

“I  don’t like to say it, but as I  was 
telling Mr. Butteridge only the other 
night, I shouldn't wonder if Professor 
Van Home isn’t going into—you know. 
These big strapping fellows with large 
chests are always more liable to lung 
trouble.” She was whispering now, 
twisting her apron fitfully with dry 
hands. “I ’m awfully worried about the 
poor young man. He was a nice young 
fellow and engaged to my niece, Ellen 
Maitland, you know.”

“Yes. I know,” said Primrose.
“And he kept his room so nice and 

neat—he didn’t fling his things about 
the way most men do. He put up a 
nice little shelf to keep his groceries 
and his gas-plate on; and sometimes 
I don’t believe he had enough to 
eat—only a few sausages and a piece 
of bread for his supper, time and 
again!”

“Oh,” said Primrose with a little 
moan, “how perfectly terrible! I can’t 
bear to think of him starving.”

Mrs. Butteridge felt important and 
friendly. She couldn’t help liking Prim
rose in spite of the rouge and lip-stick. 
“You ought to see how nice he left his 
room. Just as clean as the day he came 
in.”

“Could I?” asked Primrose timidly. 
She felt as if Roger had died.

E A R L Y  TO BED
[Continued from page 82]

“You could,” nodded Mrs. Butter
idge eagerly. She led the way into the 
hall and up the steep narrow stairs.

The small room seemed lonely and 
piteous. There was his low, lumpy 
couch, his desk and armchair with a 
flat leather cushion on it. There was 
his poor shelf and the faded cretonne 
curtain which concealed his groceries.

In the wastebasket Primrose saw a 
piece of theme paper torn into four 
pieces with her own round writing upon 
it. She picked it up, looking shy apol
ogy at Mrs. Butteridge. “You don’t 
mind, do you? I  thought it might be 
something that told where he has 
gone.”

“No, keep it if you want to,” said 
Mrs. Butteridge, wiping her faded eyes.

Fitting the torn scraps of paper to
gether Primrose saw that it was a 
theme she had handed in the day be
fore the dance. With a puzzled look she

folded the pieces carefully together and 
opened her vanity bag to slip them in 
—and then she saw a blotted scribble 
in his tall harsh writing across one 
comer: Dearest child, I  want you so, 
1 want you so—

She closed her bag on the torn frag
ments and turned to Mrs. Butteridge. 
“If you hear anything from him you’ll 
let me know, won’t you?”

“His rent is all paid up,” said Mrs. 
Butteridge; “so I don’t  expect he’ll 
write to me. But of course Ellen will 
know. I ’ll ask Ellen when I  see her.”

Feeling frightened Primrose slowly 
climbed the stairs to the dormitory. 
Nervously, she went into her room.

In her sheer white embroidered slip 
Ellen was sitting on the bed tacking a 
clean crisp collar and cuff set into her 
blue serge dress. She was humming 
idly to herself.

Primrose sat down heavily in the 
squeaky wicker chair. She was aghast 
that Ellen could be humming. “You 
know Roger is gone,” she said at last 
in a weak voice. “You know that, don’t 
you, Ellen?”

“Why, of course,” said Ellen, looking 
up with a surprised glance.

“And you know he left because he 
flunked me for cutting his class and 
they didn’t want me to be dropped and 
he had to resign?”

“Certainly I know it. I should say I 
did know it. We quarreled one whole 
evening about the silly matter. Of 
course they wouldn’t want you drop
ped—” her lips were scornful—“when 
your father has just endowed the col
lege.”

Primrose ignored the deliberate gibe 
and said impetuously, “I  should think 
you’d be good and ashamed of your
self, Ellen Maitland, for ever quarrel
ing with anybody like—like Roger. I 
know you’re engaged to him and all 
that, but I  don’t see how anybody 
could be cross to him, even if they 
were married to him!”

Ellen looked amused. “I  think Roger 
and I  understand each other, my dear.”

Primrose lit a fresh cigarette, but 
said nothing.

“I  almost believe,” Ellen 
went on, “that you love him 
yourself. Ever since the 
night of the dance, Primrose, 
when you asked him to dance 

with you and then dragged him out
side to look at the moon—”

Primrose stared at her with wide 
dark eyes. “I  do love him,” she said, 
with irrepressible honesty. “But it 
doesn’t matter.”

“Of course it doesn’t m atter!” said 
Ellen irritably. “How could it?”

A silence fell. They stared at each 
other and then looked away again.

“Well, he’s gone now,” said Prim
rose. She picked at a fold of her dress 
with a restless brown hand. “And I ’m 
worried, and I  want to know where 
he’s gone.”

“What good will that do you! Do 
you have to write to him? Can’t you 
let him alone a minute?”

Primrose was all at once filled with 
reckless determination. She bounded 
out of the chair and went close to 
Ellen’s side. “I ’ll tell you why I  want 
to know. Because he’s sick and hasn’t 
any money or any job. And I want you 
to go and find him. Or I ’ll go with you 
—I ’ll drive you anywhere.”

Ellen gazed at her in amazement. 
“Of all the crazy ideas I—ever— 
heard!” she gasped. “Maybe you’re 
used to chasing men around the coun
try, but I ’m not. He’s a man, isn’t he?” 

Suddenly Ellen put her hands over 
her face and walked to the other end 
of the room. “I  don’t understand you,” 
she said in a muffled voice. “I  can’t 
understand you. You act as if you 
thought you had some right to do these 
things for Roger. And you haven’t.” 

“No, I haven’t,” said Primrose. She 
went over to Ellen and touched her 
shoulder timidly. “And that’s why I 
want you to go along. Because you 
have—you’re going to marry him.”

ELLEN shrugged away from the 
timid touch. “I  don’t know whether 

I  am or not. He’s been so different 
since you came, Primrose.”

“Oh, I ’m sorry!” cried Primrose. 
“Can’t you believe I ’m sorry? And— 
and all I  want now is to—to be sure 
he’s not going to die.”

“Die!” Ellen laughed almost hys
terically. “He’ll probably live and 
make us both very unhappy yet. Lis
ten.” she said; “I ’ll tell you where he 
is. Why shouldn’t I?  And if you want 
to go to him it’s none of my business.” 

“I  don’t want to go to him,” said 
Primrose, watching Ellen write down 
the address on a slip of paper. “I  want 
you to go.”

“Why should I? I think it would 
look ridiculous and unladylike.”

“How can you care how anything 
looks, just now?”

“Primrose, as I  said before I  don’t 
understand you. I'm  not going to be 
hypocritical about it. I  can’t bear you 
when you try to throw yourself at a 
man’s head this way. I am going to 
talk honestly to you and then you can 
go and chase Roger down. If  he cares 
more for you than he does for me— 
all right. I ’ll go on to China in June by 
myself. I ’ve always wanted to. And 
now he says he doesn’t  want to go.” 

Looking at Ellen’s beautiful face, at 
her strong shoulders and serene mouth. 
Primrose’s hope flagged. “Neverthe
less,” she said with gentle arrogance 
as she put on her hat and coat, “I ’m 
going to start now for New York. 
Goodbye.” She laughed shakily. “And 
remember, Ellen, findings is keepings/” 

Half out of the door she heard 
Ellen’s voice again: “Wait just a min
ute!” Turning back she saw Ellen at 
the desk sealing a white envelope. With 
a smile of a friendly enemy Ellen said, 
“If Roger speaks one word of love to 
you will you please give him this?”
['Concluded in F e b r u a r y  M c C a l l ’s ]

ŜIF’ICDM
(CSMUAS

one year 
ME CALL

subscriptions

What a Delightful 
Gift to Receive! 

And So Easy To Give
CAN you think of any gift—for 

so little money—that would 
give a friend so much real pleasure 
and satisfaction as a subscription to 
McCall’s Magazine? Just think of 
the pleasure you yourself get—month 
in, month out, from reading Mc
Call’s and what an interesting and 
delightful publication it is to have 
on your living-room table. And then 
consider:

You can have your own subscrip
tion renewed or extended—and send 
a year’s subscription as a Christmas 
gift to a friend—for only 50c more 
than what your own subscription 
costs. Or you can send both as gifts 
—or as many as you want—at a 
cost of only 75c each.

Beautiful Gift C ard  Free
You will be proud of this attractive 

Christmas card painted by a well- 
known artist and printed in full colors 
on heavy deckle-edged paper. Size 8_ x 
5%  inches. With every Gift subscrip
tion, one card goes to you to sign and 
mail to your friend.

O f f e r  G o o d  U n t i l  D e c .  3 1 s t

M cCALL’S MAGAZINE, D ay ton , O hio
I  accept your offer and enclose...............
for my own and................. gift subscrip
tions. Send me the cards as offered.

□ 1 Yr. 

'□  2 Yrs.

□  New 

a  Ren.

Local 
Address 
Town & 
State . .

n 1  Yr. 

O 2 Yre. 

□ New

□ Ren.

n«"l*6o!0ix2tf>rei(tn postage



84 M cC A L L ’S M A G A Z IN E  J A N U A R Y  1930

TEOkE 
y o u l  PAkTY

BEAUTIFY YOU IT HANDS
w ith  t h is "Invisible 

G love"

Just before 
you greet the first
arrivals, dash on a few drops of 
Chamberlain's Hand Lotion. It will 
only take a moment, for it does not 
require the usual bothersome mas
saging. A clear, sparkling liquid, it 
penetrates quickly, dries almost in
stantly, is not the least bit sticky. And, 
as you smooth it in, feel it soothe and 
refresh, you'll know that here's a real 
hand lotion. It is the modern lotion 
for modern women, and you'll like it 
when you try it. Because it protects 
the pores like "an invisible glove," 
Chamberlain’s is unusually effective 
in protecting and revealing the beauty 
of your hands. Ask for it at your fa
vorite toilet goods counter. Two sizes, 
fifty cents and a dollar. Or, send us 
the coupon and get our ten cent purse 
size FREE. Chamberlain Laboratories, 
2013 Sixth Ave., Des Moines, Iowa.

dfiamherlairis
H AN D  LOTION
VJhe Invisible (jlovel

CHAM BERLAIN  LABORATORIES 
2013 Sixth Avenue, Des Moines, Iowa 

Please send your ten cent purse size free.

T H E  G R E A T  G A M E
[Continued from page 15]

My dear Dunlithy: Here is 
the Hilton dope. Quick work; 
but that’s due to the fact that 
we had already been engaged to 
keep track of that young man 
by an old-timer by name of Gilbraith.

Arthur Hilton is about twenty-five, of 
good antecedents. Steady and industrious 
until the war got hold of him. On his 
return to America he fell in with race
track sports and bootleggers. An orphan; 
always has money, but no visible means 
of support; drinks, but carries it well; 
likes the girls; plays all games skillfully, 
and is a remarkable pistol shot. On the 
night you speak of—the twelfth—he 
went home at 10:30. Tell me what the 
game is, wanting one of my boys as a 
chauffeur. And you might send me a 
couple of passes to your new show.

As ever,
Picton.

Hilton’s alibi being established, who, 
then, had shot into his wind shield. One 
of his pack, probably. So Gilbraith 
was already keeping tab on Hilton? 
Dunlithy decided that he must have 
a look at Hilton.

Of course they would try the old 
stuff—kidnapping. It was the one 
hope they had, to suppress him for 
twenty-four hours. He would have 
no redress, nor would Elsie. It would 
not be conspiracy in law to kidnap 
John Dunlithy. Probably there would 
be a note from Elsie, declaring that 
she was hurt and wanted him. Old 
as the hills, but new enough if one 
were not prepared against it. He 
would give Elsie a code, some word 
which would instantly warn him of 
the truth.

AS HE came out of the theater that 
• evening his chauffeur-detective 

greeted him abruptly. “Say, your 
man turned up an’ asked if I was to 
hire.”

“Hilton? Anyone with him?” 
“Coupla janes. He was in soup- 

an’-fish, an’ all to th’ fine.”
“Can you describe him?”
“Surest thing. Medium high, 

weighs about a hundred an’ fifty; 
square jaw with a heavy blue beard; 
shaved; a good beak, with a scar 
across th ’ bridge; blue eyes, a bit 
flinty, an’ they don’t shift none, 
either; looks like a swell. Can you 
remember all that?”

“That scar will do.”
“You needn’t worry about its be

ing real; he got it in th’ Argonne.” 
“All right. But look here, always 

wear your cap over your ear, as you’re 
wearing it now. I t will be a sign that 
everything is all right.”

“Leave it t ’ me,” replied the sleuth. 
“Nobody’s goin’ t ’ bump me off this 
seat.”

Early the next morning Elsie was 
awakened by the telephone buzzer.

“Elsie, come in and have lunch with 
me at twelve-thirty, won’t you?”

“. . . . I ’ll be there to the dot.” Just 
as Elsie was hanging up the instru
ment, she heard a click which she 
knew did not come from New York. 
Someone was listening in.

She had made it a rule never to dis
turb Gilbraith in the morning hours; 
but this morning mischief ruled her. 
She entered the study without the for
mality of announcing her intentions. 
Gilbraith was surprised, and showed it. 

“Anything the matter, Miss Elsie?” 
“No. I am going into town to lunch 

with the Captain, and I thought you 
might like me to bring some books.” 

“Will you? I ’m eager to get inside 
a bookshop, but the journey to New 
York and back fatigues me. Here’s a 
list I was going to send for.”

“What do you think of the Cap
tain?” Elsie asked suddenly.

Gilbraith wrinkled his brow. “An 
admirable young man, I should say.

But remember, there’s a queer business 
afoot; so be back to dinner. I t is per
fectly logical that Hilton should try.”

ELSIE went out to the garage, mus
ing. Who was Hilton, that her 

father should draw up such a will? A 
will that made it imperative for her to 
marry on such a day, before such an 
hour; a will that gave rise to sinister 
suspicions; a will that had all the at
tributes of an unbalanced mind, and 
yet could not be broken in court.

Promptly at 12:30 Elsie drew up at 
the entrance of the restaurant and 
Dunlithy met her at the curb.

“I wish I dared kiss you,” he said. 
“Fun, being in love, isn’t it?”
“You bet. Come on. Got lots of 

questions to ask you; lots of things
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I want to do. But you mustn't ask me 
any questions. I promise, however, to 
answer everything the night we are 
married.” Toward the end of the lunch 
he asked suddenly: “Can you get a 
photograph of Gilbraith?”

“I  took a snap shot of him this sum
mer in the garden. He’d fallen asleep.” 

“Mail it to me at the theater. Now, 
I want some of your father’s letters 
—long hand, with his autograph.” 

“There’s a bundle in the attic.” 
“And something by Gilbraith in long 

hand.”
“Will this do?” Elsie produced the 

list of books.
“Here’s luck! Humph — detective 

stories, hmm?”
“He’s very fond of them—to go to 

bed with. But he says that criminals 
in books are usually plain fools.”

“He said that? Well, now we’ll go 
downtown and get the marriage li
cense. Have you a parson in mind?” 

“Why, yes; Mr. Shepheard of the 
village church. He comes over often 
for a game of chess with Mr. Gilbraith.” 

“Take the license over and leave it 
with him. Then, if he should lose it, 
the fact will not interfere with the 
ceremony.”

“You don’t suspect Mr. Gilbraith? 
He speaks very highly of you.”

“Just a moment—Glance into the 
wall mirror, obliquely over my shoul
der: the good-looking young chap with 
the green necktie.”

“Yes. What about him?” 
“There is a scar across his 

nose.”
“Yes. Who is it?”
“I ’m not dead certain, but 

I rather believe that we have with us 
Mr. Arthur Hilton.”

“Let’s get married today, Dunny! 
You’re more to me than all the money 
in the world.”

“Lose your rights without a scrap? 
No, ma’am.”

He got permission—easily enough— 
to visit the daily’s morgue. A “morgue” 
in this case, is a room filled with long 
tin boxes, alphabetically arranged and 
filled with clippings and photographs, 
a complete history of Who’s Who 
among the great and the near-great 
and the underworld.

Luck was with him. He found a 
manila envelope marked: “Crowell. 
Queer will. Hold till October 24, 
1922.” Someone beside himself had 

noted the discrepancy between Crow
ell’s orderly life and the crazy will.

Crowell’s obituary was full of in
terest. A financial gambler of the 
first order, making and losing for
tunes, down often but never beaten; 
latterly something of a recluse. How
ever there was no mention of Gil
braith, secretary and right-hand man; 
he was totally minus in both will and 
story. To Dunlithy the will grew 
still more in strangeness. Trustee and 
guardian without bond, and yet Gil
braith was not mentioned in the will.

Dunlithy took out the list of books 
Elsie had given him, and studied Gil- 
braith’s pinched, trembling handwrit
ing. No forger’s hand, this. But if 
there had been a forgery, it would 
be seven years old; and even seven 
years ago old Smelfungus’ hand 
might have been steady and cunning.

Heading the list was this title: 
The Perfect Crime. Dunlithy smiled. 
Didn’t the old codger know there 
never had been such a thing?

Dunlithy now worked fast. De
laney, the handwriting expert, had 
secured a photograph of the will. 
Picton’s men, each armed with an 
enlarged copy of Gilbraith’s photo
graph, were combing New York, 
Philadelphia and Boston. Two of the 
alienists had been located and had 
reiterated that Crowell had been 
sane on the day the will had been 

signed. But of Hilton’s and Gilbraith’s 
antecedents there was not the slight
est clue. No doubt Gilbraith knew 
where Hilton had been born; but to 
ask the old codger would be nothing 
less than ringing the alarm in his ears.

OF WHAT was Gilbraith guilty?
Supposedly, of substituting a will 

of his own for the genuine. Gilbraith 
was known as a man who never made 
any mistakes. He had made two. He 
had looked venomously at the fiance of 
his ward and he had permitted her to 
snap a likeness while he slept.

“Say, Mr. Dunlithy,” began the de
tective-chauffeur, as Dunlithy started 
to climb into the sedan that night, 
“somebody is keepin’ this ’bus lamped.” 

“Hilton?”
“No. Strangers. They hang around 

until I  step on th’ gas.”
“I  rather expected that. Are you 

armed?”
“Sure,” said the detective, exhibit

ing a murderous weapon.
“That ought to take care of us.” 
“I ’ll say so! You carry a gun, too?” 
“Sure, regulation automatic. Though 

I ’m not much of a shot.”
Precisely as Dunlithy had predicted 

to her, Elsie was beginning to observe 
Gilbraith from new angles. She studied 
him in the library, in the dining-room, 
at the kennels. An odd, old man; she 
had to admit that.

[Continued on page 55]
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T H E  G R E A T  G A M E
[Continued from page 84]

She decided to ask Gilbraith if by 
chance he had seen her father’s letters 
anywhere. Indeed, the question might 
serve as a test.

As she entered the library she said, 
“By the way, I ’m in a quandary.”

“What about?”
“A bit of sentimentalism. Something 

took me to the garret the other night. 
I wanted to run over some old letters 
of my father’s. Until lately I  never 
gave much attention to Father’s will. 
I thought there might be something 
in his early letters to Mother to throw 
light upon what originated the idea.”

“I t  is a queer will; no getting 
around that. I  shall never forgive that 
young man of yours if he fails you. 
Let me think. Where did I see a 
packet of letters in your father’s 
hand? They were tied with ribbon.”

He rummaged about in several 
drawers, and at 
length gave a lit
tle cry of exulta
tion. He held aloft 
a packet of letters.

Elsie laughed.
P o o r  Dunny, 

trying to make a 
villian out of such 
a kind old man!

Elsie went to 
her room and be
gan reading her 
father’s le t te r s .
Twenty-two in ali, 
and not the slightest hint of another 
woman or of Hilton was to be found 
in any of them; friendly letters of a 
good man to his wife. There was ut
terly nothing in the letters to indicate 
that the writer would one day leave a 
will both grotesque and tragic in its 
drastic commands. Dunny was right in 
one promise, the will and her father 
certainly did not match up.

As she sat musing, Dunlithy was in 
the thick of the excitement.

His caller was Delany, the hand
writing specialist.

“Sit down and have a cigar,” cried 
Dunlithy. “What’s the dope?”

“Frankly, Dunny,” began the ex
pert, “I  don’t know what to say. I 
took two of the best men in the game 
with me. That signature looks all 
right; it also looks like forgery. We 
don’t feel that we could swear either 
way in court.”

“I  know it’s a forgery!” said Dun
lithy, vehemently.

“I ’m sorry,” said Delany; “but I ’m 
afraid the will will stand all kihds of 
court examination. The alienists’ stuff 
puts a high wall around the document. 
Crowell was perfectly sane when he 
put his signature to that will.

“Another point. The watermark is 
all right, 1914, a year before Crowell’s 
death. If  the will is a forgery, it was 
worked out with infinite care. The 
man who tries to imitate a signature 
only, generally gets caught. The rogue 
who gets away with it sets himself out 
to write like his victim, and that 
rogue is rarely if ever caught. I ’ll 
wager your man uses the typewriter 
these days, and that the list of books 
is probably his first slip.”

DUNLITHY was absolutely assured 
of Gilbraith’s guilt. But by what

ever means Gilbraith had used to build 
his fortune, nothing could be done 
legally so long as the will was recog
nized by the court as the last will and 
testament of Francis Crowell. If  Pic- 
ton should find that the old fellow had 
made fraudulent use of the Crowell 
securities, he could be made to dis
gorge, with the possibility of a prison 
term. In that event the will would

have a chance of being aired in court. 
Dunlithy’s spirits rose again.

A new possibility suddenly presented 
itself. Supposing they kidnapped Shep- 
heard, the minister who was to marry 
them? Failing to trap John Dunlithy, 
what if they put the parson where he 
couldn’t be found until too late? He 
must warn Elsie. He phoned her.

The warning caused her to laugh. 
“What!—Kidnap Dr. Shepheard?” 

“Elsie, don’t  fail to do as I  ask.” 
“All right.”
“Now I ’m going to tell you some

thing. Gilbraith sent his trunk away, 
late last night, by motor boat.”

Elsie was conscious of a distinct 
shock. “I heard the motor boat, 
Dunny; and it puzzled me that the 
dogs did not bark. But it seems so 
utterly impossible! I just can’t believe 
that Gilbraith is what you believe him 

to be. But if his 
trunk is gone . . .” 

“Probably with 
all the proofs in 
it. But don’t let 
h i m suspect. I 
don’t want him to 
run away.”

“I  love you, 
Dunny, darling.” 

“Mv, my! What 
central think?” 

Dunlithy sum
moned the *Picton 
man who acted as 

his chauffeur. “George,” his name was.
“From now on you are to become 

my constant companion,” instructed 
Dunlithy. “You will' live here. When I 
start for the theater, you will go with 
me. At the theater you must not per
mit me to get out of your sight. At 
night, however, you will follow the 
usual play, waiting for me at the en
trance. You will sleep here, of course.”

THE detective had wandered over to 
a window and was looking out. 

“Say, Mr. Dunlithy, come here.” 
Dunlithy dropped his pencil and ap

proached. “What is it?”
“Ever see that guy down there?” 
“Yes. He’s been patrolling that bit 

of sidewalk ever since the game began. 
I  caught him following me the first 
morning.”

“Uh-huh. That’s Coulahan, a stick- 
up man, smooth as they make ’em.” 

“I ’ll find out his record by calling 
up the Tombs.”

I t  was a dull day for Dunlithy, 
lightened only by Elsie’s voice over 
the wire. She had warned Shepheard 
but to do so convincingly she had had 
to give him the silent facts. After 
luncheon, as he returned to the study, 
the telephone tinkled a call.

The call was from the Tombs, and 
announced the fact that Coulahan had 
robbed the safe in the law office of 
Ward, Sneed & Hurd. Crowell’s one 
time attorneys! The truth flashed into 
Dunlithy’s mind. In some fashion Gil
braith had kept track of Coulahan and 
was now using him profitably. Nearer 
and nearer drew the ends of the circle.

I t had been a puzzle to figure out 
how Gilbraith had made connections 
with the underworld, and here was the 
answer. Away back in those days he 
had planned for this! He had entered 
the law office for the sole purpose 
of making himself indispensible to 
Crowell. A great game!

But all this seemed to press Hilton 
into the background. Where in thun
der had he seen that chap before?

At four o’clock, in the afternoon of 
the twenty-third day of October, a 
wiry little man, with a manner which 

[Continued on page 86]
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y'OU never pa t it on—you drink 
it. This saline combination 
that keeps its users looking young.

What strange new beauty is this, that 
owes its glory not to scents or powder 
puffs, to unguents and creams — but to 
you, yourself?

It is health, Madame, good health, 
that keeps your complexion clear, your 
eyes bright, your step buoyant. It is true 
beauty that proceeds from within and 
you achieve it by the approved saline 
m ethod—with Sal Hepatica.

N ot for a moment does Sal Hepatica 
trespass on your creams and care, rather 
it is their most potent helper. For, by 
banishing constipation, this famous 
saline laxative sweeps away the poisons 
that mar the skin with blemishes and the 
acids that cause dullness to creep into 
your cheek.

European women o f  fashion and 
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to beauty. At the season’s end, they re
pair to the famous springs and spas. 
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waters,they restore themselves to exuber
ant health and sparkling beauty.
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the saline methods o f  internal cleanliness 
— either by means o f  Europe’s spring 
waters or their American equivalent, Sal 
Hepatica. Salines, because they get at 
the source, are good for headaches, colds, 
rheumatism, auto-intoxication, etc.

S a l Hepatica, taken before breakfast, is 
prompt in its action. Rarely indeed does 
it fail to work within half an hour. Get 
a bottle today. Keep internally clean for 
one whole week. See how this treatment 
can improve your complexion and re
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Send coupon for free booklet "To 
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tells in detail how to follow the saline 
path to health and beauty.
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Kindly send me the Free Booklet, “ To 
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plains the many benefits o f  Sal Hepatica.
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s u g g e s te d  a  p e r f e c t  c o n f id e n c e  in  h im s e l f  a n d  
a  v a s t  in d if fe re n c e  a s  t o  w h e th e r  o th e r s  s h a r e d  
i t ,  e n te r e d  t h e  l o b b y  o f  t h e  t h e a t e r — w h e re  
D u n l i t h y ’s  p l a y  w a s  b e in g  p r e s e n te d — a n d  
s to p p e d  a t  t h e  b o x  o ffice.

‘' I s  C a p ta in  D u n l i t h y  in  t h e  o ff ic e ? ”  h e  a s k e d .  
“ W h a t ’s y o u r  b u s in e s s  w i th  h i m ? ”  c o u n te r e d  th e  

t i c k e t  s e lle r ,  c a u t io u s ly .
“ H i s ,”  s a id  t h e  s t r a n g e r ,  p u s h in g  a  c a r d  t h r o u g h  th e  

l i t t l e  w in d o w .
T h e  t i c k e t  s e l le r  g iv e  t h e  p a s t e b o a r d  a  g la n c e .  M r .  

P ic t o n ?  G o  r ig h t  i n to  t h e  p r iv a t e  o ffice . H e  is  w a it in g  
t h e r e  f o r  y o u .”

“ W e l l? ” c r ie d  D u n l i t h y ,  e a g e r ly ,  a s  t h e  l i t t l e  m a n  
e n te r e d .

“ A  b i t  o f  lu c k .  W e  m ig h t  h a v e  p e d d le d  t h a t  p h o to 
g r a p h  f r o m  n o w  t o  t h e  c r a c k  o ’ d o o m . B u t  I  c o n c lu d e d  
f i r s t  t o  a m b le  i n to  t h e  b ig  b r o k e r a g e  o ff ic e s , th e  id e a  
b e in g  th a t  a  m a n  m ig h t  d o  b u s in e s s  in  a  b ig  b o a r d -  
ro o m  a n d  n o t  d r a w  m u c h  a t t e n t i o n  t o  h im s e l f .

“ I  w e n t  i n to  J e l l im a n ’s , s a t  d o w n  a n d  w a tc h e d  t h e  
b o a r d  f o r  a w h ile . T h e  b o a r d - b o y  w a s  a b o u t  t h i r t y ,  a n d  
h e  i n t e r e s te d  m e . H i s  h a n d  w o r k e d  l ik e  t h e  w in d  a n d  
h is  f e e t  l ik e  a  d a n c e r ’s. I t  w a s  n e a r  l u n c h  t im e ,  so  I  
w a i t e d  u n t i l  h e  h a d  a  b i t  o f  l e i s u re .  T h e n  I  a p p r o a c h e d  
h im  a n d  e x h ib i te d  t h e  p h o to g r a p h .  H e  re c o g n iz e d  i t  in 
s t a n t ly .  ‘W h y , t h a t ’s  o ld  K i r b y  J e r r o d s , ’ h e  s a id .” 

“ K i r b y  J e r r o d s ? ”
“ T h a t ’s  t h e  n a m e  G i lb r a i t h  g a v e  th e r e .  T h e n  I  w e n t  

in  t o  J e l l im a n .  H e  r e m e m b e r e d  th e  f a c e ,  to o .  N o w , b ig  
b r o k e r s  l ik e  J e l l im a n  d o n ’t  r e m e m b e r  m u g s  o f  p ik e r s .  
T h e y  re c a l l  o n ly  th o s e  w h o  h a v e  lo s t  o r  w o n — b ig .”

SO  H E  s p e c u la t e d  t h e n ? ”  s a id  D u n l i t h y .  “ I  w a s  
r i g h t . ”

“ Y e s ,  h e  s p e c u la te d .  S t i l l ,  I  d o n ’t  k n o w . S p e c u la t io n  
i n f e r s  c h a n c e ;  a n d  w h a t  G i lb r a i t h  p l a y e d  w a s  s u r e .”  

B le s s  E l s i e ’s  h e a r t ,  t h o u g h t  D u n l i t h y .  T h a t  c h a n c e  
p h o to g r a p h  w a s  p r o b a b ly  g o in g  to  s a v e  h e r  in h e r i t a n c e .

“ G i lb r a i t h  k n e w  t h e  m a r k e t s ,  n a tu r a l ly ,  h a v in g  b e e n  
t u t o r e d  b y  C ro w e ll .  H e  p la y e d  a l l  t h e  w in n e r s .  I n  a l l  
J e l l im a n  p a id  h im  s o m e th in g  l ik e  f o u r  m i l l i o n .”

D u n l i t h y  w h is t le d .  “ W h a t  s e c u r i t ie s  d id  h e  o f f e r  a s  
c o l l a t e r a l ? ”

P ic t o n  la u g h e d . “ C a s h  t r a n s a c t io n s ,  m y  s o n . R e m e m 
b e r ,  t h i s  G i lb r a i t h  o f  y o u r s  n e v e r  m a k e s  m i s t a k e s .” 

“ B u t  h e  m u s t  h a v e  b o r r o w e d  a g a in s t  t h e m .”
“ H e  c e r ta in ly  m u s t  h a v e .  B u t  a  m a n  l ik e  G i lb r a i t h  

w o u ld  k n o w  p r i v a t e  b a n k s  w h e r e  m u m ’s t h e  w o r d  u n 
le s s  t h e  c o l la te r a l  w a s  r e g is t e r e d  a s  s to le n .  H e ’d  h a v e  
to  p a y  a  s tif f  p r ic e ,  a n d  i t ’s l ik e ly  h e  d id .  B u t  J e l l im a n  
n e v e r  sa w  a  b o n d  o r  a  s to c k  c e r t i f i c a t e .”

“ J e l l im a n ’s  c a n c e lle d  c h e c k s !  H o w  w e re  t h e y  e n d o r s 
e d  a n d  w h e re  w e re  t h e y  d e p o s i t e d ? ”

P ic t o n  la u g h e d  a g a in . “ T h e y  w e re  e n d o r s e d  b y  K i r b y  
J e r r o d s  a n d  d e p o s i te d  in  a  P h i l a d e lp h ia  b a n k .  T h e  fu n d s  
w e r e  g ra d u a l ly  w i th d r a w n ,  a n d  m y  w ir e  e l ic i te d  t h e  
n e w s  t h a t  t h e  a c c o u n t  h a d  a u to m a t i c a l l y  c lo s e d  in  1918 . 
G i lb r a i t h  h a d  w i th d r a w n  th e  m o n e y  p e r s o n a l ly .  S e e ?  
N o  d r a f t s  t o  b e  t r a c e d .”

D u n l i t h y 's  c o n f id e n c e  e v a p o r a t e d .
“ S o  f a r  a  p e r f e c t  c r im e — i f  t h e r e  is  s u c h  a  t h in g ,”  

c o n t in u e d  P ic to n .  “ A n y h o w , a  s u c c e s s fu l  o n e . N o th in g  
in  P h i la d e lp h ia ,  B o s to n  o r  N e w  Y o r k  b a n k s .  T h e  m o n e y  
is  in  s o m e  o b s c u r e  b a n k ,  d e p o s i te d  u n d e r  a  t h i r d  n a m e  
w h ic h  w e  h a v e n ’t  s t u m b le d  u p o n  to  d a t e . ”

D u n l i t h y  t h o u g h t  o f  t h e  t r u n k  c a r r i e d  o ff in  t h e  n ig h t .  
L u c k  w a s n ’t  a lw a y s  o n  t h e  r i g h t  s id e  o f  t h e  f e n c e .

“When Gilbraith leaves the Crowell place, there’s a 
chance of tracing the money, but it will cost a bit. But 
all this in nowise affects the will.”

“ I t  c a n  s h o w  a  m o t iv e .”
“ M a n ,  m a n ,  t h i s  is  w o n d e r f u l ! ”  P ic to n  ru b b e d  h is  

h a n d s .  “ T o  c o m e  u p  a g a in s t  a  b r a in  t h a t  k n o w s  h o w  to  
t h i n k !  G i lb r a i t h  h a d  a  p e r s o n a l  a c c o u n t  a t  t h e  S e c u r ity .  
I n  191 7  it  w a s  c lo s e d . W h a t  d o  y o u  s u p p o s e  h e  d id  
w i th  t h e  m o n e y ? ”

“I pass”
“Gave it to charity. Helped feed Europe, Red Cross, 

the Y. M. C. A., the Knights of Columbus.”
“Well, I’ll be hanged! Conscience?”
“ I  d o n ’t b e l ie v e  h e  h a s  a n y .  H e  h a d  s o m e  o t h e r  p u r 

p o s e ,  a n d  I ’d  g iv e  a  th o u s a n d  to  k n o w  w h a t  i t  w a s .”  
“ T h i s  in  i t s e l f  is  p r o o f  t h a t  h e  s p e c u la te d  w i th  C ro w 

e l l ’s  s tu f f  a s  c o l l a t e r a l .  P ic to n ,  y o u ’re  w o n d e r f u l .”
“ B e  o n  th e  j o b  to m o r r o w  a n d  m a r r y  t h e  g ir l .  I ’m  

g la d  y o u ’v e  g o t  m y  m a n ,  G e o rg e ,  w i th  y o u .  H e ’s  n o 
b o d y ’s  fo o l .”

“He’s going to be my best man tomorrow,” said Dun
lithy. “Say, how about Hilton?”

“ B y  J in k s ,  I ’d  f o r g o t t e n  h im . G e t  t h e r e  to m o r r o w ,  
a n d  y o u  s n u ff  h im . H e  g o e s  w i th  a  b a d  lo t ,  b u t  so  f a r  
w e h a v e n ’t, a  t h in g  o n  h im . H e ’s c le v e r ,  t o o ,  f o r  h e  
k e e p s  w e ll  i n  t h e  b a c k g r o u n d .”

“ I ’m  m u c h  o b l ig e d  t o  y o u ,  P i c t o n .”
“Oh, it’s a good case, but you’ll lose. He’s had the 

strangle-hold on you from the start. But the old codger 
is human. Ten to one, when he’s thousands of miles

T H E  G R E A T  G A M E
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a w a y , s a f e  a n d  t id y ,  h e ’ll  m a n a g e  to  l e t  y o u  k n o w  h o w  
i t  w a s  a l l  d o n e .  E v e n  M a c h ia v e l l i  f e ll  d o w n . H e  w r o te  
a  b o o k .”

A n d  P ic to n  d e p a r t e d ,  h i s  c a c k l in g  l a u g h te r  e c h o in g  
in  t h e  v a u l t - l i k e  lo b b y .

D u n l i t h y  ro c k e d  in  t h e  s w iv e l c h a i r ,  w o n d e r in g  w h ic h  
w o u ld  e a s e  h im  m o s t ,  l a u g h te r  o r  d e e p -s e a  c u r s in g . 
W h e n  a  m a n  l ik e  P ic to n  a d m i t t e d  d e f e a t ,  t h e r e  w a s n ’t 
m u c h  u s e  f o r  a n o t h e r  t o  c a r r y  o n .  F u n n y  o ld  S m e l- 
f u n g u s !

U n d e r n e a th  D u n l i t h y ’s  b i t t e r  c h a g r in  w a s  a  v e in  o f 
a d m i r a t i o n  f o r  G i lb r a i t h ’s  a s to n is h in g  t a l e n t .  S u d d e n ly  
th e  i l lu m in a t io n  c a m e . O f  c o u r s e ,  t h a t  w o u ld  b e  th e  
s o lu tio n  t o  t h e  r id d le .  T o  s a v e  th e  w il l  f r o m  q u e s t io n ,  
G i lb r a i th  h a d  to  b o l s te r  u p  th e  H i l t o n  f a b le  f r o m  a ll 
s id e s , w i th  t r i c k e r y ,  g u n p la y  a n d  a b d u c t io n .  W h y ,  H i l 
to n  w a s  t h e  m e r e s t  k in d  o f  c a t s p a w . G i lb r a i t h  m ig h t  
fe e l s o r r y  f o r  E ls ie ,  b u t  h e  d a r e d  n o t  h e lp  h e r  u n t i l  h e

T_JOW much should one woman sacrifice 
A A for another? Jacqueline thought the 
years ahead belonged to her and Kit and the 
cradle in the attic. But before Jacqueline's 
great blue eyes the pageant of war was to 
pass, with drums beating and flags flying. 
This tale of destinies fulfilled is

The most absorbing novel ever written

By  T E M P L E  B A I L E Y

beloved author of “Burning Beauty” 

The first big installment of 
T H E  W I L D  W I N D

appears in the February issue!

I t is a story every woman in America 
will want to read

Temple Bailey’s serials are published ex
clusively in McCall's Magazine.

w a s  s a f e ly  a b r o a d .  T h e n  th e  t r u e  w il l  w o u ld  t u r n  u p  
m y s te r io u s ly .

H e  h e a r d  t h e  d o o r  o p e n  a n d  c lo s e , s o f t l y .  A s  h e  b e 
l ie v e d  th e  c a l le r  t o  b e  G e o rg e ,  h e  d id  n o t  t u r n .  

“ A h e m ! ”
A  w o m a n ’s  v o ic e . H e  w h i r le d  a b o u t .  “ E l s i e ? ”  h e  c r ie d , 

ju m p in g  u p .  “ W h a t  in  t h e  w o r ld  a r e  y o u  d o in g  h e r e ?  
I  t o ld  y o u  n o t  t o  c o m e  t o  to w n .”

“ I  c o u ld n 't  s t a n d  i t  a n y  lo n g e r ,  D u n n y .  T h e  s u s 
p e n s e  w a s  to o  m u c h  f o r  m e .  I  c a m e  d o w n  in  t h e  c a r , 
a n d  I 'm  g o in g  t o  t a k e  y o u  b a c k  w i th  m e . A n d  y o u  a r e  
g o in g  to  s t a y  t h e r e ,  r i g h t  u n d e r  m y  e y e , f o r e v e r  a f t e r ! ”

T H E  lo o k  o f  h e r  w o u ld  h a v e  m a d e  a n y  m a n  th r i l l .
D u n l i t h y  c a u g h t  h e r  a n d  h e ld  h e r  t ig h t ly .

,  “ S u r e s t  t h in g !  W e ’r e  g o in g  to  b e  m a r r i e d  to m o r r o w .”  
“ B u t  M r .  G i lb r a i t h  s a y s  t h a t  t o  c o m e  w i th  m e  is  th e  

s a f e s t  m o v e  y o u  c a n  m a k e .”
“ O h , h e  s a id  t h a t ,  d id  h e ?  A ll  t h e  m o r e  r e a s o n  f o r  

m y  r e f u s in g  to  g o . I  s m e ll  a  r a t  in  h i s  s o l ic i tu d e .”
S o  h e  t o ld  h e r ,  h o ld in g  b a c k  n o th in g .  S h e  w a s  a s 

to u n d e d ,  a s  m u c h  b y  t h e  d e t a i l s  w h ic h  h e  h a d  r o u n d e d  
u p  in  so  s h o r t  a  t im e  a s  b y  th e  c r im e  i t s e l f .

“ D u n n y ,  i t  i s  u n b e l ie v a b le !  T h a t  s h y ,  k in d ly  l i t t l e  
o ld  m a n ! ”  T h e r e  w e re  t e a r s  in  E l s i e ’s  e y e s . “ W h y ,  D u n 
n y ,  I ’v e  g ro w n  u p  u n d e r  h i s  c a r e .”

“ O n  t h e  c o n t r a r y ,  y o u ’v e  g ro w n  u p  l ik e  T o p s y ;  b u t  
b e c a u s e  y o u  w e r e  g o o d  a n d  w h o le s o m e  o r ig in a l ly ,  y o u  
a r e  w h a t  y o u  a r e . ”

S h e  lo o k e d  r e s o lu t e  a n d  o p e n e d  h e r  h a n d b a g .  
“ W h a t ’s t h a t ? ”  h e  w a n te d  to  k n o w , a s  s h e  t o o k  o u t  

a  fo ld e d  p a p e r .
“ T h e  m a r r i a g e  l ic e n s e . D u n n y ,  y o u  a r e  g o in g  to  m a r r y  

m e  t h i s  a f te r n o o n ,  o r  g iv e  m e  u p .”
“ I  r e f u s e  t o  d o  e i t h e r .  T h a t ’s  th r o w in g  u p  th e  

s p o n g e .”
“ T h e n  I  s h a l l  r e tu r n  y o u r  r i n g .”
“ B le s s  y o u r  h e a r t ,  I  k n o w  y o u ’re  o n ly  t h in k in g  o f  m e . 

B u t  I ’m  t h in k in g  o f  y o u ,  m y s e l f ,  H i l t o n ,  G i lb r a i t h —  
a n d  t h e  n e w s p a p e r s .”

“ T h e  n e w s p a p e r s ? ”
“Why, yes. In starting this buzz saw, I went to my 

old paper to see if there was anything about your

father in the morgue—the room where they 
keep data bearing on future events. Your 
father’s will—or Gilbraith’s—was published, 
and there was a penciled comment to keep 
an eye out for your wedding. If we marry 

today it will be a frank admission—so far as the news
papers are concerned—that Hilton has more right to 
your property than you have.”

“More right than I have!”
She smiled, perhaps a little mournfully, and slipped 

the ring on her finger. “You win, Dunny.”
“Elsie Crowell, I, John Dunlithy, do solemnly swear 

to be with you before nine o’clock tomorrow night.”
“ C a n ’t  w e  h a v e  G i lb r a i t h  a r r e s t e d ? ”
“ C a n ’t  l a y  a  f in g e r  o n  h i m ;  t h a t ’s  t h e  c o lo s s a l jo k e  

o f  i t .  B e h in d  t h a t  m u m m y ’s  fa c e  is  a  r e m a r k a b le  b r a in .  
H e  h a s  fo o le d  e v e r y b o d y  b y  p la y in g  a t  s h y n e s s  a n d  
h u m i l i ty .  I  s a y ,  h e r e ’s  a  n o t io n !  Y o u  g o  u p  t o  t h e  B e n t 
l e y ’s  a n d  s t a y  w i th  th e m  f o r  t h e  a f te r n o o n  a n d  n ig h t .  
K e e p  in s id e  t h e  h o u s e  u n t i l  to m o r r o w  m o rn in g .  H e ’ll 
w o n d e r  w h a t ’s  h a p p e n e d  to  you, w h e n  n e i th e r  o f  u s  
s h o w  u p .  C a l l  m e  h e r e  a t  5 :3 0 ,  9 :3 0 ,  1 1 :0 0 ,  t h e n  th e  
a p a r t m e n t  a t  1 1 :3 0 ,  a n d  a g a in  a t  9 : 0 0  in  t h e  m o rn in g .  
T h e n  w e ’l l  r i d e  u p  to  C ro w e ll  t o g e th e r .  B y  th e  w a y , 
h o w  i j  o u r  p a r s o n ? ”

“ H e  w a s  a l l  r i g h t  th i s  m o rn in g .  I  l ik e  th e  B e n t le y  
n o t io n .  T h e n  I ’l l  b e  n e a r .  G o o d b y e ,  d a r l i n g ! ”

G e o rg e ,  t h e  d e te c t iv e -c h a u f f e u r ,  ro l le d  t h e  s e d a n  to  
t h e  s t a g e  e n t r a n c e  a n d  s to p p e d .  I t  w a s  h a l f - p a s t  t e n .  
I n  h a l f  a n  h o u r  t h e  t h e a t e r  c r o w d s  w o u ld  b e  p o u r in g  
f o r th .  H e  la id  h i s  g u n  o n  h i s  k n e e s  a n d  a d ju s t e d  h is  
c a p  a c c o rd in g  t o  t h e  c o d e  a g r e e d  u p o n .  N o w  l e t  ’e m  
s t a r t  s o m e th in g .

There were cars at the curb, on both sides of the 
street; still, George knew from experience that a kid
napping is more easily spotted in a fairly deserted street 
than in one cluttered as this was. But he should worry! 
Just let anybody start something.

' " P H R E E  m e n  s u d d e n ly  t u r n e d  in  f r o m  B ro a d w a y .
T w o  o f  th e m  c o n c e a le d  th e m s e lv e s  b e h in d  th e  s e d a n . 

O n e  c a r r i e d  a  s to u t  c a n e  w i th  a  c r o o k e d  h a n d le .  T h e  
t h i r d  m a n  p r o c e e d e d  to  o p e n  t h e  w in d o w  a t  th e  r ig h t .

“Is this a taxi?” he asked, pleasantly.
“Does it look like one?” George countered, his gun 

in readiness.
“ I  d id n ’t  k n o w . W h a t  t im e  d o e s  t h e  s h o w  le t  o u t ? ” 

a s k e d  t h e  s t r a n g e r ,  c o n s u l t in g  h is  w a tc h .  A  b la c k  t a x i 
c a b  c a m e  o u t  s lo w ly  f r o m  th e  o p p o s i te  c u r b .

“Eleven to th’ minute,” said George, his finger on 
the trigger.

“ W e ll,  i t ’s  m ig h ty  h a r d  t o  p ic k  u p  a  ta x i  a t  th is  h o u r . ”
G e o rg e  la u g h e d .  “ I t  s u r e  i s . ”
T h e  c r o o k  o f  a  c a n e  m e t  G e o r g e ’s i n h e r i ta n c e  f r o m  

A d a m — h is  a p p le — a n d  h e  w a s  h a u le d  b a c k  p o w e r fu l ly .  
B e fo r e  h i s  f in g e r  c o u ld  p re s s  t h e  t r i g g e r  t h e  W o o lw o r th ,  
a s  h e  e x p la in e d  i t  a f te r w a r d ,  f e ll  o n  t o p  o f  h im .

T h e  b la c k  ta x i  s h o t  a lo n g s id e  a n d  G e o rg e  w a s  n e a t ly  
t r a n s f e r r e d .  W h e n  l ig h t  b e g a n  to  e n t e r  t h e  a b y s m a l  
d a r k  i n to  w h ic h  h e  h a d  f a l l e n ,  h e  f o u n d  h im s e l f  s i t t i n g  
o n  a  c u r b s to n e  in  f a r - a w a y  H a r le m .

D u n l i t h y ,  h a v in g  a n s w e re d  E l s i e ’s e le v e n  o 'c lo c k  c a ll  
a n d  h a v in g  a s s u r e d  h e r  t h a t  h e  w o u ld  b e  a t  h is  e n d  o f  
t h e  w i r e  a t  t h e  a p a r t m e n t  a t  1 1 :3 0 ,  o p e n e d  th e  s ta g e  
d o o r  a n d  p a u s e d  t h e r e  f o r  a  m in u te .  T h e r e  w a s  th e  
s e d a n  a n d  t h e r e  w a s  f a i t h f u l  G e o rg e ,  h is  c a p  v is o r  o v e r  
h is  e a r ,  a c c o r d in g  to  t h e  c o d e . H e  c o n c lu d e d  t h a t  th e  
m o s t  p r o m is in g  s c h e m e  w o u ld  b e  t o  d a s h  to  t h e  c a r ,  
o p e n  t h e  d o o r  a n d  c l im b  in . G e o rg e  w o u ld  k n o w  e x a c t ly  
w h a t  t o  d o .

H e  fo l lo w e d  t h i s  l in e  o f  a c t io n  . . . a n d  ju m p e d  p lu m b  
in to  t h e  m id d le  o f  a  t h o u s a n d  leg s  a n d  a r m s ,  so  i t  
s e e m e d . T h e n  a  q u e e r ,  s m e l ly ,  p l e a s a n t  d a r k n e s s  f e ll  
u p o n  h im .

E v e r y  l i t t l e  w h ile  D u n l i t h y  b e c a m e  d im ly  c o n s c io u s  
o f  a  s t a t e  o f  e x is te n c e ;  n o th in g  to  b r a g  o f ,  b u t  s t i l l  a 
c o m f o r t a b l e  f e e l in g  t h a t  h e  w a s  r id in g  o n  th e  t o p  o f  
t h e  h e a r s e ,  n o t  in s id e .  S u d d e n ly  a l l  b e c a m e  s t i l l  a n d  
d a r k .

B y  a n d  b y  h e  s a w  a  p o in t  o f  l i g h t ,  m i le s  a n d  m ile s  
a w a y ,  so  i t  s e e m e d . I t  b e g a n  to  a p p r o a c h  r a p id ly ,  d e 
v e lo p in g  o b je c ts  a s  i t  n e a re d .  I t  h a l t e d  a b r u p t l y ;  a n d  
h e  s a w  t h a t  i t  w a s  t h e  f la m e  o f  a  c a n d le ,  t h a t  b e n e a th  
w a s  a  ta b l e ,  t h a t  a b o v e  a n d  a r o u n d  w e re  w a lls  m o t t l e d  
w i th  o p e n  s p a c e s  w h ic h  d is c lo s e d  b a r e  la th s .  H e  w a s  
s i t t i n g  in  a  c h a i r ,  a lo n e ,  in  a  ro o m  in  a  d e s e r te d  h o u se .

H i s  h e a d  a c h e d  v io le n t ly .  H is  t h r o a t  a n d  n o s t r i l s  a n d  
lip s  w e re  p a r c h e d .  C h lo r o f o r m .  H e  p u t  h is  h a n d s  t o  h is  
h e a d  . . . a r id  d ro p p e d  th e m  in  a s to n is h m e n t .  H e  w a s  
f r e e ,  u n b o u n d !

O n  t h e  t a b l e  h e  s a w  a  lo a f  o f  b r e a d  a n d  a n  a r m y  
c a n te e n .  H e  ro s e  a n d  s t a r t e d  f o r  t h e  ta b l e .  H e  w e n t  
h e a d lo n g  o n  t h e  f lo o r . P r e s e n t ly  h e  s a t  u p  to  s e e  w h a t  
i t  w a s  t h a t  h a d  g iv e n  h im  t h i s  t h u n d e r in g  f a l l .  T h e  in 
s p e c t io n  b r o u g h t  h im  th o r o u g h ly  i n to  t h e  r e a lm  o f
actualities. Police handcuffs!—manacles!----- neatly
locked about his ankles!

[ 'Concluded, in F e b r u a r y  M cC a l l ’ s ]
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c a m e  in to  c o n f lic t ,  t h e  l e a s t  c o n f lic t ,  
w h a t  s h o u ld  s h e  d o ?

A n d  th e n  D o r a  la u g h e d  to  h e r s e l f .  
S h e  s a id  s h e  w a s  a  s i l ly  o n e  a n d  a n  
id i o t ,  i n s is t in g  o n  m a k in g  m is e ry  o u t  
o f  jo y .  B e s id e s ,  h a d n ’t  s h e  t h a t  f o r ty  
d o l la r s ?

H e r  b r o t h e r  P a u l  m e t  h e r  a t  t h e  
t r a i n .  H e  y a n k e d  h e r  o ff t h e  t o p  s te p  
o f  t h e  c o a c h ,  c le a r  o f  t h e  b r a k e m a n ’s  
w o o d e n  b o x .

“  ’L o ,  S is ! ”  h e  s h o u te d  in  t h a t  t r e 
m e n d o u s  v o ic e  t h a t  h a d  b e e n  h i s  t h e  
p a s t  t h r e e  y e a r s .  H e  c r u s h e d  h e r  r ib s  
in  a  h u g  to  m a tc h .  H e  g r in n e d  a l l  o v e r  
h is  d a r k  c o u n te n a n c e — th e  f a m i ly  
c o u ld  n e v e r  s a y  w h e th e r  P a u l  w a s  
h o m e ly  o r  h a n d s o m e — k is s e d  h e r  
a b r u p t ly ,  a n d  w a s  o ff l ik e  a  s t r e a k ,  h e r  
s u i tc a s e  s w in g in g  a t  t h e  e n d  o f  o n e  
a r m .  W h a t  a n  a r m !  W h a t  le g s !  P e o 
p le  t u r n e d  a n d  s m ile d  a t  t h e i r  s t r id in g  
p r o g r e s s  t h r o u g h  t h e  w a i t in g  ro o m .

DR . S K I P P I N G ’S  c h i ld r e n ,”  s h e  
h e a r d  s o m e o n e  s a y , so m e o n e  s h e

h a d n ’t’ t i m e  to  s e e . “ H o m e -------- h o l id a y s
-------- t h a t  b o y ! ”

D o r a  to o k  m e n ta l  n o t e  o f  h e r  b r o t h 
e r ’s  b l a c k  u n h a t t e d  h a i r  a n d  h is  b lu e  
a n d  g re e n  t u c k e d - in  s w e a te r .  S h e ’d  
j u s t  h a v e  to  k e e p  th o s e  i t e m s  in  s ig h t  
so m e h o w — a n d  s u d d e n ly  h e  s to p p e d .

“ T h e r e  s h e  i s ! ”  h e  a n n o u n c e d ,  a n d  
th r e w  h e r  b a g g a g e  r e c k le s s ly  i n to  t h e  
r e a r  v a c a n c y  o f  a — w e ll— a n  a u t o 
m o b ile .

F u n d a m e n ta l ly  t h e  v e h ic le  h a d  b e e n  
a n  o ld - ty p e  F o r d .  T h e  v a r io u s  a d d i 
t i o n s  a n d  s u b s t i t u t i o n s  o n ly  i t s  f in a l 
d e s ig n e r  c o u ld  h a v e  t r a c e d  a n d  n a m e d . 
D o r a  k n e w  t h a t  i t  lo o k e d  q u e e r  s o m e 
h o w , a n y h o w , a n d  w o n d e re d  w h a t  s h e  
m ig h t  e v e r  b e  a b l e  t o  s a y  o f  t h e  p a in t  
jo b .  T h e  w h o le  t h i n g  h a d  b e e n  p a in t e d  
to  t h e  b r i l l i a n c y  o f  n e w  p a t e n t  le a th e r .

“ P a u l— a  c a r ? ”  s h e  g a s p e d .  “ N o t  
y o u r s ? ”

“ P a r t  m in e ,”  h e  c la im e d  p r o u d ly .  
“ N i c k  S h e r e r ’s a n d  m in e .  H e  b o u g h t  
t h e  w o r k s .  I  p u t  t h e m  to g e th e r .  H e  
b u y s  t h e  g a s  a n d  o il  a n d  w h a tn o t .  I  
d o  t h e  t i n k e r in g .  W e  b o t h  o f  u s  h a v e  
th e  u s e  o f  i t .  N i c k ’s g o t  a  n e w  b u s i 
n e s s . P la n s  t o  u s e  t h i s  c o n t r a p t io n  f o r  
d e l iv e r y  p a r t  t im e .  T h o u g h t  m a y b e  
y o u ’d  h e lp  u s  t h i n k  u p  a  s m a r t  s lo g a n  
f o r  t h e  r e a r . ”

T h e  r u in e d  t o p ,  P a u l  e x p la in e d  
s u p e r f lu o u s ly ,  h a d  b e e n  s a w e d  o ff a  
s e d a n  to  m a k e  t h e  p r e s e n t  o p e n - c a r  
s ty le .  T h a t  o f f e re d  a  r e a r  e x p a n s e  f o r  
p a in t in g  i n f o r m a t io n  a b o u t  N ic k  
S h e r e r ’s  n e w  c le a n in g  a n d  d y e in g  
c o m p a n y .

“ W e ll,  t h e r e  s h e  i s ! ”  r o a r e d  P a u l .  
“ S k ip  in , M is s  S k ip p in g ! ”

D o r a ,  a s  s h e  t r i e d  t o  s i t  l ig h t ly  o n  
t h e  s h in y  c u s h io n s  t h a t  d id  lo o k  a s  i f  
t h e y  m ig h t  b e  s t ic k y ,  w a s  r e m e m b e r in g  
F r e d ’s s t r a ig h t  e ig h t .

“ O h , P a u l ! ”  s h e  s ig h e d .  “ I ’d  f o r 
g o t t e n  h o w  g o o d  y o u  a r e  a t  t h i s  s o r t  
o f  th in g .”

“ Y e a h ,”  h e  a n s w e re d  o v e r  t h e  u p 
r o a r  o f  t h e  s t a r t i n g  m o to r .  “ J u s t  l i s te n  
t o  t h a t ,  w i l l  y o u ?  S w e e t?  Y o u  b e t ! ”  

P r e s e n t l y  h e  a d d e d ,  “ T h a t  fe llo w  
o f  y o u r s — d id n ’t  y o u  s a y  h e  w a s  a n  
e le c t r i c i a n ?  W e l l ,  t h e r e ’s s o m e th in g  I  
w a n t  t o  a s k  h im  a b o u t  t h i s  g e n e ra 
t o r . ”

“ P a u l ,  y o u ’r e  w o n d e r f u l ! ”  s a id  
D o r a .

O n e  th in g  w a s  s e t t l e d .  I t  w o u ld  ta k e  
m a n y  t im e s  f o r t y  d o l la r s  t o  e l im in a te  
t h i s  p e c u l ia r  a u to m o b i l e  f r o m  th e  
fa m i ly .

S t .  J o s e p h  w a s  so  o ld - f a s h io n e d  t h a t  
a  p r e a c h e r ’s  h o u s e  w a s  s t i l l  c a l le d  a  
p a r s o n a g e .  T h e  S k ip p in g  h o m e  w a s  a n  
o ld  r e d  b r i c k  m a n s io n  w i th  a  w h i t e  
p o r c h  a l l  a c ro s s  t h e  f r o n t  t h a t  w a s

p a in t e d  b y  s u b s c r ip t i o n  e v e r y  t h i r d  
s p r in g .  T h e  t h i r d  s p r in g  w a s  a p p r o a c h 
in g  a n d  n o t  a n y  to o  s o o n ; b u t  t h e  l in e s  
o f  t h e  h o u s e  w e re  g o o d  a n d  g ra c io u s  
a n d  w e lc o m in g , a n d  i t  m ig h t  s n o w  o v e r  
C h r i s tm a s  t o  h id e  b r o k e n  l a t t i c e s  a n d  
b le a k  b a r e  v in e s .

W h e n  D o r a  o p e n e d  t h e  f r o n t  d o o r ,  
t h e r e  w a s  t h e  w a r m  b ro w n  s m e ll  o f  
f r e s h  g in g e r b r e a d  o n  th e  a i r ;  a n d  a  
w o m a n ’s  v o ic e ,  lo w  a n d  a lm o s t  a  w a r 
b le  f o r  s w e e tn e s s ,  w a s  m o c k in g  s o m e 
b o d y  o v e r  t h e  te l e p h o n e :  “ P e r f e c t l y  
lo v e ly !  T h e  d a r l i n g  l i t t l e  im p s  o f  
S a t a n  in  t h e i r  w h i te  a n g e l  r o b e s  m a r c h 
in g  u p  tw o  b y  tw o  w i t h  c a n d le s ,  o n e  
s t a n z a  b e h in d  th e  o r g a n is t ,  b e c a u s e  
tw o  o r  t h r e e  w il l  h a v e  m is la id  t h e i r  
c a n d le s  o r  t h e  W id o w  J o n e s  w il l  h a v e  
h a d  a  w in d o w  o p e n e d  b e c a u s e  o f  h e r  
a s t h m a  a n d  t h e  d r a f t  w il l  h a v e  
b lo w n — ”

“ M o t h e r ! ”  c r ie d  D o r a .
T h e  r e c e iv e r  c l ic k e d  s h a r p l y ,  

a b r u p t ly .
“ M y  b e a u t i f u l  d a u g h te r !  M y  la m b  

r e tu r n e d  to  t h e  f o ld — ”
B u t  M r s .  S k ip p in g  t r e m b le d  e v e r  so 

l i t t l e  in  D o r a ’s e m b r a c e  a n d  h e r  l ip s  
q u iv e re d .  S h e  w a s  t h e  l o v e l ie s t  p e r s o n  
in  t h e  w o r ld ,  D o r a  h a d  a lw a y s  t h o u g h t .  
H e r  c r is p  b l a c k  h a i r  w a s  s n o w -p o w 
d e r e d  n o w . H e r  f a c e  w a s  e t c h e d  w i th  
l in e s  o f  l a r g e  a n d  s m a l l  p a in s  a n d  
p a n g s  t h a t  s h e  h a d  k e p t  q u i t e  t o  h e r 
s e l f  a lw a y s .  H e r  m o u t h  w a s  f i rm  a n d  
p r o u d  a n d  y o u n g .  H e r  b la c k  e y e s  
s n a p p e d  a n d  tw in k le d .  H e r  f ig u re , e v e n  
in  i t s  a lm o s t  c o n t in u a l  p r i n t  h o u s e -  
d r e s s ,  w a s  a s  s l im  a n d  s t r a i g h t  a s  
e v e r ,  D o r a  th o u g h t,-  n o t  k n o w in g  h o w  
s l im  a  g i r l  c o u ld  b e  a  g e n e r a t i o n  b a c k .  
M r s .  S k ip p in g  w a s  r e a l l y  s m a ll ,  h o w 
e v e r ,  n o t  n e a r ly  so  t a l l  a s  D o r a .

“ W a s  t h e r e  e v e r  a  w o m a n  so  c o m 
p le t e ly  o v e r g ro w n  w i th  c h i ld r e n ? ” 
s h e  s ig h e d ,  c o n te m p la t in g  h e r  o ld e s t  
d a u g h te r .  “ P a u l !  P a u l ,  w h a t  a r e  y o u  
d o in g  w i th  y o u r  s i s t e r ’s f i t t e d  d re s s in g  
c a s e ?  D o  y o u  w a n t  t o  b r e a k  e v e r y  c u t -  
g la s s  b o t t l e  in  i t ? ”

“ I s  t h e r e — ”  P a u l  l i f t e d  t h e  c o w 
h id e  b a g  a n d  s u r v e y e d  i t  w i th  w o n d e r  
b e f o r e  h e  c o m p re h e n d e d  h i s  m o t h e r ’s 
i r o n y .  “ A w ! ”  h e  r e b u k e d  h e r .

HO M E ! ”  s a id  D o r a  w i th  a  r e l i s h ,  a s  
i f  s h e  t a s t e d  s o m e th in g  e v e n  b e t t e r  

t h a n  h o t  g in g e r b r e a d ;  a n d  th e n  t h e r e  
w a s  a  s c r a p in g  o n  t h e  u p s t a i r s ’ f lo o r  
t h a t  s e n t  h e r  f ly in g  w i th  t h e  q u ic k  in 
s t in c t  s h a r p e n e d  b y  y e a r s  o f  f a m i l i a r 
i t y  u p  t o  g r e e t  h e r  s i s te r  G r e te l ,  w h o  
h a d  b e e n  a  c r ip p le  f r o m  in f a n c y  b u t  
w h o  w o u ld  g o  u p  a n d  d o w n  s t a i r s  a s  
o f t e n  a s  a n y o n e  a s k e d  h e r  t o  o r  w a n te d  
h e r  w h e r e  s h e  w a s n ’t — d a r k ,  b e a u t i 
fu l  G r e t e l ,  w i th  t h e  c r o p p e d  h e a d  a n d  
h a u n t in g  e y e s  o f  a  b o y  p o e t .

A f t e r  G r e t e l  t h e r e  w a s  F e l ix .  F e l ix  
w a s  a n o t h e r  g ir l ,  t h e  tw e lv e -y e a r -o ld  
b a b y  o f  t h e  h o u s e .  I t  j u s t  h a p p e n e d  
t h a t  w h e n  F e l ix  w a s  e x p e c te d  t h e  h a l f  
d o z e n  b r o t h e r s  a n d  s i s te r s  w a i t e d  f o r  
h e r  a s  h o p e f u l ly  a s  t h e  p a r e n t s ,  a n d  
t h e y  h a d  c h o s e n  th e  n a m e  f o r  t h e  c o m 
in g  b a b y .  L a t e r  i t  w a s  f e a r e d  t h a t  a  
c h a n g e  in  n a m e  m ig h t  b r in g  b a d  
lu c k ;  so  F e l ix  t h e  l i t t l e  g ir l  w a s  c a l le d . 
S h e  w’a s  a  w e e d y  c h i ld  n o w , w i th  
D o r a ’s c o lo r in g ,  b u t  f e a r f u l  p ro m is e  
o f  a  b u i ld  s im i l a r  t o  P a u l ’s. H e r  l in e  
w a s  d ra w in g .  W h e n  D o r a  h a d  l e f t  
h o m e  in  t h e  f a l l  s h e  w a s  d o in g  s u n 
s e t s .  N o w  t h e  s p e c ia l ty  w a s  s i lh o u e t te s .  
J o h n  B a r r y m o r e  a n d  t h e  W a s h in g to n s  
f a i r l y  p a p e r e d  t h e  w a ll s  o f  t h e  ro o m  
s h e  s h a r e d  w i th  s w e e t - te m p e r e d  G r e te l .

T h i s  w a s  D o r a ’s  f a m i ly ,  a l l  e x c e p t  
h e r  f a th e r .  T h e r e  w a s  s t i l l  t h e  h o u s e . 
I t  w a s  c le a n  a n d  c o m f o r t a b l e  a n d  
w a rm , b u t  v e r y  b a r e .  T h e r e  w a s  n o  

[Continued on page 88]

T h e  T o n ic
prescribed in 58 C ou n tries

JL h e  chief physician o f  a 
military hospital in  Paris, the pro
fessor o f  surgery at a royal university 
in M ilan, the head o f  a state clinic in 
V ienna. . .  from  all over the world, 
leading physicians write in  praise of 
FELLOWS’ Syrup. Based on their 
clinical experience w ith this fine old 
tonic, they scientifically report the 
gains scored by patients.

They tell o f  its efficiency in  cases 
o f  nervous depression, and o f  re
covery from  wasting illness. They 
cite im provem ent in appetite, in 
restful sleep, in  vitality and vigor 
both physical and mental. These are 
the reasons why physicians in  58 
countries prescribe it.

I f  you are under par, on the 
border line between health and 
illness, or in need o f  a general 
builder, rem em ber tha t FELLOWS’ 
Syrup is unlike artificial stimulants, 
that it acts solely by replenishing 
the body’s vital m ineral elements in 
addition to  supplying tw o dynamic 
ingredients. Your own family physi
cian is probably am ong those who 
prescribe it.

F E L L O W S ’ L a x a t i v e  T a b le ts ,  

a  veg e ta b le  c o m p o u n d , a re  
m i l d  a n d  e ffective .

FELLOWS’ SYRUP

Get our
BOOK CF

1 0 0  p l a n !

W I L L  B U Y

YOUR HOME
B e  in d e p e n d e n t .  O w n  y o u r  

h o m e !  W e  f in a n c e  i f  y o u  o w n  
y o u r  l o t  a n d  m a k e  a  s m a l l  d o w n  
p a y m e n t .  B a la n c e  l i k e  r e n t ,  $24  
t o  $ 9 0  m o n th ly .  T a k e  5  t o  15  
y e a r s  t o  p a y .  P a y m e n t s  in c lu d e  
i n t e r e s t .  H o m e  b u i ld e r s  h a v e  
s a v e d  $ 2 0 0 0  a n d  u p !

Choose from 100  distinctive de
signs, 4  to 9  rooms. Modern through
out: Thermo-Sealed insulation; hard

wood floors; colorful kitch
ens; linen closets; medicine

We furnish specified ma
terials o f highest quality, 
machine-sawed, notchedand 
ready for exact fitting. Saves 
3 0 %  in labor and 18 % lum
ber waste. Saves 294 0  hand
saw cuts. Easy-to-follow 
plansandinstructions. Plan- 
C ut gives you a  stronger, 
age-defying house. Write 1

Send Coupon

I f interested 
in building...
Get priceless facts about 
the lovely home you 
plan to build. Profit by 
our 65  years o f special- 
i zed experience. W e have 
over 225,000  satisfied 
customers. This is a con
vincing fact to consider!

Y o u r  R e n t

Learn about our 15-year payment plan, wholesale prices, 
architectural service, staunch construction and guarantee 
of satisfaction. Before you rent, buy or build, write:

Gordon-Van Tine Co.
1407 Case S t., Davenport, la. 

Please send me Free Plan Book. 
I  am interested in

Gordon-VanTine
W orld ’s L argest Specialists in H om e B uild ing

□  Homes □  Garages

Name.______________ ________

St. &  N o .............................. ..........

Since 186S City. .State.
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Health

(growing
Children
M a k e  sure of their health— 

everything else is built on 
that. Give your children a chance 
to enjoy and excel at outdoor 
sports. Cod-liver oil will help 
them develop into strong, sturdy 
youngsters. The easy way to take 
it is Scott’s Emulsion. Pleasantly 
flavored — easy to sw allow . 
They’ll smack their lips! Start 
today—every day counts when 
children are growing. Instructions 
on every bottle.

SCOTTS
EMULSION

FOR BETTER TEETH 
AND BONES

Scott & Bowne, Bloomfield, N. J . 29-6

Htittettlade Candieifamofit

_____ ___ little l_____________
big fellow at a disadvantage. We.CAPITOL CANDY SCHOOL 

Dept. AY-2701, Washington, D.C.

y(eU> F ree  
B ook, o f  /

^ /T p p L e  fy c i fD e s
JU ST  off the press, illustrated i

with photographic views of ac
tual dishes. Tested recipes approved by prac
tical homekeepers. Tells you how to prepare 

this healthful, delicious fruit in tasty 
appetizing ways tha t will give variety 
to  your m enu. Address 
Skookum Packers Association 
18 Phipps Bldg., W enatchee, W n. ̂ ___

* Skookum uppia\
CONDON'S g iant  T A M  A T A  
EVERBEA R IN G  1 U I H A .  1 U
“ QUEEN OF THE MARKET.”  Big Money Maker. Large, solid

—lit: excellent canner. To introduce to y-------Northern Grown Live Seeds and Plan.mail you 125 seeds of Condon's ui.m

S & 'S kFREE4-Page Book, tolls how. and when ' ant. Send 2c stamp to cover_postag 
1930 Prices Lower Than Elver 

C O N D O N  B R O S .,S e e d s m e n

ROCKFORD, ILLINOIS

Pedigreed by  a  53 year record 
of Super-Quality, tested  for abundan t 
life, guaranteed b y  a  money back 
bond, Maule Seeds a re  outstandingly 
desirable. Send for M aule’s F R E E  
Seed Book today , a nd  learn how to  
have a gorgeous garden a t  low coat.

WM. HENRY MAULE 
43S Maule Bldg., Philadelphia, Pa.

"Approved by Green’s” . Write for our 
free 64 page Catalog, illustrated in Na
ture’s colors, with helpful planting sug
gestions.Complete ^landscape Bervl-» kn , div.c» >.J

• R O S E  G U I D E  F R E E
Sen d  for our beautiful manual, "New Guide to 
Bose Culture." EiQulaltely illustrated with 

• famous Dingee Roses and other plants, in full 
natural colors. Gives wealth of information gleaned in 80 
years on care, varieties, planting— free. I.ists 500 roses 
and plants, new and old. Invaluable to beginners. W ill help 
you beautify your home. Write for your copy today.
T H E  DINGEE & C0NARD CO., Box 132. West Grove, Pa.

F O R T Y  D O L LA R S TO SPEN D

luxury of silken draperies or deep- 
cushioned couches. Chairs and tables 
had been bought for service or had 
been presented by congregations with 
the idea that they must last a long 
time. Stout plain chairs and tables, 
their varying styles writing a history 
of furniture-making in the last three 
decades, their scars like runes telling 
a tale of growing, lively children. The 
old black grand piano, filling one-third 
of the living-room, loomed ponderous 
and incongruously rich against the 
general spruce shabbiness. Rugs were 
spread over the downstairs’ floors now; 
but the upstairs’ rooms boasted only 
islands of woven rags. The carpets be
low, for that matter, had been worn 
to the backing in spots where feet rest
ed most continually. They had been 
turned and turned around until now 
there was no choice between thin spots. 
The kitchen linoleum needed replace
ment. Everything was like that. No 
church, whatever its pride, unless it 
was a church too proud to appreciate 
a Dr. Skipping, could hope to supply 
the needs of a family that would squan
der its substance on musical educations 
and the like.

D INNER was ready before Dr. Skip
ping returned. Dora helped to 

set the table. “ Please!” she begged; 
and then she went about putting out 
silver and china and glass, very, very 
thoughtfully. The meal would be sim
ple, but fastidious and exquisitely 
served. Silver, if counted carefully 
against loss, doesn’t wear out. Linen, 
if laundered kindly, remains fine linen 
to the last thread. There were candles 
in silver candlesticks and a rose in a 
bud vase. It was a Skipping idea that 
the flavor of food depended largely 
on environment. But the food would 
be good, too. Nobody could adorn a 
bargain roast with better, richer gravy 
than could Mrs. Skipping; and to
night there would be the hot ginger
bread, made from real cane syrup 
shipped from the south for Christmas. 
Dinner at the Skippings was their tri
umphant declaration that the fineness 
of living had survived all tests.

With every touch that she gave the 
table Dora fell more and more quiet. 
A cold realization came to weigh on 
her heart until she wondered if she 
would be able to eat later. She knew 
now why she had waited so long to 
admit to Fred and to herself that she 
loved him. She couldn’t marry—any
one—not for ever so long. A year, 
why, a year would be nothing. If she 
worked ten years and was enormously 
successful, she couldn’t give those 
dear ones all the treasures she ached 
to shower upon them. They were peo
ple deserving better than privation 
and privation had been the keynote of 
their existence. She must make up the 
deficit, she, to whom they had all giv
en without reproaching her so much as 
with a consciousness that they were 
giving, must give in return, largely.

Just as her mood was verging on 
the somber, Dora jerked herself up. 
It would not do to be sorrowful on 
her homecoming. This horrible deci
sion about Fred was a thing to be put 
away until she was fast in her own 
small bedroom for the night. Now, 
now she must think of something else 
and quickly. What? The forty dollars, 
of course! The forty dollars with 
which she had planned to glorify the 
house. Now it would be just the first 
of many gifts. Dora blinked and cast 
her eyes about.

The possibilities were overwhelming. 
There was, first, the everlasting prob
lem of carpets. She might find down

[<Continued from page 87]

town a few small rugs in soft, bright 
colors for the most prominent worn 
places. They wouldn’t be Oriental 
rugs, but would be good velvet carpet
ings. She might find two of them, say, 
and with the rest of the money buy 
Gretel a frame and the yarns and a 
pattern, for a hooked rug. That would 
be a present to Gretel, too, the lovely 
work for her hands. Or might she find 
a real bargain in a good cushioned 
chair? Probably not. Furniture was so 
expensive! Later for that. Or a lamp 
of hand-wrought iron, perhaps; and a 
soft-hued shade for one beautiful cor
ner at night? No. The family would 
stand the lamp at the piano and place 
her under its radiance and—that 
wasn’t the idea! Curtains? She could 
buy yards and yards of silk and Gretel,

again, would be happy to do the sew
ing. Perhaps the curtains would be 
best. She’d have to make a list of 
possibilities and see how far the forty 
dollars would go.

This bit of woman’s planning 
brightened Dora’s eyes and lifted her 
mouth corners until she looked quite 
happy as she went back to the living- 
room where Mrs. Skipping was await
ing the hour for serving dinner and 
trying to help Paul decide between 
two offers of positions—one as assist
ant operator in the latest moving pic
ture theater, the other as working 
partner in Nick Sherer’s new cleaning 
business.

“And remember,”  she mocked af
fectionately, “don’t let friendship lure 
you from the shining ways of art, 
dear. Now money—that would be dif
ferent ! ”

“Aw!”  said Paul, adoring her, but 
helpless under her teasing.

“ What is keeping Dad ?” asked Dora.
“Heaven knows,” said Mrs. Skip

ping. “ I  mean that literally, darling. 
When the Reverend Dr. Skipping 
leaves home in the morning I say a 
special prayer to our Heavenly Father 
to bring him back to us safely. The 
Reverend, left to himself, would 
never accomplish it. He’d get so lost 
among his blessed works—”

A breath of cold air swept in from 
the hall.

“ Is that so?”  challenged a rich, 
deep voice borne in on the draft.

Dora waited, not to miss the glim
mer that came to her mother’s eyes 
at any sudden appearance of the 
father, the warming, the softening that 
came all over her face.

D R. SKIPPING had taken off his 
overcoat. He was unwinding a 

muffler and beaming in the general di
rection of family chatter. Somehow the 
picture of him standing there smote 
home to Dora’s heart. Another indelible 
impression, like that picture of John be
fore he went to war. He looked at once 
so young and so old, this father of hers.

He’d always seemed just young before, 
young and strong and ruddy with 
health, if never exactly handsome; but 
now—she wondered just what his years 
might be. His hair wan thinnipg 
rapidly. The glinting gold of her own 
head was bleached sand on her fath
er’s. The lenses of his glasses—had he 
needed them strengthened again this 
winter? So soon. His broad shoul
ders were always a little stooped— 
they looked bowed today. Perhaps it 
was just the way he had put on his 
coat.

That dear man and his clothes! It 
was a blessing he had an orator’s voice 
and a pleasing personality or no 
church of any dignity would ever have 
claimed him as he walked about the 
streets, he was so baggy in the knees.

Not that Dora or anybody really 
minded about his clothes. Not that he 
minded. Serenely oblivious to bagged 
knees and uneven coat tails, Dr. Skip
ping held out his arms in welcome.

“My Dad!” Dora said with a 
strangled gulp, strangled, because Skip
pings never carried on.

“Well, well!” Her father shook her 
gently and held her off after kissing 
her. “And have you been in the house 
two hours and no kind person told you 
about the smudge on your face?” He 
pulled out a handkerchief and pains
takingly wiped off the one tear that 
she hadn’t been able to hold back.

T HE next day Dora had lunch down 
town with her father. In the late 

afternoon, when the family was sniffing 
about the kitchen and making eyes at 
two cherry pies—Mrs. Skipping said at 
meal-times they were like orphans with 
their noses against the windowpanes— 
Dora heard a tapping on the front door 
glass and let her father into the main 
hall unobserved. Fifteen minutes later 
Mrs. Skipping sat down for the usual 
before-dinner lull.

“We will not wait for your blessed 
father,”  she announced.

“Dad is at home,” said Dora. “No, 
wait a minute. I  want to tell you 
something.”

She tried not to strike a pose, but 
this was a momentous occasion.

“At school this past term,” she said, 
“ I managed to save forty dollars from 
my allowance. I brought it home and 
I spent it all today on a present for 
the house.”

There was silence.
“Daughter,” said Mrs. Skipping 

weakly or in pretense of weakness, 
“ forty dollars—all in one day?” 

“ Gee!”  said Paul. “What did you 
get?”

“Dora, Dora!” said Mrs. Skipping. 
“Why didn’t you tell me? There’s been 
a dancing frock at Beutel’s that I ’ve 
wanted for you since the Thanksgiv
ing sales.”

“ Now, Mother!”
“Oh, but I wouldn’t have let you 

buy things for the house! I want you 
to have your pretties, now. Why, I  re
member the first time your father took 
me to a theater, I  spent all my month’s 
allowance on one hat. The play was a 
sad one and I  cried on the ribbons 
but I never regretted the extravagance. 
I still have the hat. Dora, I would 
have made you get that dress and per
haps some new slippers.”

“ Mother’s sparring for time,” said 
Paul. “What did you get?”

“ Father has it upstairs,” said Dora, 
hugging her mother close.

“Well, he’ll never remember to bring 
it down if you don’t remind him,” said 
Mrs. Skipping. “Paul, elevate your 
basso profundo and call the dear man.” 

[ Continued, on page 89~\
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G lo d io lw sF R E E
GOLDEN ANNIVERSARY ISSUE

IL L U ST R A T E D  IN  CO LO R
Se n d  for the 50th Anniversary Book list
ing the foremost collection of Gladioli in 
the world. A. E. Kunderd, recognized as 

leading Gladiolus hybridist, the orig
inator of the popular Buttled and the 
Lacinlated Gladioli, introduces 130 
varieties this year. Over 500 Kun
derd varieties are listed, 64 shown in 
color, and anniversary collections are 
offered at special prices. Send for 
your— FREE— catalog today.

A. E. K U N D ER D , 113 Lincoln Way West
Goshen, Indiana, T7. S. A.

Please send me your Golden Anniversary Gladiolus Book FREE.

Street or R .F .D ._  
City-----------------------

Bargains. Addt 
Earl Ferris Nursery 

S IS  Bridge St. 
Hampton

1 R F  greens, Fruits, Shrubs, 
• Ornamentals, etc. To prove 

that our Direct-From-Nursery-to
SSK K K aM ftasaK TSpruce Evergreen Seedlings, suitable for 30 ft. Hedge, free to everyoni 
sending 25c to cover Postage, etc.

Big Colored Catalog Free
Contains foil lino Nnraery Stock cole ed pictures, complete descriptions,.

complete plan tint J  —

Every home should have this
! N E W  G A R D E N IN G  B O O K

—  FREE/
How to plan a garden; raise 
flowers and vegetables success
fully: make your garden a
neighborhood gem. How to 
overcome insects and diseases: 
simplify procedure. What to 
plant, how to plant It, how to 
keep garden blooming all 
summer. 40 pages crammed 
with facts that every home 

‘ gardener should know. Sent 
free with 1030 Catalog of 
Harris’ Seeds.

WHOOPING
For 50 years Vapo- 
Cresolene has eased
the paroxysms of Whooping Cough. Use it 
tonight and save the child from that wracking 
cough. Cresolene is widely used for Head and 
Chest Colds, Croup and Bronchial Asthma.

A proven germicide and  disinfect
ant. Sold by a ll druggists. W rite  
for descriptive booklet No.691 

VAP O-CRESO LEN E CO .
62 Cortlandt Street, New York City

f

ALL WALL DECORATIONS
D e c o r a t i v e
Moore 

Push-Pins
a  B lo c k — A ll D e a le r s

SlOO FOR Y O U R  C H U R C H
Church workers have already raised over 
$500,000.00 by a dignified and desirable 
method. Write to Dept. IB, McCall’s 
Magazine, Dayton, O., for facts about 
the M cC A LL C H U R C H  P L A N .

F O R T Y  D O L L A R S TO  SPEN D
[Continued from page 88]

Obediently Paul rose, one hand tug
ging at the belt of his trousers.

“I said elevate your basso profundo, 
Paul.”

“Well, I  am !” With both hands 
Paul jerked at the belt.

“Your basso profundo, dear, is your 
deep bass voice.”

“Aw!” said Paul, amid general ex
cited laughing. “If  you ever would call 
pants pants, a fellow wouldn’t get so 
mixed! ”

He went up the steps three at a 
time. There was a shout about the 
moment when he should have hit the 
upper hall and down he clattered back
ward with imminent danger to his own 
neck and everything else breakable in 
the general vicinity.

“My cat’s eyebrows!” he gasped. 
“Do you see what I  see?”

Down the steps after him advanced 
with dignity and yet with a certain 
snap, a most distinguished gentleman 
in a brand new custom-tailored suit. 
I t had to be a black suit, but it was 
the smartest and latest cut. Dr. Skip
ping looked like a model from the 
front page of an advertising section— 
and he knew it. Had anybody thought 
him oblivious to his shabbiness? That 
person needed to see him now. He 
could have preened no more in the day 
of his first long pants. The stoop 
seemed to have lifted from his shoul
ders. He beamed and invited his gasp
ing family to view him on all* sides, 
to feel that cloth! Hadn’t he and Dora 
found a tremendous bargain? Didn’t 
he look grand?

Mrs. Skipping cried.
“Paul,” she said, while the tears still 

ran, “immediately after supper you’re 
to fetch those abominable rags he has 
shed and bum them. Will you, dear?”

But Felix precipitated the denoue
ment.

'“I  know!” she squealed. “Dora 
wanted to dress up the house for her 
sweetheart, but she changed her mind 
and dressed up Father.”

Dora swallowed hard. The family 
had to be told—sometime.

“I ’m not sure that Fred is coming,” 
she faltered.

“What?” The cry seemed to assail 
her from all sides at once. I t carried 
every shade of disappointment, unbe
lief, protest. Mrs. Skipping stiffened. 
There was no light mockery in her 
then. But perhaps the sharpest ex
clamation was from Gretel, who, last 
night, had made Dora’s battle very 
hard by creeping into her room and 
asking to be told all about the wonder
ful lover. Poor Gretel!

T WROTE to him last night.” Dora
wondered how she could explain.
“Pooh!” said Dr. Skipping. “Of 

course he’s coming. What’s a letter? 
I ’ve been talking to him over the tele
phone.”

“But you don’t know what I  said in 
my letter—”

“Yes, I  do. He told me. I ’d have 
known anyhow. We talked and be
tween us we decided not to pay any 
attention to the letter, or to any other 
sacrificial arguments you might put 
up. We decided that we were the men 
of the family. Why, the only reason I 
bought this suit was so that I might 
look respectable at your wedding!”

The glimmer was strong on Mrs. 
Skipping’s face. She laid hold of her 
husband’s arm. Dora laid hold of the 
other.

“Daddy Skipping,” she said, “there 
were three dollars left of the suit 
money. Did you or did you not get 
that new shirt as you promised?”

“I  did not,” said the Reverend. “I ’ve 
got lots of shirts, but only one pros
pective son-in-law. And he’s due here 
at eight-thirty this evening. Not to
morrow or the day after, but tonight. 
Our conversation was worth more than 
three dollars. So, let’s have dinner and 
let me get off to meet that train. Did 
you think I  dressed up like this just 
to show off before you all?”

T H E  ALTAR OF HONOR
[Continued from page 26]

Again he accepted her decision with
out protest. He guided her back to 
where Basil still stood, awaiting them.

She sank into a chair, panting a lit
tle, while for a few seconds the two 
men talked together; and then came 
Rory’s voice bidding her farewell.

“In case I don’t see you again,” he 
said, “I ’ll say goodbye. Lord Conister 
tells me you’ll be going home directly.” 

His hand gripped hers, and again 
that electric current leaping between 
them and entering her inmost being.

GOODBYE, Rory!” she said; and 
added, with a kind of desperation, 

“We’ll meet again some day.” 
“Rather!” said Rory.
And then he was gone, and the 

handsome face with the laughing Irish 
eyes was only a memory.

She went up to her room with Basil 
as though she walked in her sleep. She 
was unutterably tired and thankful 
that he did not question her.

And all through the night, over and 
over there ran the words: “I t ’s over 
—finished—done with—dead.” But 
every time she awoke she knew that 
because of one thing, which she had 
not told Rory, the past could never die.

Charmaine’s second son was born 
in the following April. Aunt Edith, 
who had dreaded the event, was sur
prised at the calmness with which 
Charmaine faced her ordeal.

“Bless you, my dear!” said Aunt 
Edith to the new mother. “Well, Basil 
certainly ought to be pleased this time. 
If that darling little rascal Guy hasn’t 
much of the Conisters in him, your 
new baby is one to the life. He is 
simply Hugh over again.”

I t  was true the baby had all the 
characteristics of the Conisters. He 
had a quaint dignity, even in babyhood, 
wholly unknown to his wild young 
brother.

Guy at two years was complete 
master in his own sphere. He was a 
child of quick development, amazingly 
impressionable and ready to absorb all 
forms of knowledge that came his way. 
His devotion to Basil was whole
hearted and intense.

And indeed Basil bestowed upon 
this boy’s moral training far more at
tention than a child of that age usu
ally receives from a father. He learned 
first and before all things a sense of 
honor. “Honor before all” was his mot
to—the species of honor which stands 
before every other consideration, even 
life itself—the honor that embodies 
purity, straightness, courage and loy
alty, all in one—the honor without 
which, so Basil taught him, nothing 
else on earth was worth having—to 
which all else should be sacrificed.

And Guy with his receptive nature, 
accepted and assimilated the teaching 
with such eagerness that in his wildest 

[Continued on page 90]

HENDERSONS
SPECIAL OFFER

Peter Henderson e Cq.
35 C o r t l a n d t  S t . New York

WATER IILY POOl
J o r  e v e r y  g a r d e n

No garden is modern without the colorful beauty, 
exquisite fragrance and fascinating interest o f a Water 
Lily Pool. Even small gardens have room for at least 
a simple tub-garden.

Complete Water Garden—Only $5 
Choice o f pink, blue, yellow, or white Water 
Lily; 6 Aquatic Plants; 6 Border Plants; Cedar 
Water Lily Tub and pair o f Snails. A ll for #5 . 

Send fo r  FREE illustrated booklet; tells how to build 
pool or plant tub garden; describes Water Lilies, 
Aquatic Plants, Ornamental Fishes.

WM’ T R I C K E R - inc.
110 Brookside Ave. Saddle River, N, J.

Grow
The Vegetables and Flowers 
you would like to see grow
ing in your garden—read all 
about them in

B urp ee’ s A nnual 
It describes Burpee Qual
ity Seeds, Bulbs and Plants.’ 
A  million people use it as 
their garden guide. Write 
for Burpee’s  Annual today. 
I t ’ s  free.

W . A tle e  B u rp e e  Co. 
2 7 1  Burpee B ld g .. Ph ilad elphia

T R E E /  -  T U C L D T  -  V I N E /
G U A R A N T E E D  H E A L T H Y .  T R U E  T O  N A M E

20%  o f O r d e r  A d d e d  F re e
Maloney’s 1930 Catalog tells how you gel 
60c. worth of plants free with $3.00 order, 
$1.00 with $5.00 order, etc. Also describes 
Unit Plantings — assortments of different plants ready to transform bare lawn into 
complete garden. Other offers. Lists 1000 
plants. All pictures in natural colors. 
Maloney Bros. Nursery Co., Inc.

G row ers fo r  4 6  y ea rs  
100 Main St. Dansville, N. Y.

/ E N D  r o c  F R E E  C A T A L O G
, o s e s  o f  New  Castle

is tlie title of a beautiful book on the culture 
of roses and other plants; gives expert ex
perience of a lifetime. Exquisitely illustrated 
in natural colors; offers and tells how to 
i/row our famous plants. Write for free copy. 
HELLER BROS. CO., Box 113, New Castle, Ind.

I F  you w ill send  us 10 cents, and 
m ention w here you saw  th is  ad 

v ertisem en t, we w ill m ail you H en 
derson’s  new catalogue, “ EV ER Y 
THING F O R  T H E  GA RD EN ,” and 
th e  new H enderson  25c R ebate  Slip.

Every Rebate Slip 
Counts as Cash

The H enderson  R ebate  Slip, w hen 
re tu rn ed  to  us, w ill be accepted  as 
25c cash  paym ent on any  o rder of 
Two D ollars or over. In  addition , we 
will include w ith  your o rder our 
H enderson S pecialty  Collection of 
six of our best-know n in troductions: 

One p ack et e ach  of P on- 
derosa Tom ato, B ig Bos
ton  Lettuce, E a rly  S car
let T urn ip  R adish, In 
vincible A sters, B rillian t 
M ixture Poppies, and 
G iant W aved Spencer 
Sw eet Peas.

“ E very th in g  For 
T he G ard en ” 

is  the title  o f our annual 
catalogue. For 1930 , it 

book of 208 pages. 
16 beautiful color 

192 pages of 
in various
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D o n ’t neglect a COLD!
T HAT miserable chest cold—rub on 

Musterole and see how quickly you’ll feel 
better! Rub it on again every hour fo r  
five  hours and you’ll be amazed!

Working like the trained hands of a 
masseur, this famous blend 
of oil of mustard, camphor, 
menthol and other helpful 
ingredients brings relief nat
urally. It penetrates and 
stimulates blood circulation 
and helps to draw out in
fection aches and pain.

Used by millions for 20 years. Recommended 
by many doctors and nurses.

And don’t be satisfied with the almost 
instant relief you’ll experience on the first 
Musterole rub. Keep at it every hour for 

five hours and see how won
derfully it works.

Keep Musterole handy— 
jars and tubes.
T o  M o th e rs  —  M u ste ro le  is  
also  m a d e  in  m ild e r  fo r m  
f o r  babies a n d  s m a ll  c h il
d r e n .  A s k  f o r  c h i l d r e n 's  
M u ste ro le .

CAM PBELL’S
I N F R A ;  &  R E D R A Y

M  LAMP

w

Have You 
Some

Troublesom e 
A ilm ent?  t*

Infra-Red R ays relieve congestion or troubles causing 
aches and painsin the body. The Campbell Infra-Red 
R ay Lam p concentrates a mild beam of Infra-Red 
R ays upon any part of the body.

These rays penetrate deeply into the tissues. As 
they penetrate they create an active circulation of the 
blood. Most ailments are due to congestion—relieve 
the congestion and you relieve the ailment. Nature her
self does thehealing by active, normal blood circulation.

W hy Suffer Needless Pain?
I f  you or some friend have a  troublesome ailment, a 
lamp like this is  a  blessing. M ay be used safely by 
anyone.

Relieve bronchial trouble. Neuralgia, Neuritis, Rheu
matism, Lumbago, Flu  and many other ailments.

T ell U s Your Trouble 
Get Our Book on Infra-Red Rays

Quotes leading  authorities a s  iv e ll a s  users  
Infra-Red R ays have brought wonderful results for 
others. Let us send you their letters. Write today for 
our book giving details.
T H E  W I L L IA M  C A M P B E L L  C O M P A N Y

1 0 4 3  U nion Avenue ♦ Alliance, Ohio_____

How Harry McGuire’s deformed 
left foot was corrected at McLain 
Sanitarium is shown by photo 
and father’s letter:
Our boy was bom with a Club Foot. Plas
ter Paris was used and the foot operated on 
without satisfactory results. Finally we took 
him to your Institution. His foot is now 
straight and he walks, runs and plays as 
though he never had a crippled foot. We 
will gladly answer letters.

LENARD McGUIRE,
R. R. No. 8, Ml. Vernon, Illinois

McLain Sanitarium (established 1898) is a pri
vate institution devoted to the treatment of 
crippled, deformed and paralyzed conditions 
generally. No surgical operation requiring 
chloroform or general anaesthetics. Plaster Paris 
not used. Patients received without delay. Par
ents retain full charge of children if  desired.

W r i t e  F o r  F r e e  B o o k s
"Deformities and Paralysis,” and "References,” which 
show and tell of McLain Sanitarium’s facilities for 
treating Club Feet, Infantile Paralysis, Spinal Diseases 
and Deformities, Hip and Knee Disease, Wry Neck, etc. 
Also illustrated magazine, "Sanitarium News,” mailed 
free every 60 days.
McLAIN ORTHOPEDIC SANITARIUM

944 Aubert A v ., St.Louis, Missouri, U.S.A.

and mail me with your name and address to 
Dept. 1-K, McCall’s Magazine, Dayton, Ohio. 

I will tell you how to get an extra $5.00 or $10.00 easily. M a il T oday!

CUT ME OUT

THE ALTAR OF HONOR
[ Continued from page 89\

m o o d s  h e  n e v e r  w h o lly  fo r g o t  i t .  
R e s p o n s ib i l i ty  w a s  f a r  h a r d e r  t o  te a c h  
h im . T h e  b o y  w a s  b y  n a t u r e  c o m 
p le t e ly  i r r e s p o n s ib le ,  f u l l  o f  a  re c k le s s  
d a r in g  t h a t  m a d e  h is  t im id  m o th e r  
t r e m b le .

“ I t  d o e s n ’t  m a t t e r  so  m u c h  i f  I  o n ly  
k i l l  m y s e l f ,  d o e s  i t ,  D a d d y ? ”  h e  a s k e d  
o n c e , s e e k in g  e n l ig h te n m e n t  o n  a  s u b 
j e c t  o n  w h ic h  f o r  s o m e  t im e  h e  h a d  
s e r io u s ly  p o n d e r e d .  “ I t ’s  o n ly  so  lo n g  
a s  I  d o n ’t  k i l l  a n y b o d y  e ls e .”

“ W e ll,  o ld  c h a p ,”  B a s i l  a n s w e re d ,  
“ I t  s h o u ld n ’t  m a t t e r  so  m u c h  f r o m  
y o u r  o w n  p o in t  o f  v ie w  c e r t a in ly ,  b u t  
i t  m ig h t  f r o m  o t h e r  p e o p le ’s . Y o u  
o u g h t  t o  r e m e m b e r  t h a t . ”

“ O h , w e ll , o f  c o u r s e  o n e  w o u ld n 't  d o  
i t  o n  p u r p o s e .” s a id  G u y  c h e e r i ly . “ I  
o n ly  m e a n t  i f  i t  j u s t  h a p p e n e d ,  t h a t ’s 
a ll .  I t ’d  b e  m u c h  b e t t e r  t o  k i l l  m y s e l f  
t h a n  H u g h ,  w o u ld n ’t  i t ? ”

“ E v e r y  t im e ,”  s a id  B a s i l ,  w i th  an  
a r m  ro u n d  th e  a c t iv e  y o u n g  sh o u ld e rs . 
“ B u t  w h a t ’s  i n  t h e  w in d ? ”

G u y , w h o  w a s  a t  t h e  e x p e r im e n ta l  
a g e  o f  e ig h t ,  e v a d e d  th e  q u e s t io n  a n d  
c h a n g e d  th e  s u b je c t  b y  a s k in g  i f  h e  
m ig h t  r u n  d o w n  th r o u g h  t h e  w o o d s  to  
t h e  r a i lw a y  a n d  s e e  t h e  t r a i n  c o m e  o u t  
o f  t h e  t u n n e l  f r o m  B e n tb r id g e .

I t  w a s  o n e  o f  t h e  m o s t  s t r in g e n t  
ru le s  o f  th e  h o u s e  t h a t  n e i th e r  o f  th e  
c h i ld r e n  s h o u ld  e v e r  o p e n  t h e  s m a ll  
g a t e  w h ic h  le d  a c ro s s  th e  l in e , a n d  so 
w e ll  w a s  th i s  u n d e r s to o d  t h a t  B as il  
h a d  n o  m isg iv in g s  r e g a rd in g  i t .  A f te r  
a n  a f f e c t io n a te  f a r e w e ll  h e  l e t  G u y  go  
a n d  t u r n e d  b a c k  to  h is  w o rk .

H a l f  a n  h o u r  l a t e r  h e  c a m e  c r e e p in g  
in  th ro u g h  th e  o p e n  l i b r a r y  w in d o w  
w i th  a  fa c e  o f  s u c h  d e a th ly  w h ite n e s s  
t h a t  B a s i l  t u r n e d  in  h i s  c h a i r ,  s t a r t l e d .  
“ G u y !  W h a t  o n  e a r t h ’s t h e  m a t t e r ? ” 

G u y  c a m e  to  h im  a n d  s to o d  b y  h is  
s id e . H e  w a s  s h a k in g  a l l  o v e r ,  th o u g h  
h e  t r i e d  v e r y  h a r d  to  h id e  i t .

“ I ’v e — I ’v e  b e e n  o n  th e  l i n e .” 
“ Y o u ’v e  w h a t? ”  B a s i l  s a id .

I D I D N ’T  d o  i t  o n  p u r p o s e ,”  c a m e  
th e  c h i ld ’s so b b in g  c o n fe s s io n . “ Y e s , 

I  m e a n ,  I  d id . O n ly  I  d id n ’t  g o  th ro u g h  
th e  g a t e  a n d  I  d id n ’t  o p e n  i t .  I  c lim b e d  
o n  t h a t  l i t t l e  t r e e  b y  t h e  t u n n e l ,  a n d  
i t  b ro k e ,  a n d  I  f e l l  o v e r  t h e  o t h e r  s id e  
— I  m e a n ,  I  w a s  o n  t h e  o t h e r  s id e —  
o n ly  I  w a s  in  t h e  t r e e  ’s t e a d  o f  o n  th e  
g r o u n d  t i l l  i t  b r o k e ,  a n d  I  f e ll  d o w n  th e  
b a n k  j u s t  w h e n  th e  t r a i n  c a m e  th r o u g h  
t h e  tu n n e l .  A n d  I  h a n g e d  o n  to  s o m e 
th in g  t i l l  i t  w a s  g o n e . T h e n  I  s l ip p e d  
r i g h t  d o w n  o n  to  t h e  l in e .  A n d  I ’v e  
b e e n  in  t h a t  t r e e  b e f o r e ,  D a d d y ,”  w ith  
a  f r e s h  b u r s t  o f  t e a r s .  “ O n ly  i t  d id n ’t  
fe e l  l ik e  b e in g  o n  th e  w ro n g  s id e  o f  th e  
h e d g e  t i l l  i t  b r o k e .”

“ Y o u  s a y  y o u ’v e  b e e n  in  t h a t  t r e e  
b e f o re .  Y o u  m u s t  h a v e  c l im b e d  i t  f r o m  
t h e  ra i l in g ,  so  y o u  m u s t  h a v e  k n o w n  
i t  w a s  o n  th e  w ro n g  s id e .”

“ Y e s ,”  s o b b e d  G u y . “ B u t  I  d id n ’t  
t h in k  i t  m a t t e r e d  t i l l  i t  b ro k e .  A n d  I  
n e v e r  th o u g h t  i t  w o u ld .”

“ W e r e  y o u  f r ig h t e n e d ? ”  B a s i l  a s k e d . 
“ N o t — n o t— n o t  v e r y ,”  w h is p e r e d  

G u y , s t r iv in g  a t  s e l f - c o n t ro l .
“ H a s  H u g h  e v e r  b e e n  t h e r e ? ”  a s k e d  

B a s i l  a b r u p t ly .
“ N o t  in  t h e  t r e e ,  D a d d y .  H e — h e  

t r i e d  t o  o n c e , a n d  I — s m a c k e d  h is  h e a d  
’co s  I  t h o u g h t  i t  w a s n ’t  s a f e .”

“ I  s e e ,”  s a id  B a s il .  “ W e l l ,”  h e  sp o k e  
d e l ib e r a te ly .  “ I ’m  n o t  g o in g  to  w h ip  
y o u  th i s  t im e ,  b u t  I ’m  n o t  g o in g  to  le t  
y o u  off s c o t - f r e e  e i th e r .  Y o u  w ill  n o t  go  
in to  t h e  r a i lw a y  w o o d  a g a in  f o r  a  
w h o le  y e a r .”

“ O h , D a d d y ! ”  G u y  f lu n g  h im s e l f  
u p o n  h is  f a th e r  in  a n  a g o n y  o f  s u p 
p l ic a t io n .  “ N o t  a  w h o le  y e a r !  O h . 
D a d d y ,  I  m u s t— I  m u s t !  O h , I ’d  
m u c h  r a th e r  b e  w h ip p e d ! ”  h e  c r ie d .

“ I  d a r e s a y ! ” B a s i l  h e ld  h im  o ff w ith  
q u i e t  f i rm n e s s .  “ B u t ,  y o u  se e , i t  i s n ’t  
f o r  y o u  to  c h o o se . N o w , s to p  i t ,  G u y !  
T a k e  y o u r  p u n i s h m e n t  l ik e  a  m a n ,  a n d  
I ’l l  fo r g iv e  y o u .”

G u y ’s  b la c k  e y e s , s t r e a m in g  w i th  
t e a r s ,  lo o k e d  u p  in to  t h e  s t e a d y  g ra y  
o n e s  a b o v e  th e m .

“ D o  y o u  t h in k  y o u  d e s e rv e  t o  b e  
t r u s t e d ? ”  B a s i l  a s k e d  g ra v e ly .

“ Y e s ,  D a d d y ,”  c a m e  G u y ’s  p r o m p t  
re s p o n s e .

“ W h y ? ”  a s k e d  B as il.
G u y ’s h e a d  c a m e  u p  e a g e r ly . H e  

lo o k e d  B a s il  s t r a ig h t  in  t h e  f a c e . “ B e 
c a u s e  I ’d  g iv e  y o u  m y  w o r d  o f  h o n o r  
n e v e r — n e v e r— to  g e t  o n  th e  w ro n g  
s id e  o f  th e  h e d g e  a g a in .”

“ I  s e e ,”  s a id  B as il . “ A n d , s o n n y , 
y o u ’r e  s u re  y o u ’d  n e v e r  f o r g e t ? ”

“ O h , n e v e r ,”  s a id  G u y  v e r y  e a r n e s t 
ly ,  “ n e v e r ,  D a d d y ,  n e v e r ! ”

“ V e ry  w e l l ,”  s a id  B as il . “ I ’l l  a c c e p t  
y o u r  w o r d  o f  h o n o r .”

IT  H A D  lo n g  b e e n  a n  u n d e r s to o d  
t h i n g  b e tw e e n  th e m  t h a t  C h a rm a in e  

m u s t  a lw a y s  b e  s p a r e d  a l l  d i s tr e s s ,  a n d  
a s  G u y  d e p a r t e d  a f t e r  a  f in a l h u g . 
B a s il  k n e w  t h a t  n o  r u m o r  o f  t h e  e p i 
s o d e  w o u ld  r e a c h  h e r .

B u t  a  c e r t a in  c o n v e r s a t io n  t o o k  p la c e  
in  t h e  n u r s e r y  t h a t  n ig h t  t h a t  w a s  n o t  
w i th o u t  i t s  s ig n if ic a n c e . H a v in g  s a id  h is  
p r a y e r s  w i th  u n u s u a l  s e r io u s n e s s  G u y  
s h o t  a n  a b r u p t  q u e s t io n  a t  h i s  m o th e r .

“ M u m m y ,  ’s p o s e  I  w a s  v e r y  c a r e 
le s s  a n d  d id  s o m e th in g  t h a t  k i l le d  m e , 
d o  y o u  th in k  G o d  w o u ld  b e  a n g r y ? ” 

C h a rm a in e  g a s p e d  a  l i t t l e .
“ I  d o n ’t  k n o w , d e a r ,”  s h e  s a id  a f t e r  

a  m o m e n t .  “ N o ,  I  d o n ’t  t h i n k  H e  
w o u ld  b e  a n g r y .  B u t  w h y  d o  y o u  a s k ? ”  

“ O h , n o th in g ,”  s a id  G u y  a ir i ly .  “ I  
j u s t  w o n d e r e d .”

“ M u m m y ,”  s a id  H u g h  s o le m n ly  on  
h e r  o t h e r  s id e , “ H e  w o u ld n ’t  k n o w  i f  
G o d  w a s  a n g r y  o r  n o t  i f  h e  w a s  d e a d , 
w o u ld  h e ? ”

“ O h  y e s , I  w o u ld ,”  s a id  G u y , s w if t  
a s  l i g h tn in g  w i th  h is  re p ly .  “ D e a t h  is  
g o in g  to  G o d . A u n t  E d i t h  s a y s  s o .” 

“ D a r l in g ,”  in t e r p o s e d  C h a rm a in e  
g e n t ly ,  “ I  c a n ’t  t e l l  y o u  a n y th in g  a b o u t  
D e a t h ,  b e c a u s e  I  d o n ’t  k now ’. B u t  I ’m  
s u re  t h a t  G o d  w o u ld  n e v e r  b e  re a l ly  
a n g r y  w i th  u s  u n le s s  w e  w r o n g e d  s o m e 
o n e  b y  w h a t  w e  d id . T h e n — ”  s h e  h a l f  
w h is p e r e d —  “ H e  m ig h t  b e .”

T h e  tw o  c h i ld r e n  p re s s e d  n e a r e r  to  
h e r .  “ W h a t  d o  y o u  s u p p o s e  H e ’d  d o ? ” 
G u y  a s k e d .

S h e  c la s p e d  th e m  b o t h  w i th  s u d 
d e n  c lo se n e s s .

“ Y o u  w o u ld  n e v e r  w r o n g  a n y o n e ,” 
s h e  s a id  fo n d ly .

“ W e ll,  n o ,”  s a id  G u y . a  h i n t  o f  
s u p e r io r i t y  in  h i s  to n e . “ W e ’re  C o n is -  
t e r s .  S ti l l ,  I ’d  r a th e r  l ik e  t o  k n o w .” 

“ Y e s ,  d a r l in g ,  y e s .  B u t  w e ’r e  n o t  
m e a n t  t o , ”  s a id  C h a r m a in e  a lm o s t  
p le a d in g ly .  “ I  t h in k — I  s o m e t im e s  
t h in k — t h a t  m o s t  o f  u s  a n y h o w  a r e  
p u n is h e d  f o r  o u r  s in s  b e f o r e  w e  d ie , 
n o t  a f te r w a r d .”

G u y  c o n s id e r e d  t h i s  f o r  a  fe w  s e c 
o n d s . “ B u t  y o u  n e v e r  d id  a n y  s in s , so 
y o u  c a n ’t  k n o w , M u m m y ,”  h e  d e 
c id e d  f in a lly .

R o r y  s a t  o n  a  c h a i r  in  t h e  P a r k  n e x t  
t o  a  v e r y  o ld  la d y  w h o s e  u p r ig h t  c a r 
r ia g e  d id  n o t  b e l ie  h e r  y e a r s .  E v e r y 
o n e  a g r e e d  t h a t  L a d y  C ra v e n s to w e  
w a s  w o n d e r fu l ,  b u t  n o  o n e  e v e r  s a id  
t h a t  s h e  m a d e  a n y  a t t e m p t  t o  d isg u ise  
h e r  ag e . A t  e ig h ty - f o u r  s h e  h a d  th e  
lo o k  o f  a  F r e n c h  m a rq u is e .  H e r  h a i r  
w a s  s n o w y  w h i t e  a n d  a b u n d a n t .  H e r  
e y e s  w e re  s t i l l  b r ig h t  a n d  k in d ly  u n d e r  
t h e i r  d e l ic a te ly  a r c h e d  b ro w s ;  a n d  h e r  
th in ,  c h is e le d  f e a tu r e s  h a d  th e  c le a r  

[Continued on page 91~\
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pallor which so often denotes health in 
old age. Her face had few lines, and 
they, as Guy once flatteringly told her, 
were all horizontal, which were of 
course the very best kind of lines to 
have.

He had acted upon impulse, like the 
Rory of the other days, in bringing 
himself to old Lady Cravenstowe’s 
notice on this bright spring morning. 
But behind his impulse was the strong 
purpose which now characterized all 
his actions. And because of this pur
pose, having thus introduced himself, 
he sat down beside her.

SHE had greeted him with her cus
tomary graciousness, but she had 

not at once recognized him.
Then in a flash she knew him, turned 

and closely regarded him. “Ah, yes!” 
she said. “I remember you well. Rory 
Donovan! Of course—of course! You 
were at Starfields the summer that dear 
Hugh died and Basil 
m a r r i e d  C h a r -  
maine.”

“Nearly sixteen 
y e a r s  ago,” said 
Rory, with an odd 
grimace. “I  w a s  
y o u n g  and some- 
w h a t foolish. Do 
you remember? And 
you promised that if 
I  came to see you, 
you would teach me 
wisdom.”

“I  d id ,” s h e  
agreed warmly. “I 
should think I  do 
remember. But you 
never came.”

“No, I n e v e r  
came.” He spoke as 
one on the verge of 
a jest. “I  gave my
self up to work and 
got sent to the ends of the earth in
stead.”

“And did you learn wisdom there?” 
she asked quizzically.

“A certain measure of it.” He an
swered her in the same vein. “I  learned 
the secret of quick promotion anyway, 
which some think is the same thing.” 

“Ah!” She nodded comprehendingly. 
“And you’ve got there. I congratulate 
you. Are you married?”

He made a slight movement. “No. 
I ’ve had no time for that. One can’t 
do everything. I t ’s been a  good show 
though. I ’ve enjoyed it.”

“You never have settled,” * re
marked Lady Cravenstowe shrewdly. 
“There’s too much of the pirate about 
you for that, or I ’m much mistaken.” 

He laughed at that. “Poor old Aunt 
Eileen died, you know,” he continued, 
“and Pat went and married again.”

“1 never met Pat,” said Lady Crav
enstowe.

“No. But you met his wife—a drag
on of a woman—Griselda Audley.” 

“Good gracious!” Lady Cravenstowe 
turned with the gesture of a young 
woman. “You don’t say that appalling 
person ever found a husband!”

“Oh, well—Pat!” Rory laughed com
passionately. “You could hardly call 
him a husband, could you? She prob
ably- caught him drunk. But how is it 
you never heard? Wasn’t she a half- 
sister to—Lady Conister?”

“Oh, in a way, yes! But they never 
corresponded. Basil didn’t  wish it. We 
knew that old Colonel Audley died, 
and that Griselda inherited barely 
enough to live on. But beyond that 
even Charmaine never heard. The 
Bentleighs went abroad, you know, to 
live. And even with them Charmaine 
never had anything in common.” Lady

Cravenstowe spoke reminiscently. “She 
wasn’t strong, poor child, after the 
birth of the children, and we had to 
take great care of her for some years.” 

“You’re talking of Charmaine,” said 
Rory deliberately. “I remember her 
well as a child. Tell me, how many 
children has she?”

“Two,” said Aunt Edith. “Both 
boys. She so wanted a girl, I  remember, 
for her first-born, but it was not to 
be. Hugh, the younger son, is the 
image of the last Lord Conister. But 
unfortunately, Guy, the heir, though 
he’s a dear boy and my godson, is 
totally different from any of the fam
ily. I  suppose he takes after some ob
scure ancestor of Charmaine’s.” She 
sighed. I t was an old disappointment, 
and the thought of Charmaine’s ances
tors was one upon which she had never 
cared to dwell.

“How old are the children now?” 
asked Rory. “You say there are two?” 

“Guy is just fif
teen, hardly three 
weeks ago. He is at 
Eton, but they are 
all at home now for 
the Easter holidays. 
I was to have gone 
down, but I ’m afraid 
I shirked it.” Aunt 
Edith smiled, and it 
was the smile of old 
age. “I don’t care to 
go far away from 
my own fireside this 
time of the year. I 
think home is best, 
anyhow, when the 
east wind blows.” 

“I ’m sure no one 
else thinks so,” said 
R o r y ,  w i t h  h i s  
r e a d y  gallantry. 
“I ’m at a loose end 
myself for Easter. I 

think I  must run down and look up 
the old place again. Would they think 
it great cheek, I wonder, if I dropped 
in to see them? I met Lord and Lady 
Conister when they were traveling in 
Italy once a good many years ago now. 
And they were very kind to me then.” 

“I am quite sure they would be de
lighted,” said Aunt Edith in her warm 
way. “Let me write to Basil, and I ’m 
sure he will ask you to stay!”

“No, no! Thanks very much.” Rory 
stood up. “I ’ll just go down quietly 
and introduce myself. I ’d rather. My 
time is very limited in any case as I 
have to join my ship at Singapore in 
under six weeks.” He held out his hand. 
“Goodbye! Thanks so much for this 
chat. I t ’s been most interesting, and 
given me a lot to think about.”

He was gone. Aunt Edith sat and 
watched him as he went his way, alert 
and imperious, through the crowd of 
passersby; and a puzzled frown drew 
her brows. “Who is it that he reminds 
me of?” she mused.

MOTHER, aren’t you coming too?” 
Guy’s black head suddenly ap

peared at the door of Charmaine’s bou
doir in which she sat before her desk.

She looked round sharply. “Guy! 
I  thought you’d gone.”

He came into the room—a tall, ath
letic boy with daring dark eyes and a 
winning smile. “No,” he said. “I could
n’t go without seeing you first. Why 
aren’t you coming?”

“I ’m tired, darling,” she said.
He gave her a critical look. “Mother! 

Have you been crying?”
She smiled instantly, though her face 

was pale. “My dear foolish boy, what 
should I cry for? Don’t be so absurd!” 

[Concluded on page 92]
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Charmaine started a little. “How funny 
of him! I think he had an idea that I was

“But we shan’t be back to tea,” objected 
Guy as he hugged her. “I hate leaving you 
alone for so long.”

“I don’t mind being alone, darling,” she 
said. “Guy—dearest, don’t be such a bear!
You’re squeezing me to death!”

He laughed and released her. “Well, don’t look like 
the maiden-all-forlom! We’ll soon be back,” he said.

She listened to his departing feet. She turned a page 
of her blotting-book and gazed downward at a note 
which lay open there. And so for nearly half an hour 
she sat, not moving, seeming scarcely to breathe.

Perhaps that half-hour of intense stillness served in 
some way to fortify her, for when it was over, she rose 
with absolute calm, and passed quietly out and down the 
stairs to the hall.

There had been a time long ago when she had avoided 
the Lovers’ Pool as though by instinct. Today, for the 
first time in many years she voluntarily sought it.

She was nearing the rustic bridge when suddenly she 
stopped, her hand pressed hard against her heart. A fig
ure had come out from the shadow of the trees and 
moved to meet her—a tall, commanding figure that 
strode toward her with something of the old, boyish 
impetuosity.

“Charmaine!” he cried.
She looked up at him, trying to smile with trembling 

lips. “Oh, Rory,” she said, “you are still the same!”
“No, dear, I ’m not really the same,” he said. “I’ve 

grown centuries older, and I’m not, I hope, the selfish 
brute I once was. You didn’t think I asked you for this 
meeting to make love to you did you?”

She did not answer him. “Shall we cross the bridge 
and sit down?”

He turned and she led the way toward the Lovers’ 
Temple. He seated himself beside her and waited for her 
to speak.

She did so at last rather wearily. “No, Rory, I’m sure 
you didn’t ask me to meet you here for that reason. But 
—it wasn’t just for the sake of old friendship, was it?”

“No. I met your aunt in town two days ago. I’ve been 
in the East and had heard nothing of you for years. I 
couldn’t resist stopping and trying to get some news of 
you.”

“Oh, my dear!” said Charmaine sadly.
“She told me several things about you and about your 

children. Charmaine, you didn’t tell me the last time I 
met you. So I didn’t know that you had had. a child so 
soon after your marriage. I saw your two boys today 
riding in the village. I  took special note of Guy. Char
maine, I’ve got to ask you this, though perhaps you’ll 
never forgive me. That boy—that black-haired son of 
yours—Guy—is he—is he a Conister?”

Silence followed his words. She sat gazing before her.

HE SPOKE again, less urgently, with more depth of 
purpose. “You may say I’ve no right to ask. Please 

believe that I have no intention whatever of claiming 
any! But Charmaine, if that boy is my son and not the 
son of Basil Conister then what of the future? Are you 
going to let him inherit the name and family honor 
which should belong to his brother? Dare you take such 
an enormous responsibility as that?”

She turned toward him with an agonized gesture. 
“Rory—Rory—what else can I do?”

He took her hands and held them fast between his 
own. “Oh, God!” he cried. “That I should make you 
suffer like this!” Then, with swift resolution: “Listen, 
dear, listen! Though I behaved like a damned scoundrel 
all those years ago, I’ve got some sense of honor left. I 
had—even in those days, though you’ll hardly believe it. 
I’ve kept away from you all this long time because I 
didn’t know. But if I had known, I’d have come back. 
Now listen! We can’t undo the wrong, but we can stop 
the consequences. We can tell the truth even now, and 
play the game. Oh, Charmaine—darling!”

She had sunk against him, moaning, her head bowed 
almost to the earth. “I can’t—I can’t!” she cried.

Rory stooped over her, seeking to lift her. “My dear, 
listen—listen! Hear what I have to say! I’ll do it all. 
The blame, the dishonor is mine. You were a child and 
completely innocent and I betrayed your trust. I’ve 
never forgiven myself. I never shall. Any more than I 
shall ever cease to love you. I ’ll do it in such a way that 
Conister himself can’t blame you. Charmaine, if you’ll 
only consent, I’ll put an end to this long martyrdom of 
yours and we’ll start afresh—you and the boy and I— 
on the other side of the world and make a decent thing 
of life together.”

It was the old Rory now, pleading. But it was not the 
old Charmaine who made response. The woman who 
lifted her head and looked at him was one in whom 
suffering had wrought an amazing change.

“Rory,” she said, “There’s one thing you don’t under
stand, which makes a difference. I have learned in all 
these years to love my husband as I love no one else on 
earth. Because of that and because I once swore never 
to bring shame upon the Conister name, I could never do

what you suggest, even if I could for one moment en
dure the thought of the dishonor to Guy. If I had had 
your permission long ago, I might have found strength 
to tell Basil the truth. But after Guy was born, it was 
too late. I ’m trying not to think of the wrong to Hugh— 
my other boy—because somehow I think God must 
understand and He wouldn’t let the innocent really 
suffer for the guilty.

“Anyhow, I can’t do this thing now, even though in 
your eyes it is the only honorable thing to do. It isn’t 
that I can’t forgive you either. We were both so young

I N L A N D  W I S H
B y  M a r g a r e t  B e lle  H o u s to n

Of the many a thing 
That life can bring 
I ask but only three—
Bread for my need,
And books to read,
And a house beside the sea.

For Fame and Love 
I know not of,
And would not leam their sting. 
But with books and bread 
A man is fed,
And a house is a pleasant thing.

A house indeed 
Is a goodly need,
And a house by the sea is more. 
I have all the world 
In my wallet curled 
If the sea be at my door.

and even you hardly knew what it might mean. I some
times feel as if I would give my very soul to tell Basil 
the truth, and when he knew it, I would still beg to be 
near him and not utterly cast away. But—he never can 
know. My dear boy Guy will outlive me by many, many 
years, and because of him I must go on deceiving Basil 
for the rest of my life. That is my punishment, and I 
think when I die and it is all over at last, that God in 
His mercy will say that I have been punished enough.”

She drew her hands free and she bowed her head in 
bitter weeping.

The man beside her stood up, as though he could not 
remain seated in the presence of such grief as hers.

At last he stooped, slowly, reverently, and laid his 
hand upon her.

“Charmaine,” he said in a whisper, “don’t cry, don’t 
cry! I’m going and I shall never come back. I just want 
you to know that what I’ve done today was meant hon
orably, in every way. But—you know best. Do what 
you think is right, both now and in the future! That’s 
all. Goodbye, darling! Don’t cry—don’t cry!”

They were his last words to her as they had been 
among his first; and as he uttered them he bent a little 
lower and laid his lips upon the golden head. Then he 
turned and very softly went away.

THE dusk was falling on the evening of that day when 
Basil gently opened the door of his wife’s room.

“Are you resting, Charmaine?”
Her voice answered him instantly out of the gloom. 

“Oh, you are back, darling! Yes, I am lying down. But 
I'm all right. Have you had a good time? Did the boys 
enjoy it?”

He came to her, knelt beside the couch, and gathered 
her into his arms. “Have you seen anything of Guy this 
afternoon?”

“Guy!” She started a little. “Why, no, dear! Not 
since he came in to say goodbye. I thought he went 
with you.”

His arms held her closely. When he answered her, his 
voice seemed to convey something that his words with
held.

“As a matter of fact, darling, he didn’t. We started 
all together, and then just outside the gates he suddenly 
said that he’d rather stay behind and have tea with you 
after all.”

feeling lonely. But I haven’t seen him. 
Where is he?”

“Perhaps he had,” Basil said. “Anyhow I 
told him he wasn’t to disturb you before four. And he 
said he would go to the Lovers’ Pool and take the boat 
out.”

“Basil!” Her start this time brought her upright in 
his hold. Her eyes sought his face. “Basil!” she said. 
“Has anything happened? Are you—are you trying to 
tell me something?”

“Yes,” he said.
She gripped her hands upon her heart. “Oh, what— 

what? Tell me quickly! It’s better—kinder—Basil!”
“Yes,” he said again, and he spoke with sudden reso

lution. “You are right. Charmaine, I don’t know how 
he spent the afternoon, but—he was found this eve
ning on the line—run over—killed by the train from 
Bentbridge.”

“Ah!” It was more a moan than a cry that broke 
from Charmaine. She remained stiffly upright for ten 
seconds thereafter, then fainted.

His arms upheld her still. “Charmaine,” he said, his 
voice low and broken, “for God’s sake—for God’s sake 
—bear it bravely!”

She came out of her stillness shuddering. She felt for 
his hands, loosened their clasp and put them from her.

“Don’t ever touch me again!” she said. “My sin— 
my sin has found me out. He—was in the Lovers’ 
Temple when I met Rory this afternoon. I remember 
now, the door was just open. I never thought to look 
inside. He heard everything—heard me say I could 
never bear to leave you—heard me say that but for 
him—but for him—” She broke off, trembling violently. 
“And so—” her voice jerked on again—“and so he 
went—and did this thing—for me—for me—because I 
said that because of him—I could never tell you—the 
truth. Oh, Guy—my son—my little—darling—son!”

“Listen!” he said. “Listen! It may make a difference. 
Charmaine, I know the truth. I have always known it.”

“You—know!” she said.
“Yes—yes!” He spoke in a voice that quivered 

against her breast. “I suspected from the beginning. 
After Guy’s birth—I knew.”

“You—knew!” Charmaine's words came, it seemed, 
unconsciously.

“Yes,” Basil said again. “I knew. But because I loved 
you so, I put aside honor, everything, for your sake. I 
accepted the wrong though I tried to turn it into right. 
But if I failed, myself, at least I succeeded in teaching 
Guy to put honor before everything. It isn't only for 
you that he has sacrified himself. It was for me, too— 
and the family honor, Charmaine.”

He ceased to speak. Suddenly she felt him sobbing as 
he clasped her, great, tearing sobs that seemed to rend 
the very heart of him.

In a moment her arms were around him, passionately 
holding him.

“Basil, my husband, my husband, most loved, most 
precious—” she said, and broke down over him while 
she sought for some means to comfort.

The song of the birds died away in the garden and 
the room grew very still. They crouched together, cling
ing to each other, while the first anguish of grief spent 
itself and passed.

Then presently Charmaine began to whisper; and in 
that sacred hour she told him everything, sometimes 
weeping, more often steadfast, until the whole of her 
dread secret had passed into his keeping.

AT LENGTH he spoke. “Charmaine, it is over. All 
- that is left now is to save his honor as he has saved 

ours. No word of this will ever go beyond this room. 
Darling, I think we ought to think of poor little Hugh. 
I left him with Mrs. Dicker. He was very upset.”

“Oh, bring him in,” she said. “Please bring him!” 
He got up to comply, but turned back and held her 

pale face between his hands to kiss it ere he left her. 
There was more than forgiveness in his kiss. It held a 
consecration.

When Hugh came to her a few minutes later she was 
kneeling by her window in the moonlight.

He pressed close to her, awed by the look upon her 
face, beautiful still, marred as it was by grief.

“Mother,” he whispered, “what is death? Is it—is it 
God, do you think?”

Charmaine turned and put her arm around him. “I 
think, Hugh darling,” she said, “it is the Hand of God 
laid upon our souls.”

“Oh!” Hugh spoke with relief. “Then He has got 
Guy safe! You don’t think He’ll be angry with him, 
Mother, do you, for being—so careless?”

Her eyes as she looked up at him had the shining of 
a faith newly lighted. “No, darling, I am quite sure. He 
won’t be,” she said. “I am sure that Guy is safe in the 
Hand of God and that no evil can touch him.”

[ T h e  E n d ]



These taste much better ”

- -  Traveling over the country talking to women 
about things they’re interested in, babies, 
clothes, recipes, cooking (I have an interesting 
job) I came upon—

This mellow old house in Hingham, Mass. 
Built in 17 17 , it had stayed in the same family 
for more than two centuries.

A  bang from the enormous spread eagle 
brass knocker brought a little old lady (Mrs.
W ------ , 75 years old, but as spry as the first
spring robin) to the door.

" I  came over 300 miles to talk about cook
ing,”  I said after introducing myself.

A story-book kitchen
"W ell, my kitchen’s the place for that,”  smiled 
my hostess.

And it was. Like a museum room— low 
ceilinged, pine floored, with ladder back chairs 
and a huge fireplace which had a Dutch oven 
at one side, and a secret compartment on the 
other where the family stored their pewter 
during the Revolution.

"W ill you help me with a frying experi
ment?”  I asked. " I  want to fry potatoes for

you in two different fats, then have you taste 
them and see which you lik e  the better.” 

She nodded, interested. I opened an un
labeled can o f Crisco and an unlabeled can o f 
another good frying fat, and then I fried pota
toes in this story-book kitchen where genera
tion after generation o f women had cooked.

She chooses my shortening
" I  like these much better. They have the real
potato flavor,” Mrs. W ------said, choosing the
potatoes fried in Crisco.

"Those were fried in Crisco,” I exclaimed. 
"N o  wonder I like them better, then,”  she 

said, "for I ’ve used Crisco m yself more than 
twelve years. I fry all o f my doughnuts for the 
neighborhood children in it. But this is the

most interesting proof I ’ve had that Crisco 
does make things taste better.”

95 to 22 for Crisco
I ’ve been making frying tests for months and 
months and I ’ve found that most people can 
easily detect the difference.

In my own experimental kitchen I have 
asked 1 1 7  people to taste potatoes fried in 
Crisco and then potatoes fried in another good 
frying fat— and 95 out o f  the 1 1 7  chose the 
potatoes fried in Crisco.

Whether you use Crisco in your frying pan 
or your frying kettle, you can be sure o f 
another remarkable feature — Crisco never 
smokes or smells at proper frying temperature.

Y o u  know, too, that you can use it for 
frying over and over again, because Crisco 
never carries the flavor o f one food cooked 
in it to another— and it stays fresh flavored.

I’ve a cook book entitled, " 12  Dozen Time 
Saving Recipes,”  that you’ll be interested in, 
I ’m sure. Y o u  may have it by simply writing 
me, Winifred S. Carter (Dept. X M -10), Box 
180 1, Cincinnati, O. w i n i f r e d  s . c a r t e r

For a new delicate flavor in every fried food— make this one simple 
change—fry in Crisco. To understand why, taste Crisco itself
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C jT R A N D  SPO R T— but, such painfully chapped hands after

wards! Cover them gently with soothing Hinds Cream and the 

sting leaves instantly. The chapping soon heals. Better s till m b 

a little Hinds Cream on the youngsters’ hands— and on your own, 

too— before going out into the cold. Hinds Cream not only relieves 

chapping— it prevents it! I t keeps hands (and ankles, too, in these 

days of sheer stockings) smooth and lovely, free from any trace 
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