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A r m s  i r o n  g  ’s L i n  o l e  u m

for Every Floor the House
T  HE touch and taste 
of the interior deco
rator have made the 
floor of this English 
Room a unit in the 
decorative scheme.

An English Room with
Linoleum Floor

7821

I f  one o f  these designs is more appropriate fo r  
your dining-room than the In la id  Parquetry 
Linoleum ( No. 590) shown in the illustration, 
order by number from  your linoleum merchant.

A rm s tro n g ’s L in o le u m  R ugs

You can also buy rugs of Arm
strong’s Linoleum, suitable forkitchen, 
dining-room, or bedroom, and fully 
guaranteed to give satisfactory service. 
Send for free booklet, “ Armstrong’s 
Linoleum Rugs,”  showing colorplates 
of pleasing and artistic designs.

Cook fo r the 
CIRCLE A trademark 

on, the burlap back

IN this tastefully appointed din- 
i ng-room the fl oor was laid when 

the house was built.
T h e  architect specified these 

modern floors of A rm stron g ’ s 
Linoleum throughout the house. 
The linoleum was cemented firmly 
down over a layer of builders’ 
felt, on the soft wood underfloor
ing, and is, therefore, a perma
nent, smooth, waterproof floor.

A n interior decorator selected 
the colors and designs for the 
various rooms, and each floor is a 
harmonious unit in the decorative 
scheme of the room in which it is 
installed.

Rugs are laid on these floors of 
linoleum, just as on any permanent 
floor. N o refinishing will ever be 
necessary. Linoleum floors are 
kept bright and new looking by the 
weekly use of a liquid wax polish.

Such floors are restful to walk 
on and stand on. Linoleum is a 
pleasantly cool floor in summer, 
a comfortably warm floor in winter. 

In any good furniture or de

partment store ask to see the plain 
colors, the new Jaspe (two-tone) 
effects, and the artistic parquetry, 
inlaid, and printed designs in 
Armstrong’ s Linoleum.

T he salesman will give you esti
mates of the cost of Armstrong’ s 
Linoleum floors laid in your home. 
Y ou  will find that the cost is not 
high. For instance, a dining-room 
of average size, 1 1  ft. by 16 ft., 
can be floored with the Inlaid Par
quetry Linoleum shown in the 
illustration at a cost of about $ 77.00 
(slightly higher in the Far W est).

W rite to our Bureau of Interior 
Decoration for advice as to proper 
patterns and colors for use in any 
scheme of home decoration. No 
charge for this service.

" T h e  A rt o f  H o m e  Furnishing 
and D ecoration ”

(Second Edition)

By Frank Alvah Parsons, Presi
dent of the New Y o rk  School of 
Fine and Applied Art. Sent, with 
de luxe colorplates of fine home in
teriors, on receipt of twenty cents.

A r m s t r o n g  C o r k  C o m p a n y , L i n o l e u m  D iv is io n

931 Virginia A ve ., Lancaster, Pennsylvania
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Womens Clothes 
Tod air Sanest Ever

Famous American author o f “Freckles,” “The Qirl o f the Limberlost,’’ etc, | - .A  A
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ECENTLY I have 
been much in- 
t e r e s t e d  in a 
book d e a l i n g  
with the fashions 
of the world in 

dress, and in this authentic 
history I read that human 
beings, from the very 
earliest times, have sacri
ficed their wealth, their 
honesty and their comfort 
in order to be clothed as 
extravagantly as possible. 
That the clothes worn 
were, in many instances, 
practically instruments of 
physical torture as the 

result of their cut and weight, and instruments of mental 
torture when the wearers felt that they were not attaining 
the height of style, never seems to have made the slightest 
difference. Extravagant dressing is usually attributed to 
women, but men have been frequently quite as guilty. 
Whatever absurdity designers could create in order to use 
the'largest quantity of the most expensive goods and trim
mings, when announced as the latest style was eagerly seized 
upon and worn without the slightest regard either to health 
or comfort, and with no greater regard to expense than was 
absolutely necessary. Those who could not afford the latest 
style went to the foolish extravagance of ripping and re
making perfectly good garments in order to have them cut 
in a different manner.

I myself have seen styles that might cause the gods to 
weep on their high thrones. I  can recall as a tiny child seeing 
my mother and my elder sisters wearing hoop skirts so 
widely encircling them that they could scarcely pass through 
an ordinary doorway. I shall never forget, when a couple 
of young girls in our neighborhood, whose father refused 
to provide them with hoop skirts, stopped in the woods on 
the way to church one Sunday morning and cut grape 
vines, inserting them in the broad hems of their full-skirted 
calico dresses until they circled out beautifully. The tragedy

came when, after proudly marching down the church aisle 
with their skirts circling out in quite the proper way, they 
were faced by the problem of how to enter the pew and 
seat themselves. The episode ended by their leaving the 
church in tears.

I recall a period at which every woman must have curls. 
She had to have them, if the hair on her head was wetted, 
wrapped around corn stalks, and bound with rags. She had 
to have them if pieces of tin covered with rags were used 
to roll the hair upon, or if they were achieved by braiding the 
hair all over her head in a dozen fine tight braids, wetting 
them, and then ironing them dry with a flat iron.

I lived through the monstrosity of the bustle—truly an 
instrument of torture if ever there were one. A few years 
later there was the torture of waists pulled in until the 
frames of women were pictured in medical journals and 
some of the magazines of the time showing that their ribs 
were bent in and curled under until they seriously interfered 
with the functioning of the heart, liver, lungs and stomach.

About this period there was a craze for tight sleeves. 
A woman must have the sleeves of her dress so tightly fitted 
to her arms that the dress could only be removed by turning 
the sleeves wrong side out and peeling them down as one 
peels off stockings.

ATl T about the same period men were wearing trousers so 
tight that I imagine they must have been removed 
in the same way. Very shortly thereafter perfectly 

enormous sleeves were introduced into the dress of women, 
and collars were so high that I have seen the unfortunate 
victims with raw sores behind their ears and at the base of 
the brain, where the steel supports that held up these huge 
collars had cut into the flesh. It was during this period 
of the world’s history in dress that an American woman of 
great wealth called upon Tolstoi and told him that she had 
read his books and had become his disciple. The old Count 
searched her with a wandering stare from head to heels, 
fixing finally on the sleeves. Then he said: “Madame, there 
is enough goods in each sleeve of your dress to make a dress 
for a child,” and marched from the room.

Very shortly after this period trains and high-heeled 
slippers came into universal use. Because a profligate French

king found high heels con
venient for dancing, at this i 
very day I see girls in a /■
startling combination of 
khaki breeches and French 
heels climbing the mount
ains of California. I see 
them hobbling on morning 
shopping tours, over the 
sands of the seashore, 
wearing these high heels on 
long walks, and dancing in 
them until one can see that 
the tops of their feet and 
their ankles are swollen 
like puff-balls. Very fre
quently through the thin 
hose there can be seen
bones pushed out of place, great bunions formed on the 
big toe, and the foot very nearly as badly deformed as the 
bound feet of the Chinese women.

About the time that the French heel began to rage, 
fashion evolved the train. Soon trains appeared dragging 
up the aisles at Sunday morning church services, and finally 
they were on every garment cut for female wear. They 
swept the streets, wiped up buildings and dusted houses, 
until the marvel is that anyone survived their filth-gathering 
propensities. My faith in the germ theory was rudely shaken.

I  call to mind these things because, no matter how absurd 
other things we are doing may appear at the present, I feel 
that the clothes we are wearing today are the most sane and 
sensible that ever have been worn in the history of civilization. 
Our present garments are fashioned of soft, pliable material 
that is cool and comfortable to wear. As I  look back to my 
youth and recall the women in church and society, in the 
most blistering summer weather clad in an unbelievable 
array of underclothing, topped shoes, and wearing dresses of 
heavy cloth, silk, satin and velvet, high throated, long sleeved, 
I wonder how they survived.

I am strongly in favor of every comfort and convenience 
provided by the clothing of the present day. I am a victim 
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(TlvoWomen Cross Death Valley in aWaqorL

Edna Brush Perkins Charlotte Hannahs Jordan

W ELL,” said the Worrier, “I 
guess that outfit will do.”

The outfit consisted of a 
white mule and a thin red 
horse hitched to a ramshackle 
open wagon. We had hired it 

from an Indian in the desert mining town 
of Beatty, Nevada, for a camping trip across 
Death Valley.

There were three of us, the Worrier, lean 
and dour, with the clear, hard eyes of a man 
who has lived long on the desert, whom 
we had hired to guide us, my comrade, a 
lady who can be dainty and delightful in 
hobnailed boots and knickerbockers, and my
self whose unwomanly six feet of height can 
never be dainty under the best of circum
stances. We were at the beginning of one 
of our happy vacations, when we forget that 
we are mothers of families and middle-aged, 
the kind of people who ought always to live 
decorously and be an example to the young.
At such times we sally forth to live like 
vagabonds with the outdoors.

Death Valley lies near the boundary of 
Nevada in California, the state most people 
think of as the home of flowers and orange 
groves. It is the heart of the Mojave, the 
lowest and hottest of American deserts, a 
deep white pit falling 280 feet below sea 
level, surrounded by high mountain walls, inaccessible, alone. 
All the old-timers we met on our travels spoke of it with a 
sort of awe as though its burning desolation were not only 
terrible, but in some way wonderful.

Leaving Beatty, we wound, in the beautiful silence of 
the desert, around some small, rough hills and then traveled 
all day through a wide valley covered with sagebrush like 
a blue-green carpet. In the twilight we climbed a range 
of high mountains to the top of a pass where we camped 
at Daylight Springs. The day had been warm, but the 
season was early March and the pass was at an elevation 
of about 4,000 feet, so when the sun went down the wind 
was bitter.

“Never mind,” the Worrier said grimly, “we’ll be in 
Death Valley tomorrow noon, and you’ll wish you were up 
here shivering.”

The sun rose next morning gloriously, and we followed a 
canyon down for eight miles. My comrade and I walked 
ahead of the wagon, buoyed up by the clear, cold air. The 
canyon gradually widened, ending at last in a point of jagged 
red rock around which we ran gaily and stopped short, 
struck still by the sight before us. Three thousand feet 
below an immense oblong white floor glistened between 
bare rocky walls. It shimmered with light, and the 
mountains were majestically high. Its stark brightness was 
dreadful and at the same time it was more beautiful than 
anything we had ever seen on the beautiful desert. 
Death Valley!

We stood and gazed. We knew that men had died down 
there in the hot shimmer of that white floor, we knew that 
the valley was dead, a part of the earth that has died like 
the dead, bright moon, yet we saw it covered with a mantle 
of such beauty that we felt it must be noble, one of the 
noblest expressions of the outdoors.

IT was not like anything we could think of for a com
parison. Streaks and patches of color floated over the 
shining floor. Sometimes a path made of rose turmalines 

crossed it or a blue patch lay near one edge as though a 
piece of the sky had fallen down. Lines of pure cobalt, 
pools of smoky blue, or pale yellow, or pink-lavender were 
there, all quiveringly alive. At times the white crust shone 
like polished silver, at others it turned sullenly opaque. 
Now a blue river flowed down the center—now it moved 
under the western wall—now it gathered itself into a pond 
around which green rushes grew. The white floor far below 
us shimmered and seemed to move while high above the 
peaks of the Panamints were a remote, still whiteness.

A long, long slope led from the jagged red rock from 
which we looked down to that shimmering floor. It was 
very rocky, cut by washes and sparsely covered with sage
brush. We started down the slope and at noon lunched 
in the shade of one of the little hill-islands. The heat 
steadily increased, the sun shone with white intensity.

Our destination was an abandoned gold mine on the side 
of the Funeral Range. From the lunch place the Keane

Our wagon cut deep ruts through the burning alkali

Bif Edna Brush Perkins
Wonder Mine seemed on a level with us and quite near, 
but distances are so deceiving in that clear air that we 
traveled two hours and made a stiff climb to reach it. 
Earlier in the day my comrade and I had lamented the 
necessity of camping in the mess of a ruined mining camp, 
but when we reached the first building, which once had 
been a barn, its oblong, indigo shadow was Heaven. We 
lay prone on the ground behind it until the sun went down, 
not attempting to unload the wagon. The Worrier opined 
that we had better stay for a few days at Keane Wonder 
and try to get acclimated.

On the fourth day we loaded the wagon again and went 
on down the long slope and through the bottom of the 
valley to Furnace Creek Ranch. There was no road, only 
a grinding and lurching through a rocky wash, crawling out 
of it in the hope of something better and returning again 
to the ills we knew. It seemed as though the slender-spoked 
wheels must collapse under the strain. Our tower of bag
gage swayed dangerously. About noon we reached a track 
leading from Salt Creek to the ranch, an improvement on 
the uncharted wash, but soon becoming sandy, too deep 
ruts meandering off toward the glistening floor.

Presently we came to an immense expanse covered with 
large white crystals and a powdery substance which looked 
like coarse salt. The ruts along the edge of the morass were 
very deep and the ground soft to walk on, spongy and 
hummocky. The Worrier said that in some places in the 
middle of the bog a team or a man walking could be sucked

A  L T H O U G H  h u n d r e d s  o f  p r o s p e c to r s  h a v e  
s u n k  to  te r r ib le  d e a th  in  th e  q u ic k s a n d , o r  

h a v e  d ie d  o f th i r s t  in  th e  b u r n in g  a lk a li  w a s te  
k n o w n  a s  D e a th  V a lle y , tw o  A m e r ic a n  w o m e n  
r e c e n t ly  b r a v e d  th e  p e r i ls  o f  th is  m o s t t r e a c h e r 
o u s  d e s e r t  in  A m e r ic a . T h e y  a r e  M rs . R o g e r  
G . P e r k in s  a n d  M rs. E d w a rd  S. J o r d a n  o f  C le v e 
la n d , O h io . T h is  p la c e  o f d e s o la t io n , s t r a n g e ly  
e n o u g h , is  in  b e a u t i f u l  C a lifo rn ia , th e  h o m e  o f  
f lo w e rs  a n d  o r a n g e  g ro v e s . I t is  in  th e  h e a r t  o f  
th e  g r e a t  M o ja v e , lo w e s t a n d  h o t te s t  o f  w e s te rn  
d e s e r ts ,  a  d e e p , w h ite ,  g le a m in g  p i t  2 8 0  fe e t 
b e lo w  se a  lev e l. M rs . P e rk in s ,  a u t h o r  o f  th is  
a r t ic le  a n d  th e  d a u g h te r  o f  C h a r le s  B ru sh , th e  
f a m o u s  s c ie n tis t  a n d  in v e n to r  o f th e  a r c  la m p , 
s a y s :  “ E v e ry  d a y  f ro m  te n  o 'c lo c k  in  th e  m o r n 
in g  u n t i l  f o u r  in  th e  a f t e rn o o n , w e  e x is te d  in  a  
b lin d  to r p o r  d u r in g  o u r  t r ip . "  Y e t th e s e  tw o  
in t r e p id  w o m e n  p e r s is te d  in  th e i r  u n iq u e  a n d  
te r r ib le  e x p e r ie n c e  a n d  su c c e s s fu lly  c ro s s e d  th e  
e n t i r e  v a lle y . T h e  r e c i ta l  o f  th e i r  a d v e n tu r e ,  
to ld  h e r e ,  m a k e s  o n e  o f  th e  m o s t  in te r e s t in g  o f  
r e c e n t  A m e r ic a n  t r a v e l  s to r ie s .

down out of sight and told a gruesome tale 
of finding a dead man’s face looking up at 
him out of the ground. No living green 
thing appeared. The white expanse was 
unbroken by a bush or even by an out- 
jutting rock. The desolation was complete. 
An intense silence lay over it. If you 
dropped far enough behind the wagon not 
to hear the creaking of its wheels, you felt 
utterly alone, the only survivor in a dead 
universe.

As we progressed, the road wound 
through sand dotted over with mesquites, 
the thorny, ragged, shrublike trees that 
grow on the desert near swamps and dry 
lakes. After a mile or two the tufted tops 
of some tall palms appeared against the sky. 
They were very striking, and we thought 
they must still be far off or we would have 
seen them all day, but not a quarter of an 
hour later we reached the fence which 
separates the desert from the emerald green 
fields. The sudden springing up of the 
ranch in the midst of this desolation was 
magical. The fence is a sharp line of 
demarcation. On one side the sand drifts 
up to it, on the other are meadows and big 
willow trees.

The little oasis of the ranch with its 
tropical palms lifting their plumes against 

the background of the snowy Panamints, was an unreality, 
a dream, and the dwellers on it, although we spent several 
days in their midst, were but shadows in a dream. I t  and 
they might vanish like a mirage and never be missed.

EVERY day from ten o’clock in the morning until four 
in the afternoon we existed in a blind torpor, and then 
evening and night and sunrise would be a beauty so 

great that it hurt us. Soon it became evident that we 
could not stand the depression of that burning heat for 
many days. The band of snow on the tops of the Panamints 
was our goal, so we stocked ourselves with hay and drinking 
water for the four days’ journey across the valley at the 
northern edge of the morass, past Salt Creek and up the 
long slope leading to Emigrant Pass which we had seen from 
the Keane Wonder Mine.

We left the ranch in the afternoon, wound round the 
white and sulphur-colored hill and camped at Cow Creek, 
a little green spot at the base of the Funeral Mountains about 
two miles from the road. Next morning we arose before 
dawn and hastened to be under way during the cool hours. 
The road lay over miles and miles of sand, dotted in some 
places with sad-looking brush and streaked sometimes with 
the white deposit. Each morning was radiant. The valley 
was beautiful, wrapped in its lonely silence, and for the first 
few hours my comrade and I would forget our discomforts 
in the circle of high mountains, blue and red in the sunshine, 
and the clean sweep of the sand; but by noon we could 
not see anything and had to ride ignominiously in the wagon 
with our eyes on the very thin oblong shadow that traveled 
beside it.

The little ridge by Salt Creek had looked very in
significant from the Keane Wonder Mine, but on the third 
day we climbed for more than an hour to cross it. Then 
the dim wagon track pitched down an almost impossible 
hill to a marsh formed by a stream that keeps itself mostly 
underground. Coarse grass, looking very green in the sur
rounding waste, alternated with streaks of white alkali. 
Both sides of the swamp were jumbles of little stony hills 
without a growing thing. Wherever there is water on the 
desert the twittering of birds breaks the silence, but when the 
Worrier took his gun from under the wagon seat and went 
off to hunt ducks we laughed at him. Wild ducks after that 
journey over the burning sands!

While we sat waiting for him to return, the enchantment 
of sunset began. The sky became orange and green, the 
dreadful valley put on its sapphire robe, the sulphurous walls 
that prisoned the snake turned pink—the enchanter had us 
by the throats again, choking us with too much beauty 
until tears came to our eyes.

The next day we climbed out of the hot valley up the 
long slope leading to Emigrant Pass, made a dry camp that 
evening, and the following noon came to a mountain spring 
of clean, cold, tasteless water. We rested there through a 
week of sun-bright days and magical nights under a 
frosty sky.
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The greatest artists areVictor artists
Chaliapin, the famous Russian basso, ranks among the greatest artists 

this generation has produced. Everywhere his outstanding personality 
and wonderful art arouse unbounded enthusiasm. Like the other fa

mous artists of the world, he knows his art is given 
adequate expression in the home only through 
the medium of the Victrola and Victor Records. 
Victrolas $25 to $1500.

Victrola
R E G  U S  p a t  O F F ." R IS  M A S T E R S  V O IC E "

Important: Look for these trade-marks. Under the lid. On the label.
Victor Talking' Machine Company, Camden, New Jersey
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This food information may 
influence j'our child’s health

IN  the nursery we have long recognized the 
magic o f mother love. Now we are fast learn

ing how much the kitchen, too, calls for a mother’s 
heart and watchful care.

In one o f our prosperous suburban communities 
the Board o f Education recently reported in part: 
“One-third o f our pupils are under-nourished. 
Children are too often entirely dependent upon 
servants for their food.”

Think o f it! Wealthy children under-nourished! 
With food a-plenty, insufficient thought was given 
to its selection and making.

Fortunately, however, most intelligent mothers 
know that their home kitchens can mold, for 
good or for ill, the very lives o f their boys and 
girls.

They know, for example, that a certain amount 
of fat, in foods, is essential to human health and 
strength. The wise mother assures herself that 
the fat employed in baking and frying foods for 
her children is one which readily digests.

When she uses Crisco, she knows that she 
follows a safe course, for her little ones and for the 
older members o f her family as well. For Crisco, 
a pure fat o f vegetable origin, provides both easy 
digestion and delicious, natural-flavored foods.

Women are often kind enough to tell us that 
their reputation as fine cooks is based largely on 
their Crisco foods. Light, tender cakes; flaky pie 
crusts; fried foods whose quickly-formed brown 
crust prevents fat absorption.

Few thoughtful mothers once they are familiar 
with Crisco’s fine digestibility, will hesitate to in
vest, each week, a few added cents for health’s 
sake.

Crisco is sold by grocers in small, medium sized and 
large cans. Made and sold in Canada, too.

EMILY’S WHITE CAKE
cupful Crisco 

l *2 cupfuls sugar 
3 cupfuls flour 
3 teaspoonfuls baking 

powder

Cream Cnsco. Add sugar slowly and cream to
gether. Sift dry infp’edients, and add alternately 
with the liquid.

i teaspoonful salt 
i cupful water 
t teaspoonful flavoring 

whites o f 3 eggs

Add flavoni 
thoroughly and last fold in stifflj 
eggs. Four in cake mixture; put in moderate oven.

onng, beat mixture 
ly and last fold in stiffly beaten whites o f

2R  to rise for five minutes, increase heat to 
bake; at the end o f fifteen minutes reduce heat to 
allow cake to shrink from the pan. Entire tune 
for baking twenty minutes.— KaU B. I ’aughn.

Send for The Whys o f Cooking," the most help
ful cook book you ever used. Mail 2 V  to Section 
L-9, Department o f Home Economics, The Procter 
6C Gamble Co., Gnctnnati, Ohio.

Digestible [vegetable} Shortening
For delicious cakes which stay fresh longer
For flaky and digestible pastry
For wholesome digestible fried foods

Copyright 1022. byThc Procter & Gamble Co..Cincinnati

rwo Simple Home Tests!
Lent) Melting Point. 

£asy Digestibility.
Into half a glass o f lukewarm water 
drop a small lump each o f Crisco 
and any other fat. With a tea
spoon gradually add hot water until 
Cnsco melts. You will find that 
few other fats melt at this point. 
Food authorities say that an easily 
digested fat should melt near body 
heat— 98?i degrees. Crisco, you 
will find, melts even below this tem
perature. It melts at 97 degrees. 
(This test does not necessarily con
demn the digestibility o f the other 
fat, but it will aid you to establish 
Crisco’s fine digestibility.)

o/fyoid Smoke and 
Odor!

Put into separate pans equal 
amounts o f Crisco and any other 
fat. Heat slowly for eight minutes, 
or until they reach a temperature 
where a bread crumb browns in 40 
seconds.

Notice that the Crisco does not 
smoke in this proper frying tem
perature.

You will find Crisco very welcome 
in your kitchen as an aid in keep
ing your whole house fresh and 
free from cooking odors.
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The Whole Town Looked Down on Her Father, So Love, She Thought, Could Never Come to—

She teas on her feet. “/  don’t let people kiss m e! You go h om e! Don’t com e back here to me again or speak to me until you apologize for that”

That

THE telephone on the sitting-room wall sounded 
the five long rings which, on the lines of the 
Howerby exchange, gave the signal that Elsie Lekart 
was about to announce the night bulletin of the 
weather bureau; so Fred Siblee got up from the 
kitchen table, where he was having supper with 

his mother and sister, and stepping into the sitting-room, 
took down the receiver.

“ ‘For central Illinois, warm and clear,’ ” said a girl’s 
pleasant, enlivening voice. “ ‘No end of the drought is yet 
in sight'; the hot wave will continue with no present indica
tion of rain for the central district.’ ” So far she had, 
evidently, been reading, now she said in more personal 
tone, “That’s the news. But aren’t they always the down- 
heartedest crowd about this time of the year, that weather 
bureau? And not right more than half the time!”

“Right, Elsie,” said Fred. “Hello.”
“Hello, Fred,” she replied, and that was all; for both 

knew that everyone else on farm line “eleven” was listening. 
Fred listened to hear if any one else spoke to Elsie. Every
one ought to speak to her, and appreciatively, he thought; 
of course, this announcing of the weather bulletin was part 
of her day’s work, but it was not required of her always 
to deliver it in that aggressive, hopeful-sounding way. An
other girl giving the same message would send everybody 
away, from the ’phone cussing the weather, Fred thought, 
but Elsie Lekart had the quality which put “pep” into 
people; at least, she put it into him.

“How’ll it be tomorrow, Fred?” his mother called.
“Oh, hot, maybe a mite hotter,” said Fred. “And nice 

and dry too,” he assured her cheerfully as he sat down to 
finish his prune pie.

His mother, who had finished hers, gazed at him specu
latively for a minute and then, thinking better of her ques
tion, looked past him out of the window and considered with 
anxiety the dry rows of corn reaching away acre after acre 
over her flat, brown farm land. She still thought a little, 
and consequently she bothered a little, about Elsie Lekart; 
but she deemed Fred, her son, a good, reliable, sensible boy 
and not one to make a fool of himself.

The other person at the table—a small, light-haired girl 
of fifteen—Phoebe, Fred’s sister, was also thinking about

Girl o f  Lazy s
TLy Edw in ‘Baimer
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Elsie Lekart as she stared at her big brother. Phoebe 
realized perfectly the position of Elsie and the danger to 
the Siblees if Fred forsook his good sense and did some
thing foolish. A crisis was close in the affair of Fred 
and Elsie, as even Phoebe vaguely realized. The affair 
could not drift much longer; and Phoebe, being young and 
romantic and quite impractical, could not help hoping 
against her better judgment that Fred would “up and 
marry” Elsie. Phoebe liked Elsie Lekart; for that matter, 
Mrs. Siblee also liked Elsie, “personally,” as she would say.

BUT nobody at the table talked about Elsie or of any 
other subject but the drought. When he finished his 
pie and went out to his after-supper chores, Fred 

moved with a deliberation which encouraged his mother to 
think that maybe he would read or just play a couple of 
records on the phonograph this evening and then go to bed; 
but he did not. About dark he went to his room, but it 
was to change his farm clothes for a white shirt and collar 
and his town shoes and his blue serge suit. The blue suit 
had been made to his measurement by the tailor in Cham
paign who made his first cut-to-order clothes when he was 
at the University of Illinois taking the agricultural course.

Fred was tall and strong but not heavy. He stood 
straight and moved easily and gave an impression of tireless
ness.

When he came from his room, “Where’re you bound?” 
his mother demanded.

“To see Elsie Lekart,” he said, looking at his mother 
squarely, and her eyes, not his, fell first. She said to her
self that it was because he had eyes like his father’s—blue 
and straight and stubborn; and she knew there was nothing 
to be done with him in that mood.

Fred went to the barn and got out his car. How the 
August heat held from sunlight through the darkness! Heat

was not a factor which Fred Siblee ordinarily minded, but 
then, he did not ordinarily wear a starched collar and worry 
about keeping it clean as he did tonight. Dust he was used 
to, but tonight it seemed stiflingly thick even for Roquand 
County, Illinois, after four weeks’ drought. A mile on the 
road and Fred was covered with powdered brown and black 
silt. The dry, standing corn in the fields was covered with 
dust, he knew; he seemed to feel the dryness and grittiness 
of the long, spearlike leaves.

“We sure need rain,” he said to himself. “But rain, even 
tonight, won’t save much.” Not much, not more than half 
a crop, he figured, but there was no use, in this season, of 
figuring on anything practical at all. You might just as 
well go wild in your dreaming and imagine yourself—marry
ing Elsie Lekart. But to imagine yourself marrying Elsie 
and actually to ask her to marry you, and, if she accepted, 
to marry also the notes of hand, and overdue paper and 
I O. U.’s and other pledges of “Lazy” Lekart—well, these 
were two different things, two very different things.

Half a dozen square glows of lighted windows marked 
the houses of Howerby ahead, and the sun-baked clay of 
the ruts met the smooth white cement of the Dixie highway. 
At Lekart’s general store, which was also the post office 
and telephone exchange, Fred stopped his car. He killed his 
engine and stepped down, and with a peculiar contradiction 
of hot impatience to enter and disgust at coming here at all, 
he pushed open the screen door and walked into the store.

The store was open, that is, the door stood open, and 
two kerosene lamps were burning, one on each side high 
on the wall, but there was no one in the store.

It was a wide, long room with shelves running almost 
to the ceiling, on three sides and it had two long counters, 
with glass showcases extending from the front almost to 
the rear wall on each side; but not a third of the shelves 
nor of the showcases had anything on display. Yet the 
glass was all clean and the shelves, used or empty, were 
spotless as was also the floor, except for the marks of very 
recent feet. The lamps were trimmed and bright, and their 
nickel reflectors were polished. What a woman and a girl 
could do with a pail and water was always done 
in Lekart’s store; what a man, who was proprietor, might 
do was, of late years, never accomplished.
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To anyone who could read, the fortune of this store told 

a queer and amazing tale—the tale of “Lucky” Lekart. His 
neighbors had dubbed him “Lucky” twenty years earlier 
than this story begins, when he was doing big things. They 
had not understood the instincts and discernments that 
guided him so they thought him lucky. Who but a man 
blessed with luck would have dared to build this big store 
on a cross-roads, three miles from the railroad and five 
miles in either direction from a real town? And who else 
would have dared to go into debt to stock it with better 
goods than the town storekeepers of either Roquand or 
Quinby ventured to display? It had richly repaid “Lucky” 
Lekart in political coin, for the district at heart was a farm 
and cross-roads neighborhood, and they enjoyed having one 
of their own people triumph over the newly arrived store
keepers of the railroad towns. They sent “Lucky” Lekart 
to Springfield as state representative, and then they sent 
him to Washington. After his first term in the House they 
reelected him, and that was the hour of his great influence. 
He was thirty-eight then, a tall, strong, handsome man, 
with quick, genial eye and pleasant voice and a memory 
which held thought of everyone. When he was at home, 
his store was the capital of that part of Illinois, and when 
he was on duty at Washington, the farm and cross-roads 
people and many Roquand and Quinby citizens, too, boasted 
that what they bought came from Lekart’s store.

Some still say that there is no accounting for the change 
which came over Lekart. But Doc Slater and a few others 
always insisted that the trouble began on a hunting trip 
in the Roquand marsh. Lekart was stepping into a boat 
when he slipped and fell, striking the back of his head. He 
seemed little hurt; he called it nothing at the time. But 
Doc Slater claimed that the blow had atrophied a ductless 
gland, and left Henry Lekart looking the same and ap
parently acting the same and thinking the same after the 
real Henry Lekart no longer existed. Of course people were 
slow to realize it, but they finally did, and the next election 
recorded Lekart’s defeat. With the downfall of Lucky Lekart 
went the downfall of his store. Henry Lekart, in these days, 
had nothing else left. No one called him “Lucky” now.

hair clung to it; her cheeks were flushed and her lips were 
led. She had lovely hands; at least, they were beautifully 
shaped, but they showed marks of altogether too much work. 
They were too rough and too nervous for a girl hardly 
twenty. Her shoulders were too thin, but the thinness and 
nervousness of her only made her more appealing to him. 
She was very tired, as he could see in the line of her lips 
and the slight but unusual relaxing of her resolute little 
chin; but she would never complain about being tired. He 
longed to tear that clamp from her hair and take her in his 
arms and tell her to rest; but all he dared do was to step 
closer and, looking down as she looked up, say, “Hot tonight, 
Elsie.”

“Yes; it is hot,” she agreed, gazing up at him as if 
doubting w'hat she should do; then she looked toward the 
chair where he usually sat.

He drew it over beside her and seated himself. He said, 
“How’s your father?” She said, “Oh, about the same.” 
And he asked, “Your garden drying up?” She told him, 
“We’re able to keep it pretty well watered.” There was 
other talk like that.

NO one came into the store. Once farm line “five” called 
for a number; but after it got to be nine o'clock, the 
switchboard was still; everything was stillness but 

for the snoring from the bed-room where Henry Lekart 
slept, the steady singing and humming of summer heat 
insects and the occasional swish of a car on the Dixie 
highway.

“Come on out, Elsie,” Fred begged. “Everybody’s gone 
to bed.”

“Just as hot outside,” Elsie replied, but she slipped the 
clamp from her hair and pushed farther from the switch
board.

“Come on to Roquand,” he urged. “We can see more’n 
half the second show.” By his car, on the Dixie highway, 
it was not ten minutes to Roquand.

“I can’t go to Roquand,” Elsie said, without a suggestion 
of complaint.

“You both go on out, and I ’ll keep an eye on the

released her shoulder and his arm went about her and he 
drew her against him.

She gasped; he felt the flutter of her breast as she drew 
in her breath. “I don’t let—boys do that!” she whispered 
and drew up her hands and pressed them against him with 
palms spread.

He laughed in his triumph. He hadn’t expected it would 
be like this. “I know you don’t ; but you let me, Elsie. 
I love you 1”

He had said it, and with his next breath he made it 
final and shut off for himself all retreat. “I want you to 
marry me, Elsie! Will you? Will you? Will you?” And 
he kissed her; and she kissed him; the lips of both of them, 
the hearts and souls of both were in that kiss; hers must 
have been with his, that kiss was so wonderful, so amazingly 
perfect and unlike any other kiss. For a moment afterward, 
he held her in his strong arms and she was so little and 
warm and tired and so dear! She was his that moment, 
his own!

Then she wasn’t. What happened? Here, a second ago, 
he had her, his; the amazement of his discovery of such 
possession—the possession given by a girl in love—was gone 
while he was yet bewildered by it. Here, now, was Fred 
Siblee, and in his arms, but freeing herself quietly and 
resolutely, was Elsie Lekart; and they were not each other’s. 
At least, she no longer was his.

“Elsie!” he cried to her.
“Let go of me, Fred!” she begged him. But he would 

not obey. “Let go!” she reproached him now. “You let 
me go!”

She fought him, fiercely, with sudden, violent strength. 
“Let me go, and go home! Go home; you go away!” She 
pounded his broad chest with her small, clenched fists. “I 
don’t let boys do that; I don’t!” She got herself partly 
free from him and drew her forearm across her lips wiping 
away his kiss. “I don’t let people kiss me!”

People! That hurt him; that got into him. “I ’m not 
‘people,’ Elsie.”

“You are!”
“I ’m not. I  asked you to marry me.”
“Huh! You think you’re the only one?”
“That kissed you, Elsie?”
“That asked me to marry him, I mean.”
“Elsie!” He could not think what more to say until, 

as he felt her getting farther away from him—“You kissed 
me, too,” he claimed, desperately.

S h e  le a n e d  
over him anx
iously. “Fred, 
you ’re hurt!”  
“N o,”  he de

nied, “ not much, any
way. Y o u ,  E l s i e ?  
You’re a l l  right?”

The generation of his daughter grew up hearing no nickname 
for him but “Lazy.” F'or he had become an inactive, fat 
man, who could always be found asleep.

He was sleeping now, as Fred Siblee knew from the loud 
snoring, but Fred paid no attention to that. What he 
listened for and soon heard was Elsie’s voice replying to 
someone asking for a number. He waited a moment and 
then called: “Can I come back there, Elsie? I t’s Fred.”

She waited a few moments and said, “Come along.” And 
he went into the room at the back of the store wiiere was 
the Howerby switchboard.

She was in white waist and skirt and seated in her 
straight, high-backed chair before the switchboard. She 
had over her hair the steel clamp which held the hard 
rubber cup of the receiver over her left ear. Her hands 
were on the shelf of the switchboard, playing with the idle 
jacks in the rows before her. She did not immediately look 
up when he came near. It was hot, back there—almost 
breathlessly hot, in spite of the open window. Her white 
forehead was damp, and the little curls of her dark, fine

switchboard,” Nellie Lekart’s voice called softly.
“Mamma!” said Elsie, rising. “Can’t you sleep?”
“No; I ’m going to read a bit anyway, 1 might just as 

well read there. You both go on out and I’ll come in.” 
“Come on!” commanded Fred to KIsie and seized her 

w'rist.
But when he had her outside, he lacked any desire to 

take her to the theatre at Roquand; what he wanted was 
Elsie, herself, and he cast off all reckoning with consequences. 
He could not think of what debts her family owed, nor of 
how enslaved by them she was and how the man who 
married her must also be enslaved by them.

“Shall we go to Roquand, Elsie?” he asked her, his voice 
trembling and his hand shaking as he clasped her shoulder.

She he. itated, and he could feel her quivering too. He 
saw the line of her cheek as she turned to him; he felt her 
small and hot and tired under his hand.

“No; let’s not go, Fred,” she said. “Let’s—let’s sit down.” 
There was a bench a little back from the road. Fred 

Siblee and Elsie Lekart sat down upon it together; his hand

“I didn’t !”
“You did.”
“You held me; I didn’t have anything to do with it. 

You’d always been a gentleman with me before. We came 
out to sit down and get some air, and you—■ I won’t stay 
here, now. You go home! Don’t come back here to me 
again or speak to me until you apologize for that.”

“I’ll never apologize for that, Elsie.”
“You go home, then, and stay home; oh, go away!”

SHE was on her feet and, starting quickly so that he 
could not catch her, she ran into the store and closed 
the door behind her, locking it. While he stood outside 

staring in at her, she turned down the lamps, and he heard 
her, in the dark, going to the living-rooms behind.

Several minutes later, after he had walked irresolutely 
twice about the store, Fred went to his car and started home. 
He felt hurt, and also he was puzzled; but he had had a 
tremendous experience; nothing like that had ever happened 

[Turn In page s21
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^HERE was once a girl who had gone 
to the right school, and knew the 
right people, and followed the right 
path socially, but those who loved 
her least said that she was old- 
fashioned; and to a certain extent, 

this indictment was true. She ordinarily pre
ferred gardening to jazz and she cared more for 
books than for Broadway revues.

Her beautiful brown eyes were of exactly the same 
shade as the eyebrows above them—a combination which, 
to a man with any susceptibilities, is peculiarly fatal. She 
could ride and swim and handle a tennis-racket as well as 
any girl in Fairfield County; she was sincere and friendly 
and spontaneous. It didn’t take an elaborate entertainment, 
or an expensive gift, to please her; and a dollar’s worth of 
violets from a man she liked had all the effect of a double
armful of American Beauties. And there were two young 
men in particular to whom this quality was a godsend, 
because a dollar’s worth of violets was about their limit. 
Both of these young men happened, incidentally, to be 
working for her father.

Now, one of the pair was as dark and lithe and hand
some as any brigand from the hills of Sicily, and he was 
also quite as impetuous. His campaign dated from the 
very moment that he met her, and the only tactics he knew 
were those of a slashing offensive; he proposed to her, point- 
blank, on a fortnight’s acquaintance, and when she tried to 
persuade him that he couldn’t possibly mean it, he was 
hurt and indignant.

“Why can’t I? ” he demanded. “Because I haven’t known 
you so very long? What difference does that make?”

As a matter of fact, it made far less difference than she 
was willing to concede. His whirlwind methods had rather

P y  THolivorthy M alt^
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swept her off her feet, but because the sensation was so new 
to her, she was afraid of it—and besides, there was the 
other man to consider. So far, to be sure, this other man 
hadn’t brought up the subject; but for a month or more 
his symptoms had been very close to the surface—and she 
was really fond of him. “Don’t you see,” she said, haltingly, 
“that there’s reallv only one thing I can tell you—now?”

“What’s that?”
“Why don’t you just try to be a friend of mine—first.”
Marquand drew a long breath. “Of course,” he said, 

“I haven't got a lot of money—yet—but I ’m going to 
have. I—”

“Oh, Roger! That’s the very last thing I ’d have 
thought of!”

“I know it is,” said Marquand, “but it isn’t the last 
thing /  thought of. If I didn’t know I’d make good, I 
wouldn’t have asked you. Oh, I’m not bragging—I don’t 
pretend to be a thundering genius, like your father—but 
I ’ll work. Only 1 could work twice as hard if I knew it 
was for you.”

Almost in spite of herself she was moved by his intensity. 
“I can't answer you—the way you want me to—but

“Tell me this much. Have I got any chance at all? 
Do you want me to keep coming around—now you’ve seen 
what I’m coming for?”

After a pause she nodded slowly. “All I 
know is that—I’d miss you if you didn’t.” 

Marquand smiled at her. “That’s enough. 
I ’ll keep coming back and coming back and 
coming back—until you’re married to some
body else.” Here his voice dropped. “And I 
won’t stop loving you—even then.”

This was on Saturday night, and on Sunday 
the other man, who had known her for a year 

and who had actually introduced Marquand to her, made 
his own declaration, just as she had expected.

The other man was big and blond and commanding; he 
had rowed on his university crew and played savage football, 
but in his manner toward her there was always a gentle
ness which profoundly affected her, because it seemed to her 
to be the gentleness of great strength, spiritual as well as 
physical.

“Peggy,” he said, “ever since the beginning, I ’ve wanted 
you. I wanted to tell you about it—oh, all last winter—but 
I didn’t think I had the right to. You didn't know me well 
enough, and 1 hadn’t enough income. I haven’t enough 
even now; but I’ve got prospects. In a couple of months 
I’ll be an assistant secretary. Is there somebody else, 
Peggy—or are you going to make me the happiest man 
on earth?”

Until a very few days ago she had imagined that Francis 
Hackett was her ultimate ideal. She respected him and 
admired him and she was still half-convinced that she was 
in love with him—and then she thought of Marquand.

“You see,” she said eventually, “1 do like you a lot, 
Francis. More than almost anyone I ever met. But—I’m 
afraid you’ll have to wait—that is, if you care enough to 
wait—because—”

[ Turn tu page .jo]
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B y Fannie H urst

MEN think less about women than they think they do. What they do 
think about, rather enormously, is what women think of them. 
True enough that while paleozoic man roamed the paleozoic wilds, 
paleozoic woman doubtless remained at home to dream of his returning 
pelt-laden at night to whack her over the head with a museum piece of 

stone-age bludgeon and carry her off to his distant fur-lined cave.
Thus, more often than not, the waiting woman was the reason why Love, with 

hair on his chest and chiseled front teeth, could rampage the wilds for pelts 
wherewith to line his cave for her and with them stun her into pride of 
his prowess.

Man’s love is of man’s life a thing apart, 
’Tis woman’s whole existence. . . .
Men have all the resources, we but one, 
To love again and again be undone.

Byronic, but not so wise as lilting.
Man’s love, like woman’s, whether in 

the paleozoic age or our own jazzoic age, 
is of his life a thing inseparable. Pelts, 
politics, the dollar may motivate him but 
women actuate him.

Why does man plunge into the treacher
ous jungle of Wall Street? That his woman 
may be driven in the chariot and wrapped 
in the pelts of his prowess. Motivated by 
the dollar, actuated by her.

Man invests his sweetheart, his wife, 
the mother of his children, with the robes 
of sanctity. As the bonds of matrimony 
tarnish, she may become dull, suspicious, 
fat, uninteresting, but none the less she is 
the one whom he has hallowed by marriage. 
She is his own and for his sake must 
remain inviolate. So man idealizes not 
women in general, but his woman in 
particular.

Man thinks of woman as sacred so far 
as his legalized possession of her makes her 
sacred. He will subject his mistress to the 
cold shoulder of society and not want to 
permit his daughter to ride with an escort 
in a taxicab unchaperoned.

Man thinks, whether consciously or un
consciously, of women in terms of what 
he has made them. He thinks of women in 
terms of self, as the beautifier of his home, 
the mother of his children, the wearer of 
his pelts, the beneficiary of his jungle 
victories.

The kind of love which makes the aver
age marriage possible slips in between 
cerebration. Or, as De Stael with a flourish 
of her brittle pen once put it, the fatal 
lull in love is that moment when the 
psychological gets upper hand over the 
pathological.

Her way of saying that the fundamental 
attraction between the sexes, of course, is 
not mental but elemental. Men and women 
are attracted to each other before they 
think about each other. Sensation before 
cerebration. The Q. E. D. to that is: 
“You never know a person until you have 
lived with him.”

The amazing result is that so many 
alliances withstand the shock which comes 
from marrying in haste and cerebrating 
at leisure. It proves that the present 
institution of marriage, draft ridden and 
old-fashioned, is none the less a sturdy 
structure.

On the face of every dollar a man 
earns is the head of the woman he dreams 
will grace his home and bear his name. Let 
a woman, for instance, stop to think on 
this subject of name long enough to ask 
herself why she should cease to exist as 
“Jane Smith” and become “Mrs. John 
Jones” on the day of her marriage. Not 
only men will recoil at the mere question, 
but the great majority of women, afraid 
of their security, will recoil too.

Nothing so completely unfrocks a 
woman in a man’s estimation as her realiza
tions about him instead of her idealization 
of him, and most women would rather be 
frocked by a man than unfrocked by a 
principle.

She becomes “unwomanly,” and a 
menace to the aforementioned institution, 
if she sees no more reason for changing 
her name after marriage than she does for 
changing the color of her hair. She be
comes the apotheosis of womanly perfec
tion if during the days of her engagement 
she secretly and blushingly scrawls Mrs. 
John Jones across her visiting cards. It is 
something to confide sweetly, with her 
cheek to his lapel.

The most obvious proof of this male 
attitude of rectitude regarding the conserva
tion of the “womanliness” of his women, 
lies of course in the well-known truism that 
the highly intelligent male is notorious for 
his choice of a not so intelligent mate. 
Brilliant men have a high batting average 
for marrying women of quiescent brain 
power.

Huxley points out that in man the 
highly developed brain is in itself a 
monarch. Yes, a monarch that must sway 
the empire of the home. By keeping the 
wife mentally quiescent and snug as a bug 
within the rug of the home, that monarchy 
approaches more nearly the absolute.

Men, even in this age of so-called ad
vanced thinking of and about women, want 
their sweethearts and wives to fit into the 
man-established scheme of things along the 
lines of least resistance. Blue eyes are 
easier to cope with than gray matter. That 
is so often the answer to “what does he 
see in her?”

The double code of morals is man’s way 
of protecting his ego from himself. A wit 
has divided women into two classes: wives, 
and the women for whom men push re
volving doors.

Violate not what man has made in
violate—for himself.

John Smith who has not seen his own 
feet for ten years may ogle the ankles of 
a sweet flapper and the chances are the 
men at his club will indulgently call him a 
sly old rake.

But if Mrs. John Smith expresses her 
preference for a younger man and the 
single code of morals and of chins, there
upon she ceases to be the woman worthy 
of John Smith’s name and home and every 
mother’s son of them at the club are, “Con
foundedly sorry, old man. Rotten world. 
Hard on you I know. Count on me if you 
need me to testify—”

As a matter of fact, nature, sly fixer, 
doesn’t care a ha’penny what men and 
women think about each other just so they 
do not think too wisely to interfere with 
her scheme of things. Those who do think 
too wisely, are too largely in the minority 
to hinder her and those who think wisely, 
too largely in the minority to help her. 
Logical marriage is almost an anachronism.

JACK rushes into the maelstrom of his 
love for Jill because—well, just because 
to drown himself in the blue of her 

eyes is an ecstasy and there never was a 
pitfall so joyous as the naughty little dimple 
in Jill’s naughty little chin.

As for Jill, well there is an irate step
mother at home and standing behind the 
counter eight hours a day has given her 
such callous spots on her little feet and 
then—Jack has a steady job and a nice 

[Turn to page 4SI
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What Men Think of Women

I N  enlisting the genius of Fannie Hurst, famous 
author of “Humoresque,” and “The Vertical City,” 

to represent woman’s view of “What Men and Women 
Think of Each Other,” the editor believes the feminine 
side of this question of prime human interest is pre
sented by one of the most brilliant woman-writers of 
her day, and that both sexes will therefore read with 
utmost interest what opinions she here ascribes to 
each sex regarding its secret attitude toward the other.

Regarding Man Miss Hurst Says:
Men want their sweethearts and wives to fit into the man-established scheme 
of things along the lines of least resistance. Blue eyes are easier to cope with 
than gray matter. That is often the answer to “What does he see in her?
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B y Jo seph  H ergesheim er

IT ought, perhaps, to be said that men, or rather men in the United States, think 
less about women than it is commonly supposed. The nation as a man thinks 
very highly of women; yet that ideal is as much in the sky as in their hearts. 
They have a high opinion of several sharply, jealously defined varieties—• 
mother, wife, sweetheart, daughter and sister—but they turn the general 

activities of their minds in other directions. At one time politics occupied a large 
part of men’s thoughts; now they are almost exclusively devoted to the dollar.

The truth is that the average man’s life is divided into two unequal parts: one, 
very much the larger, is his association with the masculine world of work; and the 
other, the smaller, is concerned with his home.

Men’s opinions of women, fully as often 
wrong as right, are being constantly 
destroyed. This, however, means nothing 
to men—if what they think about women 
isn’t so, it ought to be. The fault, men are 
apt to say, lies with the women.

The course of a man’s thoughts and 
feelings about a woman goes through several 
clearly marked stages: in courtship she is 
as lovely and rare as a rose, he is in an 
ecstasy of delight which colors all the world 
for him through her charm; in early mar
riage his feeling deepens to a passion in 
which there is both pride and the tender
ness of pity; and as their children grow 
older he settles into the comfortable affec
tion of security.

However, in this reasonable ordering of 
life, men in the region of middle age have 
a seemingly unaccountable return of the 
instincts of April; there is present, together 
with the tranquil affection for their wives, 
a spirit of restlessness and youth. In that 
state they search for what, in youth, fas
cinated them. What women, probably, will 
never be brought to understand is that both 
these desires can dwell at once, without 
damage to each other, in the same man.

Here, from a woman’s side, is where 
men are so unreasonable—men will have 
what might be called their fling, and, at the 
same time, expect their wives to remain 
irreproachably domestic. There is, though, 
no inconsistency in this: on one hand, the 
man’s fixed and necessary ideals are all 
invested in the sentimental vision of a wife; 
and on the other he has his returning long
ing—a sort of Indian Spring—for a slender 
and unencumbered charm. Naturally, the 
wife cannot play both parts; of the two 
the wife is infinitely more important, but 
the truth of that will not take twenty years 
from her age, and twenty or more pounds 
from her weight.

There is something incurably vain and 
personally hopeful about a man. He acts, 
almost without exception, either as though 
he had privately discovered the fountain 
of eternal youth, or as though no mirrors 
were in existence. Apparently men in the 
middle season of their lives never try on 
the trousers of ten years before. That 
their grace has departed as surely as their 
wives’ never seems to occur to them.

In his heart the man we are describing 
condemns any incidental charmer upon 
whom he may be lavishing the money de
signed for the butcher. In his heart he 
condemns himself. The truth of this, too, 
women invariably miss—men vastly prefer 
being what is largely termed upright.

Young men do not think individually 
about life; they do not, until they fall in 
love, think about individual girls; they see 
girls generally as either attractive or un
attractive. They are, naturally, excited 
about girls who happen to be exceptionally 
pretty; but prettiness is not what, mostly, 
they admire. Strangely enough, young men, 
except when they are infatuated, admire 
two totally opposed qualities in girls—they 
like a sweet reasonableness and they like 
disdain. It is impossible to decide which 
of those two will take a girl into the 
greatest popularity.

A young man will be enraptured by a 
girl wbo will allow him to spend practically 
no money, and he will regard with dazed

approbation the persuasive creature who 
won’t leave a thread at the bottom of his 
pocket. When, however, he is older, he 
will turn toward the sweet reason. With 
the exception of the unsteady period al
ready referred to, he will prefer in a woman, 
above all else, generosity.

This generosity is not a single quality, 
but the combination of a great many. It 
includes, among all the others, the ability 
commonly called letting a man alone. In 
reality, this means quite the opposite of 
its sound—letting a man alone consists in 
giving him the wisest care imaginable. If 
he is weary it doesn’t talk to him; if it 
provides a dish of which he is particularly 
fond it doesn’t call his attention a hundred 
times to that forethought; it resolutely 
ignores the innumerable times he contradicts 
himself; it doesn’t—a fatal thing—pin him 
down; it doesn’t, for three hours, per
sistently concern itself with why, that 
morning, he put on a brand new neck-tie, 
and was so late getting home?

It isn’t jealous!
That, of all the aspects of feminine 

generosity, is the most valuable and rare. 
Again, the illogical character of the mascu
line ego is evident because, disliking the 
practice of jealousy, it instinctively enjoys 
the flattery which jealousy implies. A 
large part of what a man demands from a 
woman is her unalterable conviction that 
he is simple, matchless.

Ge n e r o s it y , as well, implies a lack 
of smallness, a defect men are very 
apt to discover, without understand

ing, in women. The truth of that is 
that women are forced to regard as im
portant things which men magnificently 
pass over. Men, without question, are 
more extravagant, more careless of money, 
than women; a great deal of what they 
spend is never revealed at home. They 
are, too, used to administering money; 
because they make it they have an idea 
of its intrinsic value. They are, more or 
less, trained in business; and they find 
that women, especially in the United States, 
order their affairs, the running of their 
houses, badly.

The injustice of this they completely and 
incredibly miss—the men themselves, in the 
ornamental part of their passage through 
life, insist that women resemble, in in
telligence and prudence, the lilies of the 
field. They want them—neither toiling nor 
spinning nor frugal—to reflect their own 
masculine success. On one hand men com
plain because their wives live without 
reference to the money properly at their 
command; and on the other they take 
pride in never discussing their affairs at 
home.

The common contention that men dis
like an intelligent woman happens to be 
true. To begin with, it is difficult to keep 
up the pretension of being a man, with all 
that gloriously implies, in the face of a 
calm and unsparing intelligence. Men’s 
vanity, at once small and heroic, resolutely 
requires the sustaining encouragement of 
a feminine confidence.

Men want the vitality of warmth, of 
generosity, from women; and when, in 
place of that, they get intelligence, they 

[Turn to page 48]

J o se p h  J ie r g e sh e im e r

What Men Think of Women

J N  Joseph Hergesheimer, leading European critics 
credit America with possessing a supreme analyst 

of the emotions of men and women; consequently, 
the editor feels assured that men everywhere, 
and women, too, will he content to allow the 
brilliant author of “Cytherea,” that much de
bated novel about the love-life of a modern man, 
to give us man’s view of what men and women 
think of each other.

Regarding Women Mr. Hergesheimer Says:
The most valuable thing a woman possesses is the idealized view of the man 
she loves; when it is gone her happiness goes with it. The man who is viewed 
with merely reasonable eyes by his wife, feels that he is no more than a scarecrow.
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cThe D ashincr Slrancrer
^By L u c ia n  C a r yA LTHEA wondered if she still loved her husband. It 

A  was one of those gray days that come as often 
in March as in November. And there was, 

/  % besides, the mud—red mud, the mud of the oil
^  -“ ■ country. It had been raining for a week now,

and the roads were almost impassable, and the 
fields were a flat sea of mud. Close to the house the earth 
was red. In the middle distance it was brown. On the 
horizon it changed somehow to gray. The sky was gray. 
Life was gray. Althea was doing the breakfast dishes.

Jimmy—she wished somehow she hadn’t learned to call 
him Jimmy—Jimmy had seemed so nice and familiar a name 
when she had known him only a few weeks. But now that 
she had been married five years she wished she had learned 
to call him Jim. The name Jim had more dignity, more 
character, more force. When you called a man Jimmy you 
somehow meant that he was a boy, a boy you liked, per
haps, but still a boy. Jimmy was playing with Alice and 
Bobby in the next room. Alice was two and Bobby was 
four. And Jimmy might be—well, six—instead of a grown 
man, somebody you could depend on.

Althea stole a look at her husband and her two children 
through the open door of the kitchen.

Jimmy was actually sitting cross-legged on the floor 
between them, building with their blocks. He was building 
a tower, the tallest tower that would stand. Alice and Bobby 
watched breathlessly while the tower trembled. I t recovered 
itself. It stood. Jimmy selected another wooden cube and 
delicately set it in place on top of the others. The tower 
trembled, swayed, fell. Some of the blocks shot half way 
across the room. And all three of them laughed aloud as 
if something quite splendid had happened.

Althea turned back to her dishpan. It was nice—his 
liking the children. But he was only a child himself; that 
was why he did. He would never really do anything. They 
would always live in this house, on this farm, at the edge 
of town. And what a town! Lodi. Why there wasn’t a 
person, not one, not even Old Man Tolland who had started 
it, whose one ambition wasn’t to get away from it, to go 
somewhere else. But she would never get anywhere else. 
Jimmy was too slow, too cautious.

Althea had believed in him when she married him. He 
had inherited some money from his father, and the real- 
estate office, and this farm. It had seemed a great start— 
so much more than most people had. Jimmy had been 
quietly boastful about what he was going to do with such 
a start. He was going to make money in land.

“Why,” he had said, “in five years I ’ll be worth thirty 
thousand dollars. Maybe forty thousand. We’ll move to 
Kansas City. We might, we might even go to Chicago.” 

“Why not?” Althea had cried.
_ “Anything can happen in the oil country,” Jimmy had 

said slowly. “Of course,” he had added cautiously, “it will 
take time. It will take five years.”

Althea had laughed at that. What was five years to 
her—when she had Jimmy! It had been five long years

I l l u s t r a t e d  b y  R o b e r t  Mr. S te io a rL .

now. And they were just where they were in the beginning, 
except that she was older. She was twenty-eight now. Her 
youth was slipping away from her—her chance.

Althea wiped the dishes mechanically, and as she wiped, 
a fancy began to grow in her mind, a day-dream. She 
fancied herself rescued from this exile in the oil country, so 
far from all that was lovely, rescued by a dashing stranger. 
She smiled defensively when the phrase “dashing stranger” 
came into her mind. She would not have said it to anyone 
in the world. She would not have said it out loud—not 
even if she were all alone in the house. But she would 
think it. She couldn’t help thinking it. And she began to 
picture the kind of man he would be: a masterful man, a 
man to whom you couldn’t say no, a man who got what 
he wanted and gave you what you wanted.

She heard the telephone bell faintly, as if it were far off, 
instead of only in the next room. It rang one long and two 
short—their ring. But Jimmy would answer it. He was 
answering it. She heard his soft, drawling speech.

The man who would rescue her would speak quickly, 
decisively, as if he expected to be obeyed. Althea listened 
to Jimmy’s speech as he talked into the telephone without 
being conscious of the words he spoke. How could any one 
think twice about a man who talked like that—as if he 
didn’t care whether he had his own way or not? He always 
thought he was going to put over a deal. But he never 
did—unless it was a little one. Lately there had been a 
whisper that they had struck oil over toward Clinton, on 
the edge of the county. Jimmy had talked excitedly about 
it for a week. He had even gone over to Clinton to look 
around. But he hadn’t done anything about it. Other 
men would go in there and make the money. . . .

Jimmy put up the receiver and came out into the 
kitchen. He took down his coat and hat so quickly that 
Althea regarded him with a faint surprise. I t was not like 
him to move quickly.

“Well, Allie,” he said (he always called her Allie), “guess 
I ’ll have to crank up the flivver. Got to go over to Sharon.”

Sharon was the county seat. It was ordinarily an hour’s 
drive, but in this mud it might take half a day. I t might 
be impossible to get there at all.

“Why don’t you ride the mare?” Althea asked.
There was malice in her tone. Jimmy had bought the 

mare for three hundred dollars when she was a two-year-old. 
She was of Morgan blood, Jimmy said, in defense of his 
astounding extravagance. The mare was his pet; he never 
used her except to keep her in condition.

“I  hate to take her out in this mud,” he said, pretending 
to consider her suggestion. “Besides, I ’m in a hurry and 
I ’d have to stop to bandage her legs.”

Jimmy never let the mare out of the stable in wet 
weather until he had bandaged her legs as carefully as if she 
were going to run in some great stake.

Althea laughed meanly at his answer. She had known he 
would say something like that.

“I don’t know what the mare’s good for,” she said, “if 
you can’t  ride her.”

“I wouldn’t  sell her for—for six hundred dollars,” Jimmy 
said. It was what he always said, only this time he said 
it more gravely than usual.

Althea watched her husband go out to the barn. The 
mare thrust her head out of the open window of her box 
at his approach. Her ears were pricked forward eagerly, 
and she whinnied softly. Jimmy put his arm around her 
neck while she nuzzled in his pocket for sugar. Then he 
cranked the flivver and drove noisily out of the yard.

Althea moved quickly about her kitchen setting it to 
rights. She was wearing a pink gingham apron, clean and 
crisp. Her step was crisp too. But she remembered her 
day-dream—the dream of the dashing stranger—and as she 
went deeper and deeper into the dream her step became more 
languorous, until she was quite lost to the world around her.

II

A SHARP knock on the kitchen door aroused her. She 
stiffened ever so slightly and opened the door. There 
he stood. He was a tall man young, but older than 

she was, with a keen face and a quick smile. He was wear
ing the rough clothes and high boots of a driller But she 
saw instantly that he wasn’t a driller—an engineer perhaps, 
or an expert for one of the big oil companies. It was in the 
way he wore his clothes, the poise of his body, the look in 
his eyes. He had the manner—the manner she had been 
dreaming about. It was as if the dashing stranger had 
actually come.

“Hello, there,” he said—and when he said the words 
they were not too familiar, only friendly, as if they had 
known each other before. “My car is stuck in the mud— 
may I borrow a couple of those planks you’ve got out 
there by the barn?”

“Why yes, of course,” Athea said. She was not quite 
free of her dream, not quite willing to give it up in order 
to deal with an actual man. He smiled at her, and his eyes 
swept past her and surveyed her shining kitchen.

“Don’t tell me,” he said—and his smile was boyishly 
engaging—“don’t tell that there is some coffee left in that 
pot on the stove.”

Althea smiled back at him. “Are you hungry?” she 
asked.

“You bet I am,” he said “I haven’t eaten since last 
night.”

“I’ll get you something to eat.” He looked at her. He 
was the kind of man she had been dreaming about.

“That’s awfully good of you,” he said. “I ’ll have a try 
at the car—” he paused.

[T urn to page28}
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T ob y ivas lying upon tiger skins in Salt ash’s conical chamber, and he, the king of all her dreams, was kneeling by her side

Charles 'Rex
Part Seven

NOXETTE, you need not be afraid 
when you are with me. I shall 
protect you. Now go and dress!

When you are ready, come to me 
for inspection! And remember!
You are to look your best tonight.”

He turned with the last words and looked 
at her His brows went up as he realized 
her attitude—the tense resistance of the slight figure with
standing him.

But it was only for a moment or two that the girl 
maintained her stand. At sight of the look that leapt to 
his eyes, her own were swiftly lowered. She went from his 
presence like a small hunted animal.

Saltash shrugged his shoulders and sauntered down again 
to the vestibule. The crowd had grown. They were watch
ing the great entrance-door expectantly for the coming of 
the celebrated dancer.

The Italian, Spentoli, came up presently and joined 
Saltash. “I am hoping,” he said, “that you will presently 
give me the great honor of presenting me to your bride.” 

Saltash looked at him. “My wife is young and shy,” 
he said. “I will present you—some day, Spentoli, but it 
may not be yet.”

“This is her first visit to Paris?” questioned Spentoli. 
“Not her first. But she does not know Paris well” 

Saltash spoke carelessly.

%  E th e l  OW. D e l L
I llu s tr a te d  b y  H. R . B cillinqrcr

I f  You Are One o f Ethel M . D ell’s Countless 
Admirers —

Y O U  w ill b e  g la d  to  k n o w  th a t  th e  w o r ld -  
fa m o u s  a u th o r  is a l r e a d y  a t  w o rk  o n  h e r  

nex t^  n o v e l' a n d th a t  th is  su c c e s s o r  o f  “ C h a r le s  
R e x ”  w ill b e  p u b lish e d  in  M c C a ll’s M a g a z in e  
e a r ly  in  I 9 2 3 .

M iss D ell is so  d e lig h te d  w ith  th e  r e c e p t io n  
a c c o rd e d  h e r  la te s t  w o rk  b y  th e  g r e a t  a u d ie n c e  
o n  M c C all S tre e t  t h a t  sh e  h a s  ju s t  e x te n d e d  h e r  
c o n t r a c t  to  w r i te  e x c lu s iv e ly  fo r  th is  m a g a z in e .

T h is  is  a n  a n n o u n c e m e n t  w h ic h  w e  k n o w  
w ill b e  e n th u s ia s t ic a l ly  h a ile d  b y  a ll o u r  r e a d e r s ,  
fo r  it  m e a n s  t h a t  th e y  w ill b e  a f fo rd e d  th e  t r e a t  
o f  r e a d in g  a ll th e  fu tu re  w r i t in g s  o f  M iss D ell.

“She will be superbly beautiful in a few 
years’ time,” said Spentoli. “She has the 
athletic look of a boy. She reminds me—” 

“Of a picture called ‘The Victim’ by one 
—Spentoli!” Saltash’s voice was suave. “A 
cruel picture, man ami. I have seen the like
ness also. Where did you get it?”

The Italian was still smiling, but his eyes 
were wary. “From a little circus-rider in 
California,” he said, “a child, an imp of a 

child, astonishingly clever—a wisp of inspiration. Yes. a 
girl of course; but she had all the lines of a boy, the perfect 
limbs of an athlete. I took her from her circus. I should 
have paid her well had she remained with me. But before 
the picture was finished, she was tired. She was a little 
serpent, wily and wicked. One day we had a small dis
cussion in my studio—oh, quite a small discussion! And 
she stuck her poison-fang into me and fled.” Spentoli’s 
teeth gleamed through his black moustache. “I do not like 
these serpent-women,” he said. “When I meet her again, 
it will be my turn to strike.”

“Our turn so seldom comes,” said Saltash lazily, his eyes 
wandering to the door. “Mademoiselle Rozelle for instance 
would hold her own against any of us.”

“Ah! Rozelle!” Spentoli’s face changed magically. “But 
she is beautiful and without venom A rose without a 
thorn!”

Saltash laughed aloud. “I gather she is the attraction 
who has drawn you here.”
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“She draws all the world,” said Spentoli.
And with that he sprang to his feet, for there was a 

general stir in the vestibule, such as might herald the 
coming of a queen. In a moment the buzz of voices died 
down, and a great silence fell.

There came the sound of a laugh, a clear, ringing laugh, 
childishly, irresistibly gay, and a figure in blue came through 
the marble pillars. As a queen they had prepared for her, 
and as a queen she entered, a being, exquisite, goddess-like.

She looked around her with eyes that shone like sapphires. 
Her red lips were parted. Then she turned to a man who 
had entered behind her ano softly spoke.

Saltash's eyes followed hers, and he drew a low whistle 
between his teeth.

The dancer's escort was superbly indifferent to his 
rurroundings, gazing straight before him with the 
eyes of a Viking who searches the far horizon. He

walked with the fret 
swing of a pirate. And 
as the woman turned 
her dazzling face to
wards him, it was plain 
to all that she saw none 
but him in that vast 
and crowded place.

He was by her side
as they moved forward, and they saw her 
lightly touch his arm, with an intimate 
gesture, as though they were alone. Then 
the whole throng broke into acclamations, 
and the spell was broken. She saw them 
all again, and laughed her gracious thanks.

She went on to the great curving staircase, side by side 
with her fair-bearded Viking, still laughing like a happy 
child who looks for the morrow. As she rounded the curve 
of the stair, she snatched a red rose from her breast and 
threw it down to her worshippers below. It was aimed at 
Saltash, but it fell before Spentoli, and he caught and held 
it with wild adoration leaping in his eyes. As he pressed 
it to his lips, he was sobbing.

“Mon ami,” said Saltash’s voice behind him, maliciously 
humorous, “you have stolen my property. But—since I 
have no use for it, you may keep it.”

Spentoli looked at him with burning eyes. “Ah! You 
may laugh 1” he said, in a fierce undertone. Then he re
covered himself. “Do you know what they are saying of 
her?” he said. “That she is dying. But it is not true—not 
true! Such beauty as that could never die!”

The cynical lines in Saltash’s face deepened perceptibly. 
“Who is the man with her?” demanded Spentoli. “I 

have never seen him before—the man with the face of a 
Dane. Do you know him? Who is he? Some new lover?” 

Saltash was looking supremely ironical. “Perhaps new,” 
he said. “More likely—very old. His name is Larpent, and 
he is the captain of my yacht.”

W E will watch from the gallery,” said Saltash.
Toby looked at him with quick gratitude. 

“There won’t be so many people there,” she said. 
His look was frowning yet quizzical. “But everyone 

will know that Lady Saltash is present—with her husband,” 
he said.

Her eyes shone, more blue than the frock she wore. She 
stooped impulsively and touched his hand with her lips, 
then, as though she feared to anger him, drew quickly away.

“Wait for me, here, ma chere,” said Saltash, “while I 
go and dress.”

He was gone, but Toby looked after him with the wide 
eyes of one who sees at last a vision long desired. She 
stretched out both her arms as the door closed upon him.

When they went down to the great salle-a-manger a 
little later, her face was flushed and her smile ready, though 
she glanced about her in a shy, half-furtive fashion as they 
entered. They found a secluded table reserved for them 
in a corner.

Daubeni, the dancer, sat at the end of the room like a 
queen holding her court, and beside her sat the Viking, 
stern-faced and remote of mien, as supremely isolated as 
though he sat with her on a desert island. He spoke but 
seldom, and then to her exclusively. But when he spoke, she 
turned to him the radiant face of the woman who holds 
within her grasp her heart’s desire.

She was superbly dressed in many-shaded blue, and 
jewels sparkled with every breath she drew. Above her 
forehead, there nestled in the gold of her hair a single 
splendid diamond that burned like a multi-colored flame. 
She was at the acme of her triumph that night. Of all 
who knew her, there was not one who had seen her thus.

Before the bulk of diners had finished, she rose to go. 
Her cavalier rose with her, flinging her gauzy wrap of blue 
and gold over his arm. It was the signal for a demonstra
tion. In a moment a youth with eyes ablaze with adora
tion sprang on to a table in the centre of the vast room with 
a glass of red wine held high.

“A Rozelle! A Rozelle!”
The cry went up to the domed roof in a great crescendo 

of sound, and instantly the place was a pandemonium of 
shouting, excited figures. They crowded toward the table 
at which the danseuse still stood. She made a dainty 
gesture of acceptance, of acknowledgment, of friendly ap
preciation ; then lightly she turned to go.

Her companion made a path for her. He looked as if 
fie could have hewn his way through a wall of rock at that 
moment. No one attempted to gainsay him.

They were gone almost before they realized that their 
idol had not spoken a word to them. The moment was 
past, and the excitement died down to a buzz of talk.

“An amazing woman 1" said Saltash.
Toby glanced at him, and said nothing. She had watched 

the episode with eyes that missed nothing.

She rose, and be 
stood aside for her. As 
she passed him, his 
hand closed for an in
stant upon her bare arm in a grasp 
that was close and vital. She threw 
him a quick, upward glance; but still 
she said no word.

They passed out through the throng 
of diners almost unobserved, but in the corridor Spentoli 
leaned against a pillar smoking a long, black cigar. He 
made no movement to intercept them, but his eyes with 
their restless fire dwelt upon the girl in a fashion that drew 
her own irresistibly. She saw him and slightly paused.

It was the pause of the hunted animal that sees its 
retreat cut off, but in an instant Saltash’s voice, very cool, 
arrogantly self-assured, checked the impulse to panic.

“Straight on to the lift, ma chere! See! It is there in 
front of you. There will be no one in the gallery. Go 
straight on 1”

She obeyed him instinctively as her habit was, but in the 
lift she trembled so much that he made her sit down. He 
stood beside her in silence, but once lightly his hand touched 
her cheek. She moved then swiftly, convulsively, and caught 
it in both her own. But the next moment he had gently 
drawn it free.

The gallery that ran round three sides of the great 
salon was deserted. There was only one point at the far end 
whence a view of the stage that had been erected for the 
dancer could be obtained. Towards this Saltash turned.

“We shall see her from here,” he said.

THE place was but dimly illumined by the flare of the 
many lights below; two great crystal candelabra that 
hung at each end being left unlighted. Under one 

of these was a settee which Saltash drew forward to the 
balcony.

Very soon the salon was full of people, and the lights 
were lowered there while on the stage only a single shaft 
of blinding violet light remained, shooting downwards from 
the centre. Toby’s eyes became fixed upon that shaft of 
light.

The band had ceased to play. There fell a potent silence. 
No one saw her coming. She arrived suddenly as though 

she had slid down that shaft of light. And she was there 
before them dancing, dancing, like a winged thing in the 
violet radiance. Not a sound broke the stillness save a 
single, wandering thread of melody that might have come 
from the throat of a bird, soft, fitful, but half-awake in 
the dawning.

The violet light was merging imperceptibly into the 
indescribable rose of the early morning. It caught the 
dancing figure, and she lifted her beautiful face to it and 
laughed. The gauzy scarf streamed out from her shoulders 
like a flame, curving, mounting, sinking, now enveloping the 
white arms, now flung wide in a circle of glittering splendor.

A vast breath went up from the audience. She held 
them as by magic—all save one who leaned back in his 
corner with no quickening of the pulses and watched the 
girl beside him sitting motionless with her blue eyes wide 
and fixed as though they gazed upon some horror from 
which there was no escape.

The rose light deepened to crimson. Slowly the crimson 
lightened. The day was coming, and the silent-flitting moth 
of night was turning into a butterfly of purest gold. The 
scarf still floated about her like a gold-edged cloud. The 
giddy whirl was over. She came to rest poised, quivering 
in the light of the newly-risen sun, every line of her 
exquisite body in the accord of a perfect symmetry. Tonight 
she was as one inspired. She was dancing for one alone. 
She was as a woman who waits for her lover.

Up in the gallery Toby drew a deep breath as of one 
coming out  ̂of a trance, and turned towards the man beside 
her. The light had been turned on in the salon below, and 
it struck upwards o:t her face, showing it white and weary.

“So she has found another 
victim 1” she said.

“It seems so,” said Saltash.
She looked at him in the dim

ness. “Did you know that Captain 
Larpent was with her?”

“No,” said Saltash. He leaned 
forward abruptly, meeting her look with a sudden challenge. 
“Did you?”

She drew back sharply. “Of course not! Of course not! 
What—what should I know about her?”

The music began again—weird and mournful—and a 
murmur went round among the eager watchers. It was her 
most famous dance, the dance of Death.

It was almost too rapid for the eye to follow in its first 
stages—a fever of movement, a delirium, a fantasy painful 
to watch. Saltash, who had taken small interest in the 
previous dance, leaned forward and gave his full attention to 
this, as it were in spite of himself. The very horror of it 
was magnetic.

THOSE who saw that dance of Rozelle Daubeni never 
forgot it, and there was hardly a woman in the audi
ence who was not destined to shudder whenever the 

memory of it arose. But the end was such as no one in that 
assembly looked for. Just as the awful ecstasy of the 
dance was at its height, just as the dreaded crisis approached, 
and they saw with a gasping horror the inevitable final 
clutch of the unseen enemy upon his vanquished victim; 
just as she lifted her face in the last anguish of supplication, 
yielding the last hope, sinking in nerveless surrender before 
the implacable destroyer, there came a sudden flare of light 
in the salon, and the great crystal candelabra that hung 
over the end of the gallery where the man and the girl 
were seated watching became a dazzling sparkle of over
whelming light.

Everyone turned toward it instinctively, and Toby, 
hardly knowing what she did, but with the instinct to escape 
strong upon her, leapt to her feet.

In that moment, as she stood in the full light, the 
dancer’s eyes also shot upwards and saw the slim young 
figure. It was only for a moment, but instantly a wild 
cry rang through the great salon.

“N o s a i d  
Larpent, with 
g r i m certi
tude. “ H e  
isn’t pretend
ing this time”
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In Ihe (lash 
of a second llie 
light was gone, 
the gallery again 
in darkness. But 
on the stage a 

woman’s voice cried thrice: 
“Toinette! Toinettel Toinette!” 
in the anguished accents of a 
mother who cries for her dead 
child, and then fell into a tragic 
silence more poignant than any 
sound, a silence that was the 
silence of Death.

And in that silence a man’s 
figure, moving with the free, 
athletic swing of a sailor, crossed 
the stage to where the dancer 

lay huddled in the dimness like a broken 
thing, lifted her, bore her away.

VERY late that night when all the crowds 
who had assembled to watch Rozelle 
Daubeni had dispersed with awe-struck 

whisperings, two men came down the great 
staircase into the empty vestibule and paused 
at the foot.

“You are leaving Paris again?” said Saltash. 
The other nodded, his face emotionless. 

There is nothing to keep me here,” he said. 
Saltash’s eyes were upon him, alert, specu

lative, but wholly without malice. “You came 
because you were sent for,” he said.

Larper.t nodded twice thoughtfully.
“Only one reason,” he said, and he seemed 

to speak as one who communes with his soul. 
“She was dying—and she wanted me. After 
twenty years,” he said, as if in wonder at 
himself.

Saltash’s look came swiftly upwards. “I  
met her too late in life. I appreciated her 

charm, but it left me cold.”
“You never saw her in her first youth,” said Larpent, 

and into his fixed eyes there came a curious glow, the look 
of a man who sees a vision.

“What was she like then?” said Saltash.
Slowly the sailor answered him, word by word as one 

spelling out a strange language. “She was like a butterfly 
that plays among the flowers in the early morning. She 
had the look of a boy—the wide-open eyes, the fearless way, 
the freedom, the daring. Her innocence—her loveliness—” 
Something rose unexpectedly in his throat. He stopped and 
swallowed hard. “My God! How lovely she was!” he 
said, in a strangled voice.

He sat in silence for several seconds. Then in a more 
normal tone he spoke again. “I  had to come to her. God 
knows what made her want me after all these years. But I 
couldn’t refuse to come. I had her message two days ago. 
She said she was alone, dying. So I came.” He paused 
and wiped his forehead. “I  thought she had tricked me. 
You saw her as she was tonight. She was like that, full of 
life, superb. But I had come to her, and I found I couldn’t 
leave her. She wanted me—to take her back.” He rose and 
began to pace to and fro as though he paced a deck. “You 
will think me mad of course. You never came under the 
spell. Had she lived, after tonight I would have taken her 
away. She would never have danced again. I was—her 
husband.”

Larpent paced on with bent head. “I was her husband. 
I commanded her to dance no more. But I was at sea and 
she was on shore. She went back to her dancing when I 
was on the other side of the world. When I got back, she 
was gone. And I—I never followed her. I went back to 
the sea.”

“And yet you loved her?” Saltash said, with a queer 
twist of the features that was not of mirth.

“I loved her, yes. If I hadn’t loved her I would never 
have come to her when she called. That is love—the thing 
that doesn’t die.” A sudden throb sounded in Larpent’s 
voice. “If I hadn’t  come, she’d have died—aloqe. But that 
wasn’t the primary reason she sent for me. There was 
another. When I came to her yesterday she told me of a 
child that had been born to her—our child that she had 
loved but had been unable to protect. It was a long story 
Spentoli, the Italian artist, knows it from beginning to end. 
You know Spentoli?”

“I know him,” said Saltash.
“Spentoli is a blackguard,” Larpent said, “the sort that 

is born, not made afterwards He has painted Rozelle over 
and over again He raves about her He may be a genius. 
He is certainly mad. He wanted the child for a model, and 
Rozelle could not prevent it. She had been ill. And so 
he had the child, but only for a time The girl had a will 
of her own and broke away, joined a circus in California. 
ITe tracked her down, captured her again, tried to make a 
slave of her But she was like a wild creature. She stabbed 
him one night and fled. Rozelle never had been able to 
hear of her again. She begged me to find and save her. 

IT u n i to page 36  J

She stared at him, 
wide-eyed, m o t i o  n- 
less. “ Not pretend
ing? W hat do youo?Jm ean:
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cW ho is  S y lv ia  ?
“Who is Sylvia? What is she, 
That all our swains commend her?” 

—Old Song.

S
YLVIA is a joyous little lady with lights 
in her hair which make it almost gold.

Yes, and Sylvia is a secress with deep-set 
fire in her eyes of gray. Sylvia is naive, delight
fully unwise. One knows it when she glances up 
in that round, wondering way. And then quite 

suddenly she is clever as the flashing steel of a Medici 
dagger, and little scimitar-like curves come to the corners 
of her mouth.

But truly she is a dear, Sylvia, eager to absorb the 
wisdom of young men, sparkling, transparent, cracked ice. 
Or else—or else she is dark red wine in a tall, thin-stemmed 
glass, colorful and mysterious. j

It was the thing to consider the affair at Brownlee s a 
bore, the sort of bore which the younger and more serious 
element of the summer colony at Addison-on-the-Sound 
couldn't seem to avoid. Yes. the soul of youth is dead 
these days to the reflections of a ballroom floor, to French 
windows, square frames of light, to a night-shadowed sweep 
of lawn descending to the beach, to the misty witchery of a 
three-quarter moon.

A low sports car swept into the drive. Even before it 
came to a full stop, something in white and silver, glistening 
against the flaring red lining of her evening cloak, jumped 
from the running-board and scurried up the steps. Death 
to repose! Death to quiet discourse! Sylvia is a joyous 
little lady with lights in her hair which make it almost gold.

“That man is insane! Positively mad!” she announced 
to the group about the door, and waved back at the very 
normal-looking man in the driver’s seat of the car she had 
just deserted. “Stuart was going to carry me off to the 
little church in Saybrook! What do you think of tha t! 
I almost got a thrill out of i t !” She sighed. “But here 
we are, safe and single, you see.”

That was Sylvia. No sooner was she present than she 
was the center of attention, just by the divine right of being 
herself. She stood there brushing that uncontrollable hair 
from her brow and answering, each in his own language, 
the half-dozen men who dared banter with her. Most of 
them had been, or were, in love with her, which gave 
Sylvia all the advantage she needed.

‘By Staph en Mo reh ouse Avert/
I llu s tra ted  by Jz.GiWHtmack.

Stuart Walcott joined her, a perfectly appointed, quite 
up-to-specifications man. It was conceded that Stuart had 
a good chance to marry Sylvia. That was conceding a lot. 
“Well, let’s go leave our things and hop about a bit,” 
he suggested.

“Righto, old timer,” she agreed. “I ’m in form tonight.
For several hours Sylvia’s spirit needed nothing more 

than the colors and lights of the ballroom. She thought it 
significant that she had a new partner every six steps, and 
for that she smiled and quipped and patted the shoulders 
of departing ones in a friendly little way. It was her 
method and it worked.

It seemed to go on indefinitely, the same unending pro
gram—men, men, dancing men. Stuart found her just after 
she had successfully begged his sticks away from the snare- 
drummer and was perched up in the midst of the orchestra 
hammering the drum with them to her heart’s content. That 
was Sylvia.

HE took her outside on the porch for a moment, and 
they stood gazing in silence down toward the moon- 
silvered line where the Sound broke gently upon the 

beach. Sylvia saw here and there, emerging from the 
shadows and crossing the smooth, clear spaces of the lawn, 
a man and a girl, arm in arm—always a man and a girl 
and always arm in arm. A wave of feeling left her trem
ulous and almost weak. Somehow the Sylvia she lived her 
minutes with became a more glorious creature, transported. 
It burned in her eyes now, but Stuart Walcott did not see. 
And for a second her heart raced wild, but Stuart did not 
know. “What’s the matter, Sylvia?” He did say that.

“I don’t know, Stuart. It’s just that I ’m wanting some
thing which I shall probably never have.”

He started to speak, but she interrupted. “No—no, 
Stuart, you are rather a dear, but you don’t quite under
stand. I wish you did, or that I did myself.” She put her 
hand over his on the porch railing. “Let’s go down to 
the beach.”

parent.

Truly he did not understand. He knew a 
Sylvia who was gay, a match for any man, the 
girl of the times in her most perfect manifestation, 
a Sylvia who sat with the orchestra and beat the 
snare-drum. But this? This was someone else, 
someone not quite so charmingly interested in 
the wisdom of young men, not quite so trans-

t_____ Yes, the soul of youth is dead these days to night-
shadowed sweeps of lawn and the misty witchery of three- 
quarter moons. Or perhaps it isn’t. . ,

They strolled down the slope. I t was still out there, and they 
were alone. Sylvia felt again the sense of the inevitability of 
Stuart Walcott which had been crowding upon her of late. 
Her mother had spoken several times recently about her 
“second season out” and about the position of the Walcotts.

Yes, Stuart would ask again, and she did not want him 
to. It was the night she had wanted.

IN a moment they came out upon the smooth stretch of 
beach where the frosted light, dimmed now with mist, 
still caught upon the thin line of froth at the water’s 

edge. Out beyond, she could .make out the swaying mast- 
light and the black hull of a sloop, anchored close to shore.

“Who is Sylvia? What is she?” She laughed almost 
bitterly at her own question. “I honestly think she is the 
world’s greatest coward, a person who might possibly amount 
to something but who is afraid to try, afraid of a serious 
thought or a little real feeling because some other little 
girl might laugh.”

Stuart was nonplussed. Here was a mood never revealed 
before, by this or any of the other girls he knew. “Forget 
it, Sylvia,” he said nervously. “You’ve got it on the whole 
bunch of them, more 'go' than all of them put together. 
That’s what counts.”

“And ‘go’ is all I  have, Stuart. Just what all these 
girls have, only more pitiful than they because I have more 
of it. Is that all there is in life?” Sylvia was on the verge 
of tears. “I  want something that will make me cry, or 
hate—or love.”

“Sylvia! Have you at last come to it? You know 
that is what I  want you to feel and—”

“0  Stuart, please, please don’t now! I’m cold and I 
wish I had my cloak. Would you get it for me—and then 
we will talk it out? No, I’m not afraid.”

ITuru to page- 32]
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“ fVe wish for the thing that we want m ost in all the world, and then we blow out the candle—” Lisbethan hung breathless over the magic cake

Ligrht TMagric
F y  ‘‘F ra n  c e s  TNotpes THart

I l lu s tr a te d  b y  L e s l ie  B ensoru

Conclusion
AY 1 come up?” asked 
Michael.

“I t’s a pretty funny 
time,” answered the Fairy,
“to be paying a call on a 
lady! But since you’ve 

chosen it, you may come up.”
“It’s a party call,” he explained. “A double party call, 

for luncheon and tea. I never saw so much darkness in all 
my life. Where in Heaven’s name are you, Lisbethan?” 

“Down at the very end of the veranda,” said the far
away little voice. “Yes—straight ahead. Look out for the 
table, Michael—look out!’’

“Thank you,” remarked Michael, in a very ungrateful 
tone, busily endeavoring to locate the small object that he 
had just kicked into space. “Why didn’t you tell me that 
the nasty little thing was there? You aren’t  a very good 
hostess, Lisbethan.”

“I didn’t ask to be any kind of a hostess,” Lisbethan 
pointed out unkindly.

“I know,” Michael admitted meekly, “but Maggie was 
having a simply unbearable dinner party, Fairy! And they 
wouldn’t go home and they wouldn’t go home, and they 
would play bridge. And I was dummy, so I rose to my full 
height, and said that I would just step out on the veranda 
and smoke a cigarette. And it was so cool and lovely out 
there, and I remembered how nice you were, Lisbethan. I 
remembered that you were so nice that I thought that I 
must be exaggerating, and I  decided to come over and 
find out.”

“Well, am I?”
“I don’t know yet; it’s dark, and you might have changed 

in the eons that it’s been since I’ve seen you.”
“I t’s been a little over twenty-four hours,” Lisbethan 

commented.
“Don’t let your imagination run away with you, my 

child. Twenty-four hours indeed! Why, I ’ve become so 
aged and decrepit that you would hardly recognize me. 
But, Lisbethan, why in the name of common sense and 
stability, are you bobbing up and down like that?”

“I ’m swinging,” replied Lisbethan dreamily. “How did 
you know that I  was up here, Michael?”

“I heard you singing like the smallest fairy prima donna 
in or out of the world.”

“Oh! Well, I think I ’m glad you came, maybe Was 
it a horrid dinner party?”

“I trust that you may never encounter as horrid a one, 
Elizabeth Ann. Is that a white dress you’re wearing, 
Lisbethan ?”

“Gray,” murmured Lisbethan. “Gray and fluffy. And 
silver slippers and a silver sash, and a silver comb in my 
hair. I ’m beautiful. Can you see?”

Michael struck a match, leaning far forward.
“Don’t I look pretty beautiful?” asked Lisbethan 

anxiously.
“You look a good deal more beguiling,” he informed 

her severely, “than any young lady has a right to look of 
an April evening. And you look as though you were doing 
it on purpose.”

“I am at my best,” remarked the Fairy demurely.
“And for whose benefit,” asked Michael with interest, 

“is all this enormous decorativeness?”
“For Boots. He’s very particular about the way I look, 

is Boots. And he’s ’specially devoted to me in gray.”
“I see. Would you stop swinging in that distracting way 

for just one minute, and tell me what you were singing when 
I came up the path?”

“I’ve forgotten. I  don’t bear sustained analysis very 
well. Was Mrs. Middleton at your dinner party?”

“I have a vague suspicion that she was.”
“And wasn’t she nice to you, poor, poor Michael? No 

wonder that it was a horrid dinner.”
“I don’t give a tinker’s dam,” replied Michael with more 

fervor than gallantry, “whether Mrs. Middleton was nice to 
me or not. What’s the matter, Lisbethan—is it your heart’s 
desire to see a union consummated between Mrs. Middleton 
and myself?”

Lisbethan was apparently swinging 
very far away indeed. “No, that’s not 
my heart’s desire.”

“Lisbethan, I do believe—I do actu
ally believe that you're jealous.”

A profound and guilty silence from 
the swing.

‘You’re rather marvelous, Lisbethan 
Fairy, not to realize that there are some 

things not worthy of your jealousy. To be jealous of red 
hair, tired eyes, a painted mouth—you, who are made of 
dreams and songs and flowers!”

“That wasn’t what you called them to her,” accused 
Lisbethan, but there was a sudden joyous lilt in her voice. 
“You probably tell her that it’s sheer sacrilege to mention 
a tow-headed, white-faced, green-eyed infant such as your 
humble servant in the same breath as her siren self.”

“You don’t believe one word that you’re saying, you 
little imp. Lisbethan, what’s that great, ghostlike tent out 
there?”

“That’s my magnolia tree. It used to be my favorite 
when I wasn’t much taller than the tulips, and Dad used 
to measure me on it, every year and every year, on the last 
day of April. I ’ll take you down to see some time, and you 
can start way down almost in the grass and read ‘Nan is 
three years old’—and then, higher up, ‘Nan is six years old’ 
and ‘Nan is twelve years old,’ ‘Fourteen years old,’ ‘Sixteen 
years old,’ and high, high up, ‘Nan is eighteen years old’— 
and then they stop.”

“And has Nan always stayed eighteen years old?”
“No—she goes there at dawn every last day of April, 

the way she used to go when she was just a round handful 
of blue pinafore and yellow curls, but there’s no one to 
carve ‘Poor Nan is pretty old today,’ when she stands up 
under the branches, and the same little mark has done for 
her ever since. Nan hasn’t grown, since there wasn’t any 
hand to carve her name.”

“Poor Nan,” said Michael gently, “poor little Nan, stand
ing alone under the magnolia tree. Maybe she will be very 
kind, and ask an aged wanderer to come with her and carve 
on the tree ‘Nan is pretty young today!’ ”

“Will you come?” asked the Fairy breathlessly. “Will 
you still be here on the last day of April, Michael, truly? 
Will you?”
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“On the last day of April,” nodded Michael. “And you 

shall stand on tiptoes, Fairy, so that there will be a beautiful 
new mark, way up high. I’ll never tell.”

“I can’t,” confessed the Fairy ruefully. “I mean that it 
wouldn’t do one bit of good, because I’ve always stood on 
tiptoes, ever since I was three. On tiptoes because Dad 
told me that everyone did it that way.”

“Of course. I understand perfectly, and you shall stand 
on tiptoes again, my not ’specially little Fairy. Lisbethan, 
aren't you going to sing to me?”

“Sing to you?”
“Sing the song that I heard when I was coming up the 

path. Please, Lisbethan, like a good child.”
“That was a pretty silly song. And my voice is pretty 

silly, too. And it was in Italian.”
“The one that I heard,” said Michael firmly, “was n  

perfectly good English. And it had a lovely, frilly little 
tune. And I believe that you are fully aware of precisely 
how enchanting your voice is. I am now waiting for you 
to lift it up in song, Miss Dean."

“Well, I translated those Italian ones into English, be
cause—because someone that I used to sing to didn’t under
stand Italian. But it's lots and lots too late to be lifting 
up my voice, Michael. I don’t want to seem inhospitable, 
Michael, but just what do you suppose your dinner party 
thinks that you are doing?”

“Well, there’s one thing that they don’t think,” sai 1 
Michael, “and that is that I am paying a party call on a 
certain Fairy. But aren’t you going to sing to me?”

“Oh, what a spoiled child! Wait until I find my guitar, 
then. There!’’ Michael could just see the curve of the 
small, pale figure, as she bent over the instrument, drawing 
her fingers across the strings that whimpered and sighed like 
some tired child. “Which was the one that I was singing?” 

“Oh, it had the gayest tune in the world, all full of absurd 
little trills, and it was about death and despair and torment 
and anguish and inspiringly cheerful things like that.”

“Oh,” sighed the Fairy waveringly, “it’s—it’s such a 
perfectly ridiculous—” And then she and the guitar broke 
into laughter together.

“The pain that I feel 
When my dear one I see 
Shows that love’s dart of steel 
Has pierced deeply in me.
The wound will not heal 
And my death it will be—
Oh, the wound will not heal 
And my death it will be!”

Michael was sure that she was shaking that amber head of 
hers tragically in the dark, and he laughed in sheer pleasure.

“If to reach her I try,” [sang the Fairy]
“She no longer is there—
Like a bird will she fly 
At my touch on her hair.
And of one little kiss 
Must I ever despair?
Oh, of one little kiss 
Must I ever despair?”

There was a faint stir in the darkness.

“But of love you’ve no notion,” [sang the Fairy] 
“If kissing you bar—
’Tis of heartfelt devotion 
The best sign by far.
Why, they kiss even saints,
In the churches so grand—
And all the fine ladies 
Are kissed on the hand!”

It trailed off into the fragrant darkness, and for a minute 
or so it was very quiet on the veranda. Michael broke the 
silence, with an odd note in his voice.

“Thanks. Is that swing made for one or for two, 
Lisbethan ?”

“For two,” replied Lisbethan truthfully, and added 
hurriedly, at the sound from Michael’s chair, “and there are 
two of us in it now—Boots and me. Not counting the 
guitar. Oh, Michael, be careful!”

“I'm through being careful. Boots and you, eh? Well, 
there goes Boots—and there goes the guitar—and that leaves 
you, my Fairy—you and me, my Fairy, my Fairy.”

“Oh, Michael,” sighed the Fairy happily, “did you want 
not to be wise and good all the time?”

“All the time, my wonder! When I think of all those 
hours wasted, I marvel at my sublime idiocy and iron self- 
control. I marvel and I curse. To have wasted a whole 
day—a day worth gold and silver and jewels—to have wasted 
it in bowing to a conscience! Why didn’t you show me?” 

“I couldn’t—you didn’t want to see. Oh, was it only 
a day ? It seemed to me as though I had been sensible, and 
wise and good and—and sorry for years and years. Michael, 
I did try to play fair.”

“Did you, my blessed child?”
“I tried not to sing that song; I told you how silly it 

was—didn't I, Michael?”
’And you told a hideous fib. That song contains the 

wisdom of the ages, and well you know it. Don’t you know 
it, Lisbethan?”

“I don’t know anything,” sighed the Fairy. “I can't 
think a bit well, any more. And when I think, it hurts. 
It hurts a good deal.”

“Don’t think, my little girl. Lie still, and look at the 
stars smiling at you. They’re smiling at the Fairy who is 
wise enough to be foolish.”

Lisbethan lay very still indeed.
“That song that was so sensible—the thing that made it 

sensible was that they were in love, I think. He loved her 
a great deal, didn’t he?”

“Very possibly.”
“But, Michael,” asked the Fairy wistfully, “we aren't in 

love, are we?”
“No,” said Michael, “no."
“Not—not at all, Michael?”
“Not at all, my Fairy.”
The Fairy was very quiet for quite a long time. She 

was thinking, and it hurt her to think.
“But I like you a little bit, Fairy,” Michael told her 

unsteadily, his cheek against the softness of her hair.
“Michael,” begged his Fairy, her voice one quiver of 

intensity, “Michael, tel! me why you don’t want to like me— 
more than just a little bit? I won’t ever ask you anything 
again—truly, truly. Michael, aren't you going to tell me?” 

“Yes,” said Michael, “I ’m going to—tell you.”

COME closer, Fairy—closer still—so. Well, once upon 
a time there was a man. He was wild as a hawk, that 
man, and cruel as they make 'em. He was as lawless 

and reckless and unscrupulous as any bandit, and he had 
delightful manners, and a charming smile, and an unlimited 
income. He loved danger better than man or woman, drank 
more than a dozen ordinary men and showed it less, was as 
generous as a prince, as unscrupulous as a card-sharp, and 
sang like an angel. He loved too lightly and too fiercely, 
had a temper like a thousand demons and was as 
deservedly happy as anyone would be who carried his 
own particular hell about with him wherever he went. 
His name was Randall.”

“Not—not Michael ?” 
asked a small, startled 
voice. Michael gave a 
short and not very 
mirthful laugh.

“No, little flatterer 
—not Michael. Well, 
one day this interesting 
character met a lady 
a Spanish girl, who had 
come to s p e n d  the 
winter with her aunt.
She a n d  her t w i n

brother were orphans, and as proud and poor as anything 
in Spain—and one can’t be prouder or poorer. She took 
the town by storm, that winter, with her noble little head 
and haunted eyes and laughing mouth; she looked like one’s 
dreams of a young empress. And when Randall tried to kiss 
her, she broke her fan across his face, walked into the ball
room, and told her brother that a man had insulted her. 
Young Merola promptly challenged the astonished Randall 
to a duel, shot him through the shoulder, and removed his 
idolized Isabella to Madrid. And Randall took the first 
boat to Spain, when he was able to walk, and married the 
lady. They were a good deal more in love than any two 
people have a right to be, but they were never even 
moderately happy for more than a few hours. Randall 
adored her, when he thought of her at all, hung her in 
jewels, exulted in her beauty and her pride and her spirit, 
and broke her heart a thousand times, to mend it with a 
swift caress. She loved him so, this little Spanish empress: 
even when he insulted her, taunted her, left her, she still 
loved him, despising herself for it, hiding her wounds so well 
that no one knew that she was bleeding to death.

And sooner or later, he always came back. She painted 
her white cheeks and reddened her pale lips and held her 
beautiful head so high that they thought that she must 
have penciled those dark shadows under her eyes, too. 
After one of those terrible scenes, she would sit for hours 
and hours, huddled motionless in the farthest corner of her 
great room, her hands over her ears to shut out even the 
echo of the hideous words, her eyes staring before her, 
stricken and incredulous. Not a sound, not a stir—not even 
when her son would come in, looking for her to play with 
him—her son who loved her better than God and his father 
and his toys and books and animals all put together—who 
loved her even a little better than himself. It used to

frighten him horribly when lie was little to find her that 
way, and he would run to her, pulling down her hands and 
crying, ‘Don’t, don’t, mi Reina, don't!’ He used to call her 
Reina, in that soft tongue of hers, because she was so like 
a queen, his mother. And she would smile at him strangely, 
holding his small, brown face cupped in those long white 
bands of hers.

“ ‘You are too like him,’ she would tell him, ‘too like him, 
Michael. Put your arms around me—hold me close—hold 
me closer. Kiss me, kiss me, little Michael!’ And Michael, 
frightened at the anguish in her voice, would kiss her fiercely. 
He was about as worthless a young scamp as you could find, 
when he grew older. All kids are half-way decent, but 
Michael took to mischief like a duck to water. He had the 
shining example of his fond father before him, and Reina— 
well, Reina was too tired to fight those days.

“One night—it was just before he was seventeen—he 
woke up to find her standing by his bed, staring down at 
him. It was dark in the room, but he could see her quite 
clearly by the light in the hall, standing there with the 
little circle of jewels in her dark hair, and her long train.

“Michael yawned up to her, smiling. . ‘Back from the 
Opera?’ he asked. ‘Was it any good?’

“ ‘It was not bad,’ said Reina.
“ ‘Where’s Ranny—out somewhere making the welkin 

ring?’
“ ‘He has gone to Cairo,’ Reina told him smoothly, ‘with 

the Gordons.’
“ ‘Cairo! But—but I thought that you couldn’t abide 

the Gordons.’
“ ‘Could I not?’ laughed Reina softly. ‘Come, kiss me 

good-night, my Michael. I am tired.’

“ Are  you going to let me go 
like th is?”  asked Michael. He 
had not taken his eyes from  

her face

“ ‘You look tired. There are circles 
under your eyes, Reina—here, bend 
down. No, they don’t come off, 
either. I don’t believe that you get 
enough sleep. You gad about too 
much.’

“ ‘Undoubtedly. But I think that 
tonight I will sleep well.’

“ ‘Good. And start in pretty soon, 
will you? You’re the loveliest thing 
in the world, but I can’t keep my 
eyes open to watch you much longer.’ 

“ ‘You are too like him,’ whispered 
Reina with her arms around him. ‘Too 
like Ranny, my Michael. Some day 
you will make some woman who has 
done nothing but love you wish that 
she were dead—and that is not a 
nice thing to do. You might—you 
might be just kind enough to leave 
her alone, eh, my little Michael?’ 

“ ‘Oh, women!’ laughed Michael, and Reina looked at 
him strangely.

“ ‘So would he have said it—you are like him. Kiss 
me good-night, my great little boy—hold me close—hold 
me closer. Sweet dreams, my Michael.’

“She slept very well, did Reina. The doctors said that 
it was an overdose of chloral, taken by accident, and Michael, 
on his knees beside his Reina, who could not hear him. 
vowed that no other woman should be so broken on the 
wheel of cruelty—not through him—not though he died for 
it. Nor shall she, my Fairy. Did you like the story?”

“Was it real?” asked the Fairy in a hushed voice. “You 
didn't tell it as though it were real. It was like something 
in a book.”

“I t’s because I know it so well; I tell it to myself so 
often that sometimes it sounds even to me like a story 
in a book.”

“I don’t believe that you’re like that dreadful man," cried 
the Fairy passionately, “I don’t believe it—I don’t believe it.”

“I am as like him,” said Michael hardly, “as two peas 
in a pod. I inherited just one thing from Reina—the power 
to suffer. Nothing more, Fairy.”

“But it’s all wrong—it’s twisted and cruel and wrong. 
To lose happiness because you may be unhappy—that’s all 
wrong 1”

“Who are you to judge?” he asked her in a voice that 
she had never heard, and then rising suddenly from the 
swing, he swept her up.

“And now we’ve stopped pretending. Of course it wasn't 
a real story, Lisbethan, and it was a poor one to tell such 
a little girl so late at night. And just for a penance, I ’m 
going home.”

“Yes,’’assented Lisbethan wistfully,“it’s pretty late,I guess.”
[ Turn to page 66]
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We set the pace in any race 
When Campbell’s is the prizel 

Our speedy gait should win a plate 
Of very biggest size!

Just dip your spoon
into this Pea Soup!

And taste its delicate, delicious flavor! It’s 
the kind of soup you will remember and have 
again and again—it is so good. Campbell s 
Pea Soup is the rich essence of tiny peas— 
the dainty, little ones which have such a 
sweet, refreshing flavor. We cook and strain 
and blend them info a fine, smooth puree 
and add country milk and golden table butter 
to give extra strength and nourishment. A 
wonderfully inviting soup for your regular 
menu and especially attractive when you are 
entertaining. Just the food for building lusty, 
bright-eyed children!

Everybody likes Cream of Pea
Stir slowly into Campbell’s Pea Soup an equal 

quantity of milk or cream, adding only a little at a time 
and each time mixing until smooth. (Use a spoon or 
egg-beater.) Then heat almost to boiling point but do 
not boil. Serve immediately.

21 kinds 12 cents a can
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Part Five

Up a n d  Comincp

IN the early fall, when the art 
journal created favorable comment 
both in New York and London 
and Bertha grumbled over Jones’ 
increasing indifference, further suc
cess came to him. Hannibal Ham

lin died. To Jones was left controlling 
interest in the art store!

Jones welcomed the addition of heavy but worth-while 
responsibility. With his art periodical creating its own 
enviable place in New York and abroad the great store 
carrying on traditions as well as keeping pace with modem 
demands, Jones found that work alone compensated for 
unsatisfactory personal conditions—a fact he mentally con
fided to the portrait of Justine, still paramount in his 
affections, although he reminded himself that this Justine was 
very likely a composite study or a hired model used for 
the figure.

Something about his success amused him. I t was so 
complete, virtuous, above suspicion. His record was that of 
work, triumph—and hidden dreariness! The world con
tinued to applaud his name, he was a club director to succeed 
Mr. Hamlin. Mrs. Hamlin expressed “confidence in his 
judgment,” the executors of the estate, singularly enough, 
did not wrangle over this man’s share in the ownership. He 
seemed to fulfil everyone’s hopes but his own.

Yet life was a stale affair flowing in prosaic channels. 
Jones could not stifle the desire for romance. No substitute 
of ch'tap emotion, homage, gratitude, even friendship could 
suffice.

Martha was showing signs of tyrannical defeat. When she 
gave up the effort to become what the portrait of Justine typi
fied—a clever gentlewoman—she became an autocrat. Where 
once she' had regarded her son as one to be blindly obeyed, 
worshiped, she now took a somewhat unconscious attitude 
of authority. She was his mother; she would draw heavy 
dividends on those first years of effort in his behalf. Jones 
had planned her rooms in the new house as Martha dictated. 
These rooms were to be her world. She would have satin 
bows on the curtains and framed Bible verses and books 
of doggerel verse. She would have rugs of her own choos
ing, not her son’s flawless taste, and her bed should boast 
of embroidered shams if she liked. It meant, in brief, that 
Mrs. Bynights personality crystallized even as Jones’ had.

She could not catch up to Jones in the race about the 
social arena, but she refused to stagger after him, only to be 
passed on every tum. This new state of mind was a relief 
to both. Jones felt that his mother was willing to rest on 
her laurels of the past, stop trying to win laurels of the 
present. At last, she was assured of her physical well-being. 
It had taken years to make her certain no gray wolf would 
snarl at the door. Being poor was a deeply imbedded habit

H y Nalbro 'Hartley
'ZButh or ofHfl W om an's W o m a n ’,“The Gorgeous G ir l, etc. 

Illustrated by Jlrlhur William tBrown

‘Che ‘Romantic ‘Dream
/ Y F  y o u n g  lo v e  w a s  d e n ie d  J o n e s  B y n ig h t, 

d e s c e n d a n t  o f  tw o  g e n e r a t io n s  w h o  h a d  
s t r u g g le d  to  w in  fo r  th e i r  c h i ld r e n  th e  w e a l th  
a n d  c u l tu r e  n e v e r  a t t a in e d  fo r  th e m se lv e s .

A  m o d e l so n , h e  p ro v id e d  a  h o m e  fo r  h is  
w id o w e d  m o th e r  a n d  th e  sm a ll so n  o f  h is  
d iv o rc e d  s is te r .  H e  m a d e  p o ss ib le  th e \  m a r r ia g e  
o f  h is  o ld e r  s is te r ,  M a ria n , w ith  th e  p o o r  c o lle g e  
in s t r u c to r  o f  h e r  c h o ic e . H e  t r ie d  to  sa tis fy  h is  
n a tu r a l  lo n g in g  fo r  a  h o m e  life  o f  h is  o w n  b y  
th e  c h e a p  c o u n te r f e i t  o f  a  f l ir ta t io n  w ith  th e  
i l l i te ra te  b u t  v ita lly  a t t r a c t iv e  B e r th a  M u llen . 
B u s in e ss  su c c e ss , fa m e  a n d  f r ie n d s  w e re  h is , b u t  
h e  w a s  re s t le s s  a n d  u n h a p p y .

T h e n  o n e  d a y  h e  fo u n d  th e  p o r t r a i t  o f  J u s t in e  
w ith  h e r  e x o tic , p a t r i c ia n  fa c e .

Also, she saw that where once she had made things easy 
for Jones, she now made them difficult. It was a question 
of the older generation’s stopping protests and the young 
generation’s ceasing to defy.

So Martha settled into being a gracious, limited, old- 
fashioned lady 1 She was in her element, for she knew how 
to adopt the sentimental ways of her period. She became 
a “fast-fading type” instead of a ridiculous, misunderstood 
individual. Jones never realized how clever his mother was 
when she figuratively retreated into “my rooms” and took 
to handsome caps and reading the Bible without fear of 
being ridiculed.

She became frailer of body yet more forceful of influence 
by this gallant surrender. People did not speak of her as 
“poor Mrs. Bynight; she never had a chance, you know” 
but as “Mr. Bynight’s sweet mother, snowy-haired, religious, 
all that—one could never contradict her. She lives in an 
adorable, embroidered world. Drop in to see her—not many 
of her sort left, God bless them!”

Jones spent the winter abroad, not only to buy but to 
meet artists, and become imbued with the atmosphere

of the other side. How little anyone 
suspected that his prolonged stay was 
due as much to Bertha as to any other 
element!

Rumors as to Bertha had cropped 
up at unpleasant intervals. Most re
grettable was the way in which, with 
apparently no one to blame, Bertha had 
been Introduced to Mrs. Bynight.
Whether Bertha had known his mother 

was to be at the store selecting draperies was one of those 
questions not important enough to debate.

However, as Martha was leaving the store, Bertha had 
loomed into view, whereupon followed a pause, a stilted 
introduction, a gushing on Bertha’s part and an amusing 
innocence on Martha’s.

But Bertha's point was won. She knew his mother! 
More and more, Poppy’s propaganda was taking effect. 
Bertha must become so injured of heart, so accepted by his 
mother that marriage was a logical outcome.

Martha did not comment upon the introduction although 
she bore no ill will to this woman who seemed harmless to 
all intents and purposes. She refused to analyze her son’s 
attitude.

Bertha contrived to meet Mrs. Bynight again. She always 
sent her love via Jones and spoke of his mother in terms 
of extravagant praise. Before Jones sailed, she embroidered 
Martha a dressing-gown.

“She is a clever needlewoman,” Martha said. “Fancy 
taking all this pains for me—I must write her a note.”

“You needn’t bother; I ’ll tell her.” He was impatient 
at this impossible situation. Gradually, he was being made 
out a black-hearted rogue unless he stood by Bertha as he 
had stood by his sisters.

After sailing, Bertha’s hysterical farewells and bis family’s 
commissions paramount, Jones realized that his one regret 
was leaving the portrait of Justine 1

II
fOT ten minutes after his return, months later, he 

noticed that the portrait was gone.
“I  never liked your grand lady,” Martha apologized, 

“so I  hung up one of my own favorites—I knew you would
not mind.”

“Where is Justine?” he demanded.
“In the packing-case—no harm has come to her.” Martha 

wondered at the importance of this thing. To her mind it 
was more important that Bertha Mullen had called.

Martha could not dislike Bertha, because she understood 
her so well. She saw defeat ahead just as there had been 
for herself—only Bertha could not retreat as gallantly as 
Martha had done. She could hardly blame Bertha for 
clinging to Jones because of mingled affection and greed, 

t Turn to page zo]
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Like a fresh coat of enamel, Fels-Naptha re
stores to  woodwork the “smile” that dirt has 

masked.

The 10-Bar Carton
The convenient way to  buy 

F e ls -N a p th a  is in  th e  ca r t o n  
shown above. Ten full-size bars, 
neatly packed. Directions inside 
each red-and-green wrapper. Real Naptha! 

You can tell 
by the smell
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sam ple . W r i t e  “ F e ls -N ap th a  
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Eg?*

His

Philadelphia

ealthier homes \vith 
the sanitary houseaeaner

Begin your Fall housecleaning this year by buy
ing a 10-bar carton of Fels-Naptha Soap at your 
grocer’s. Your house will be cleaner; your work, 
easier; and your health, and that of your family, 
safeguarded.

Sanitary! Fels-Naptha Soap discourages germ 
life by completely removing grease-spots and 
other dirt-patches where germs camp and mul
tiply. Fresh air, sunshine, Fels-Naptha Soap— 
three great purifiers.

Fels-Naptha does all housecleaning and laun
dry work more quickly, safely and thoroughly 
because it is really two cleaners in one; a soap- 
and-water cleaner, and a naptha cleaner. To get 
Fels-Naptha benefits, you must use the original 
and genuine naptha soap —Fels-Naptha!

It is more than soap. It is more tnan soap and 
naptha. It is the exclusive Fels-Naptha blend of 
splendid soap and real naptha in a way that brings 
out the best in these two great cleaners. Order 
Fels-Naptha Soap today.

Makes dishes really clean 
Fels-Naptha makes short work of a boresome 
job. W on’t harm  the most delicate pattern. 

Leaves no greasy streaks.

The real naptha in Fels-Naptha dissolves grease 
—cleans and freshens rugs, carpets, draperies, 

etc. Try it.

rtne for washtng-machme
Fe l s -Nap tha ,  ch ip p ed  i n to  t h e  washing-  
machine, loosens the d irt before you start to 

use the electricity.
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Tluir mutual bond was that each underwood the value of 
poverty—what it teaches and what it crushes.

The morning following Jones’ arrival, Justine’s portrait 
ua? again before him.

Kven his interest in the new house was a trifle listless, 
although he expected to be moved by May. It seemed a 
lopsided affair filled with his lopsided personality—and 
"mother’s rooms.” He was amused at the way she struggled 
lo remain passive while the furnishing of the lodge was 
under way, trying not to insist on plush draperies instead 
of brocade with Japanese rice ships sailing about a coral 
-t a while an old-blue and gold sky watched the procedure.

MARTHA had flashes of impatience at her inactivity. 
She almost envied Bertha her flat with its hideous 
equipment—the golden-oak furniture, scrolled rugs, 

her card-club supper parties. Martha rebelled at being 
placed on an obscure pedestal—which was what being Jones’ 
mother amounted to!

When Jones returned home he found that Poppy, re- 
tentlv made a widow through a car accident and now suing 
the company for damages, was living with Bertha and a 
new formidable propaganda was afoot. It was no longer 
Bertha’s bohemian flat—it was Mrs. Fred Flynn and Miss 
Bertha Mullen who composed the household, sympatica even 
to using the same face creams! It must be understood that 
Mr? Flynn was Bertha's “chaperon" and champion, and 
Jones nothing if not a villain should he lag in attention to 

this poor girl who wasted her youth for his sake!” Most 
nun, as Jones reflected, would have abandoned such a 
-ituation with small concern. But the same fine ability 
which won him success and proved his greatest personal 
charm was incapable of such a proceeding.

"Because you are Jones Bynight, a rich clubman and 
art dealer, does not excuse you—no siree, you ran after 
Bertha hard enough those first days. Poor Fred—he said 
it was a mistake! And she was so crazy for you, she hadn't 
common sense—now you’ve gotten on and you’re tired and 
ashamed of her, she isn’t pretty or in your set. Bertha 
could have married—but you were in the way, never declar
ing yourself one way or another—just a time waster, a 
drifter; now you're a rich snob that’s come up from no
where or nothing, like a mushroom. By golly, men like you 
oughta be shot,” Poppy had ended in high temper.

"My dear Mrs. Flynn,” interrupted Jones, “I am de
lighted Bertha is in such excellent hands as yours, I ’m sure 
-he will never come to grief as long as you tell her what 
to say—or, kindly enough, say it for her."

Bertha had warned Poppy that “she'd get nowhere with 
him, no matter how she read the riot act”—and Poppy 
realized the truth of the warning. She felt dismissed, rather 
chagrined at having made a scene.

Jones mentioned the subject of Poppy’s chaperonage as 
soon as he was alone with Bertha.

"I don't mind your temper,” he said humorously, “but 
I object to Mrs. Flynn’s wasting her dramatic ability on me. 
She must save it for the railway suit.”

“There’s no love between us any more,” Bertha com
plained, sobbing.

"No, a sense of duty on my part and a sense of heaven 
knows what on yours. 1 don’t dislike you, Bertha, but 
I never said I loved you and wanted to marry you. That 
was clearly understood—you were the one to indorse it, 
loo. Isn't that so?” He longed for a magic carpet to trans
port himself heaven knows where! Any place away from 
this sniffling, pathetic creature who was gaining in avoirdu
pois what she was losing in disposition. In truth, he had 
?hut Bertha away from her own sort, yet she remained 
ineligible to his sort, too eligible for her own. So she 
dung to their frail tie with a hysterical woman’s tenacity.

"You mean you are through with me." She began crying 
like a frightened child. "Oh, not that—I couldn’t stand it 
after all this time—”

"As long as you wish. I'll hold to the promise I made,” 
lie said for the relief of ending the scene. “Is that satis- 
lactorv * I do not intend to marry anyone—as 1 told yoif— 
but least of all would 1 ever marry you. You knew that 
long ago. If you have taken Poppy to live with you in order 
to impress and persuade me, you have done a useless thing. 
I know my own mind even better than Poppy does."

"You're cruel," Bertha mourned, laying her dark head 
on his arm.

He looked at her with scorn for himself and pity for her. 
By all the rules of the game, he must be a cad. No matter 
what his success, he must be a cad!

He made a pretense of kissing her. “Let’s don’t be tense 
again." he pleaded, “small good ever comes of it . . . I’m 
afraid 111 not have time to see you for a few weeks. There’s 
a tremendous drive of business and the contractors for the 
house- are almost coming to the mat over various details. 
I'm wondering if your bereaved friend and yourself wouldn't 
like to do New York?”

Bertha's eyes sparkled through her tears. While in New  
York, -he would write appealing letters to Jones—that was 
wi-er than scenes. She was a trifle too old to cry appealingly.

While they were in New York. Jones, contrary to his 
report as to business pressure, derided to go a-visiting of 
his -isters and learn of their viewpoints in order temporarily 
to forget his own!

I l l

NO church or W. C. T. U. ever produced a metropolis,” 
Pat informed her brother as she sat opposite him in 
the gay cafe. “I’m for a cabaret before a chamber 

of commerce - which is one reason my business flourishes. 
Wait until you see my clientele.” She began an account of 
the Ponce ele Lconettes with whom she had to cope.

Jones was admiring her—a beautiful materialist, he 
decided; even the red-tipped saucy heels of her shoes sug
gested worldly scandals. Pat had proved that one could 
lx- a modernist and yet a human being. On the wreck 
of marriage she had built a worthy career. It happened to 
take the form of rejuvenating wrinkled dowagers or making 
the merely married as distingue as any movie vampire— 
but it was a career.

True, her son was in the keeping of a hired nurse and she 
announced that she intended to teach young Owen to spend 
money rather than save it, since it would be the surest way of 
musing him want to earn it. Pat estimated her admirers as to 
ixrsonal wngh and future possibilities. Sometime, she -would 
remarry. But not until her personality was so crystallized 
that she would be as enviable a wife as the man an excellent 
Im hand

bhe found Jones a stilted, unexpressed personality ex- 
cc|>ting where his work was concerned. He seemed unfamiliar 
with the joy which Pat demanded of life just as she de
manded cu-tomers to buy her waterproof rouges!

Thev taxied out to Pat’s apartment on the North Shore 
with Pat -till chattering everything from the social leader

whose colored butler wrote successfully for the movies, using 
the doings of the household as his base, to the way she felt 
she had grown apart from her sister.

“Marian is so engrossed in faculty doings and whether 
or not to tell her children the Santa Claus myth—I'm sure she 
was offended when I sent her an equipped vanity case. . . 
But all this time Pat continued to take note of Jones.

She said nothing of this until she exhausted herself as a 
topic of conversation—which took several days. Jones 
enjoyed his stay. Pat tactfully allowed him to rearrange 
her apartment. Together, these astonishing two made a 
futurist kitchen by painting the walls a lemon-yellow with 
a desert caravan of camels and Arabs for a border.

“Wouldn’t mother be petrified?” Pat said. “But it’s 
the duckiest place to cook. Who wouldn’t be willing to 
make Owen's porridge and boil eggs for three minutes while 
gazing at the Sahara? Can’t you picture mother—shaking 
her head and saying, ‘Seems to me an art gallery and a cook 
stove never went hand in hand?’ She can’t limber up past 
a certain point, can she? But what do you do?”

“I go to the club,” was his brief reply. To have confided 
his personal affairs to this modern, sympathetic young sister 
would have trespassed on a delicate reserve which invested 
Jones with proper dignity in Pat’s blue eyes.

Pat had also offered to repay part of his loan. But 
Jones told her to use the money for Owen’s education— 
to see that he went through college as a gentleman—not as 
a grind.

Pat agreed. “You always were a little old man,” she pro
tested. “I remember you wearing dad’s clothes that mother

Incantation
By Struthers Burt

XTO W  tuill 1 go and find a place
Where dreams are dark in every face, 

And some high, haunted, quiet room 
The moonlight uses as a loom.

Four-walled and perilously deep with sleep, 
Whose drowsy vines along the sill 
Beneath their starry petals keep 
The shadows o f a neighboring hill.

And there at length when midnight falls, 
Waked by a singing bird who calls 
His singing shadow from the pool,
I shall know secrets hid and cool.

For all my mind a-drench with rest, 
Sharpened and eager, unafraid,
Will drink the echo o f  the quest 
The nightly search o f stars has made.

I shall hear little things that tremble,
The rabbits and the /tunring mice;
And great things that with harps assemble, 
The planets in their edifice.

Know silence, know the sound o f hills, 
Know valleys where no men awaken;
And it/hen the bird his singing stills,
Hear forests by the wind forsaken.

I shall know small and large alike,
For that one hour when no clocks strike, 
Till slumber rubs its amulet,
And 1 forget . . . and I forget.

had remade—yet you never complained. Marian and I never 
sax-ed or slaved as you did. I was beautiful and brainless, 
Marian was clever and conceited, and you did the grubbing. 
Yet you’re repaid,” she added as if with a sudden qualm. 
“Your firm is known everywhere—and your magazine is 
read by the most sacred of the socially elite. You get quite 
a kick out of life, don't you?”

“Exactly.” Jones resolved never to disclose the staleness 
of his personal routine. He wished she had never mentioned 
the money. It pricked tender memories! He had been 
planning to marry on that first bonus, his joy at the prospect 
had been brave and daring “like flying flags”—only to find 
Marian hopelessly in love and Patricia dancing toward 
dangerous borders!

“If Owen wants to marry young,” was his parting advice, 
“it isn’t as bad as some other things.” .

Pat shrugged her shoulders. “That is his affair—not mine. 
I’m trying to bring Owen up to stand on his own feet; 
mother tried to keep us under her wing until we were life 
size—it nex-er does! I’d rather have my chick die of self- 
inflicted starvation than maternal suffocation, now wouldn't 
you?”

“If I had any chick,” escaped from Jones.
“You’ll be marrying some proper person one of these 

days,” Pat babbled. “I’m glad you have had such an un
hampered start—now you’ll marry a different sort than you 
would have done in your salad days.” She had not sensed 
the situation—Jones drew a sigh of relief.

He traveled eastward, through his own city, to reach 
Marian’s home in the rocky hills of New England where he 
became submerged, without any warning, in the collegiate 
atmosphere.

He found the Varleys more satisfied than happy, in
tellectual snobs suffering from the “smell of the lamp.” 
They lived in a world quite their own, with Marian still 
taking courses and her husband wearing shabby clothes that 
his library might remain otherwise. Physical existence was 
something to be endured, ignored as much as was possible. 
Already they planned their children’s futures—the girl to be 
a physician, her name enrolled in a certain college entrance 
list, and the boy to be a mining engineer, his name likewise 
prematurely entered.

Marian’s lined forehead, her faded wedding finery or 
Robert's near-sightedness and the lack of a "real roast," 
as Pat used to say, ever entering the Varley oven did not 
trouble them. Their recompense was in other channels. 
Therefore, Jones decided it was none of his concern.

Although unsympathetic with their scheme of life, he re
frained from criticism.

He preferred Pat's boy to Marian's children, impudent, 
chunky lad that he was, although he told himself the 
preference was due to having known Owen intimately . Re
did suggest a two-inch beefsteak instead of eternal mush and 
milk and books, books, books, and that the Varleys give 
their children a live toy or two, something to make them 
jump out and under. When Marian voiced disapproval over 
Pat’s gift of the vanity case, he was terse in his unsympathetic 
reply.

Something struck terror to Jones in this atmosphere 
What impressed him was how restricted were these men 
and women in the matter of personal development, how 
unfair was this condition, at least how disastrous in results 
on the feminine side of the ledger.

He mentioned something of this to the Varleys but they 
were politely disinterested. Their marriage had been satis
factory—they could hardly term it as a heaven-inspired event 
since they believed in atomic force and not a Deity. Romance 
having expended itself, their interests turned with mutual 
consent to things intellectual. Their children were minds 
to be shaped as they dictated, not tender individuals from 
whom they might learn revealing, sometimes unflattering 
truths.

After a fortnight of being exhibited on the campus, “fed 
on animal crackers” as Jones protested, he was keen to 
return home, dig into work and see Bertha. Even her greedy 
scheme of existence was more indicative of red corpuscles!

IV

HE found an infantile relief in his mother’s old-fashioned 
self. Bertha’s comradeship proved a coarse substitute 
for dreams.

Now Martha decided to be a story-book old lady, 
although her heart and brain felt younger than when she 
was thirty-fi\-e, torn between an effort to pay the butcher’s 
bill and to read her Shakespeare. Jones basked in the quaint 
atmosphere with which she surrounded herself. It was a 
relief to find her gentle self agreeing with everything he 
expressed. His enemies became her enemies, his friends hers 
without reservation. Martha was overcoming any sense of 
exile. She realized that her son preferred the story-book 
mother. She was less essential in many ways, but something 
to be cherished like his choicest jades which were in velvet- 
lined cases.

In building his wood lodge, Jones did not touch the 
trees which had been growing for over a century. His 
mother’s sitting-room and bedroom were placed to over
look the most stately of these, and she had a balcony where 
she might enjoy a summer-day siesta or spread crumbs for 
her beloved snowbirds.

The effect, as one drove up the lodge drive, was an 
ambush of green with a glint of diamond-shaped window 
panes and flaming red brick chimneys. Within, Jones let 
his pocketbook and taste run riot, purchasing nothing, as 
he shamedly admitted, that Justine of the portrait would 
not have approved. It seemed such a natural thing to 
pretend conference with this young gentlewoman—say as to 
painting the drawing-room woodwork amethyst and having 
lovely crystal lamps installed therein. He could picture her 
nod of approval when the drawing-room became a symphony 
of green and buff with a Savonnerie carpet, and when the 
lift panels in the hall—the lift for Martha’s benefit—were 
painted with gay baloons, parachutes and a passenger 
airplane.

He debated with Justine before he let milk-colored candle
sticks and a blue bristol glass lamp dominate the reception 
hall, and when he succeeded in getting woodwork from an 
old London house to be reassembled for his library, he 
decided that in this room Justine’s picture must be hung.

He fancied she would prefer the sitting-room, however, 
in Italian style, the furniture painted every color from old 
ivory to daring scarlet, green that had wedded blue, intense 
purples with soft draperies and a bust of Caroline of Naples 
to lend a gentle air.

How Justine helped in imagination to plan his moon
light garden, which was to be masses of white phlox and 
carnations, peonies and roses with a fountain epitomizing 
the spirit of fantasy.

Periodically, Jones called himself a fool for such reveries 
Another man might have turned to the stock market, to 
money-hoarding, to raising blooded cattle, or to backing 
a chorus girl in some risque farce. Instead, Jones built a 
house of dreams.

It was his mother who saw that the kitchen garden was 
planted correctly and mildly suggested that the laundry 
chutes, although painted clex-erly with rainbow hues, must be 
so located as to connect with the laundry and not the 
coal bins.

When Jones bought her a sedan, purple enameled of body- 
like a candy box, and insisted that she be driven out, she 
felt as if she were in a luxurious but none the less restricted 
prison.

Jones would have been amazed had he known how often 
she thought of Bertha.

Returning from his trip, he found thqj she had visited 
his mother more often than was pleasing. He wanted his 
mother to regard Bertha as someone whom he had known 
as a younger man in a care-free way and whom he had 
outgrown yet still felt kindly toward. He wanted Bertha 
to feel that his mother was such a charming frailty that she 
must have no idea that Bertha’s friendship with himself 
was other than a pleasant affair. As for himself—if hi? 
mother spoke only good of Bertha who insisted that she 
adored the former—and both were side-tracked from hi- 
own busy life, what could he do about it? True, he owed 
Bertha a certain loyalty, nor did he in the least dislike her. 
But he realized that during these years her viewpoint had so 
narrowed that he was the gigantic figure in it and that she 
now demanded unfair consideration. She considered that 
she had a right to order his destiny, and in his mother she 
had found a willing ally. These two. so widely different yet 
united in purpose, were firm in opposing the influence of 
Justine's portrait.

Bertha’s fresh beauty had gone, the day of becoming the 
virago gipsy was close at hand. When she found harsh 
threats and clumsy scenes only bored him, she chose a new 
role—that of a loyal, lonely woman who would care at no 
matter what persona! loss. She had grown fonder of money 
than Jones suspected. She wanted to be assured of security- 
in her old age. She saw that Jones cared little about money 
—he demanded peace of mind—and she acted accordingly.

I Turn to pane „!pl
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I t Pays to Keep Folks W ell

341,000 Happy People—

in the United States and Canada sat down last year to their 
Christmas dinners who wouldn ’t have been there if the 
death rate for 1921 had been the same as it was in 1911.

W hat happened to make conditions so much better? 
There has been a constantly growing organized effort 
to prolong human life.

Anti-tuberculosis associations, welfare organizations, 
nursing orders and legislative bodies have all taken a 
hand. The results show that lives have been and can 
be lengthened by the wise use o f money, and that 
such an investment pays dividends in dollars.

When a breadwinner is taken away—

the family is poorer. A  community suffers a very 
definite economic loss when it loses a number o f lives. 
It increases the cost o f living to have workers die 
needlessly. It increases taxes— to say nothing o f the 
sorrow and unhappiness involved.

As soon as people realize—

that the wealth o f the nation depends upon the men 
and women who make up the nation, the tremendous

financial importance o f prolonging human life becomes 
clear to everybody.

The United States is said to be the richest country in 
the world. Take every man and woman away and 
what would it be worth? Not so much as it was 
when the red Indians owned it.

Even the unskilled laborer who works his full life-time 
makes the nation richer by several thousand dollars. It 
follows therefore that down to the smallest tax payer in 
the last small community, everybody is better off when 
lives are saved.

The work already done—

has saved the lives o f fathers, mothers and 
children.

Saving fathers keeps families from becom
ing dependent.

Saving mothers helps to hold families together 
and keeps children out o f public institutions.

Saving children adds to the future wealth 
o f the nation.
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P ro te c te d  H e a lth  m eans few er d ea th s . Few er 
d e a th s  m e a n  few er policies to  pay .

Ju s t  a m o n g  th e  M e tro p o lita n ’s 1 4 ,0 0 0 ,0 0 0  
po licy  h o ld e rs  w ho  p a id  th e ir  p rem iu m s 
w eekly , th e re  w ere 5 5 ,0 0 0  few er d ea th s  in  
1921 th a n  th e re  w ould  h av e  b een  u n d e r  
th e  d e a th  ra te  p rev a ilin g  te n  years befo re .

T a k e  th e  figures h o m e  to  yourse lf. S u p p o se

y o u  a re  a  M e tro p o lita n  policy  h o ld e r— o n e  
o f  these  5 5 ,0 0 0  saved fro m  d e a th — y o u r 
fam ily  is r ic h e r  b y  th e  m o n ey  y o u  e a rn e d  in 
1921 a n d  h as  b e e n  saved  expenses in c id en t 
to  illness a n d  d ea th .

O th e r  M e tro p o lita n  p o licy  h o ld ers  have  
b een  benefited  b y  th e  p rem iu m s y o u  p a id  
in  192 1 , ju s t  as you  hav e  benefited  b y  o th e r  
lives saved.

T h e  n a tio n  is b e tte r  o ff fo r y o u r  c o n tr ib u 
tio n  to  th e  C o u n try ’s w ealth  in  1921.
A n d , bes t o f  all, y o u r  fam ily  a n d  frien d s a re  
r ic h e r  a n d  h a p p ie r  by  th e  fac t th a t  you  
y o u rse lf  a re  still alive.
T h e  M e tro p o lita n  Life In su ra n c e  C o m p an y  
will se n d  its b o o k le t, " H o w  to  L ive L o n g ,”  
to  an y o n e  w ho asks fo r it.

H a l e y  FlSKE, President.
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Cjrandprize 
Gleaner

■po the perfection of the new model Eureka, 
x there could be no stronger tribute than the 

amazing popularity it so immediately achieved.

The previous Eureka model was the winner of 
five International Grand Prize awards of excel
lence. Yet so marked is the superiority of the 
present model, that almost 100,000 have been 
purchased since its introduction a few months 
ago, bringing the total of Eureka owners to 
over 600,000.

The new model picks up surface litter with 
amazing ease; it quickly removes every trace 
of deeply imbedded dirt. It cleans beneath low 
beds, in awkward corners, and against base
boards. Its attachments are easily connected 
and remarkably efficient. It is light, attractive, 
admirably constructed, and moderately priced. 
Ask the dealer nearest you for a free demonstra
tion. Write us if you do not know his name.

Eureka V acuum C leaner C ompany. D etroit. U. S. A.
Canadian Factory: K itckner, Ontario. Foreign Branch: /jk  1

( 42) 8 Fisher Street, H olborn ;  London, W. C . i ,  Fin glandFURE
V A C U U M  CLC L E A N E

That Girl of Lazy Lekart’s
[ Continued from page 6 ]

to him before. His moment when he held 
her and kissed her with all his passion, and 
she kissed him—or he believed she kissed 
him—kept repeating itself marvelously. He 
had that, and he would always have it, no 
matter now what she did and said; but 
he knew now that he would never be 
satisfied without her.

When he reached home, the house was 
dark, but beyond the fields appeared the 
swiftly moving lights of the night mail 
from Chicago for New Orleans. After he 
put up his car, Fred stood and watched it 
pass—the engine with the glaring headlight, 
then the dark mail and express cars fol
lowed by the lighted Pullmans. How he 
would like to be on that train with Elsie— 
or on any train with her, going anywhere!

When he entered the house, his mother 
heard him and came from her room with a 
lighted lamp. She made an ordinary ex
cuse, but her purpose was to see him and 
to learn if he had entangled himself with 
Elsie Lekart. She returned to her room 
satisfied, without having had to ask a 
question.

In her room at the back of the store and 
next to the switchboard room, Elsie lay 
on her bed, not moving and determined not 
to cry or to make any sound until she was 
sure that her mother had gone to her room. 
Finally Elsie heard her get up and come 
to the door.

“Elsie!”
Elsie did not answer, and her mother 

quietly opened the door and entered. 
“You’re awake, Elsie.”

“Yes.”
“What is it, dearie?”
“Nothing; it’s hot, that’s all.”
“No, I know; Fred asked you to marry 

him.”
Elsie turned slightly. Her mother was 

standing at the foot of the bed and before 
the shaft of light from the lamp in the 
switchboard room. She was in her night
dress and an old kimono, and her gray hair 
fell in two thin braids. She was small, like 
Elsie, and thin; she was not a woman born 
and bred to do her present work. Henry 
Lekart had met her in Washington and 
married her in the days of his greatness. 
“I know,” she repeated to her daughter.

“Well,” said Elsie, her voice almost hard 
with its defiance, “yes, he did.”

“What did you tell him, Elsie?”
“What would I  tell him? I don’t like 

him.”
“You love him,” said Nellie Lekart 

slowly. “You love him.”
“I don’t either!” Elsie denied, but when 

her mother touched her, she broke into 
wild sobbing.

“Oh, God help us, God help us!” Nellie 
cried. Then she sat down beside her 
daughter and clasped one of Elsie’s hands. 
“You marry Fred; tell him you will! Or 
I will; I’ll tell him you love him and the 
only reason you don’t tell him is that you 
won’t saddle your father’s debts on him.” 

“No, you’ll never tell him that, mamma.” 
“I will.”
“You won’t. . . . We play fair with 

each other, you and I. For we will saddle 
Fred with our debts, if I marry him; won’t 
we? We can’t  help it. And ten thousand 
dollars—ten thousand dollars hardly would 
see us free.”

It was so true and unanswerable that 
Nellie Lekart could only go to her room 
and pray—for ten thousand dollars some
how, by some way. Partly she prayed for 
herself and for her husband, who lay snor
ing comfortably, but chiefly she prayed for 
her daughter, who had never known any 
but the ignominious years of Henry Lekart’s 
strange career. So Nellie Lekart prayed, 
most impractically, for ten thousand dollars, 
as many another woman that night was 
praying, impractically, for rain.

Just six days after that, rain came 
to Roquand county, and when it fell, it 
was in quantities and with thunder and 
lightning. The storm started about seven 
o’clock and, as people possessing farm 
lines “turn off” the ’phone during thunder 
storms to prevent lightning on the wires 
from reaching the instruments, Elsie Lekart 
had little to do during the hours when 
farm-line conversation is most popular. 
The thunder and lightning continued in
termittently until about nine o’clock, when 
a steady, black downpour set in, soaking 
the corn fields till water stood in pools be
tween the rows, flooding the ditches and 
transforming the hard, sun-dry roads into 
long clay quagmires. It looked then like 
an all night rain, without more lightning 
and therefore without danger to house 
telephone instruments; but most of the 
people on the Howerby lines went to bed 
with their telephone connections switched 
off, to be safe. Elsie received not a single 
call from seven o’clock until after she went 
to bed at half past nine. Then at ten 
o’clock came a long-distance call from 
Quinby, which originated in this manner.

The southbound mail train, which Fred 
had watched when he came home from 
Lekart’s the week before (Number Seven

teen, the railroad men call it) went through 
Roquand almost exactly on time, in spite of 
the weather. I t was nine thirty-two when 
Chet Windsor, the Roquand station agent, 
put his finger on his telegraph key while 
he stood watching the blurred red lights on 
Seventeen’s rear platform disappear through 
the rain. He reported at once to the chief 
dispatcher’s office; for Roquand, which is 
hardly a hundred miles down state, is in 
the dispatching district of Chicago, and so 
is Quinby, nine and eight-tenths miles 
farther south.

Number Seventeen should have passed 
Quinby eleven minutes after passing Ro
quand, or at nine forty-three; for that flat, 
Illinois com land offers a stretch where 
it is safe for express trains to make fast 
time. But Seventeen did not reach Quinby 
at all, or, at least, it was not reported there.

Nine forty-three; nine forty-five; nine 
fifty; Chet Windsor watched the passing of 
time on the Roquand station clock. “Seven
teen’s shuffled off seven minutes somewhere, 
or Gene Neelan’s fast asleep.” Gene 
Neelan was the station master at Quinby.

Ten o’clock and still no word on the 
wire about Number Seventeen. Then 
Chicago began rapping “QB QB!” to rouse 
Quinby, for the chief was getting nervous. 
When Quinby did not reply, Chicago called 
“RQ” and ordered Roquand to test the 
wire south.

The wire south was dead; that was the 
trouble. Chet telegraphed the information 
along. Of course it was possible that 
a broken rail or some train accident had 
derailed the Limited and piled up the cars, 
tearing down telegraph poles and wires. 
But Chet Windsor did not believe that 
probable; nor did the dispatcher in Chicago. 
As affairs had been going in Illinois re
cently, a train hold-up was a contingency 
for anyone to have in mind on a night like 
this—especially when the Limited carried 
valuable express.

Chicago was telling its fears now: there 
was an unusually large transfer of securities 
and money from Chicago to the south; in 
fact, there were, in the second express car, 
bonds and gold amounting to a million 
and a half dollars.

Chet Windsor was standing at his open 
window, staring down the track, and 
wondering what to do, when the local 
telephone instrument on his wall rang 
sharply.

He jerked off the receiver. “Hello!”
“Roquand depot?” asked a girl’s voice. 

He knew that voice and, while thinking 
what might be happening to a million and 
a half in gold and bonds on Number 
Seventeen, he tried to place that girl.

“Yes, this is Roquand,” he said.
“This is Howerby,” the girl told him. 

Now Chet Windsor placed her; she was 
that girl of Lazy Lekart’s. What did she 
want with him at this time of night ?

“Mr. Neelan wants to talk to you, Mr. 
Windsor,” Elsie said. “Here’s Roquand, 
Quinby.”

“Hello; hello, Neelan!” Chet cried, more 
excited. For the fact that this call was 
coming in by way of Howerby, through 
that old, local farm exchange which Lekart 
had put on the cross-roads long ago, told 
that the direct telephone wires between 
Roquand and Quinby must be as thoroughly 
out of service as the telegraph line.

“Chet, what d’you know about Seven
teen?” cried Neelan. “Where is she?”

“Passed here on time,” yelled Chet. 
“Ain’t you seen her, Gene?”

“No; the last I hear or see is you 
sayin’ she was by you, but it’s twenty 
minutes now and. . .

“Gene, something wrong’s happened— 
a hold-up, I bet! Gene, I just heard from 
Chicago Seventeen’s carryin’ gold and 
bonds tonight—a million and a half, they 
say, in the second express car.”

“What!” demanded Gene.
“A million and a half, Chicago says. 

Looks like a road job on Seventeen.”
Neelan whistled and agreed. “Looks 

like it to me!”
“Get together men with guns!” a girl’s 

voice cut in on both of them. “Get the 
sheriff quick, Mr. Windsor; and Mr. 
Neelan, rouse up the American Legion boys 
quick, with guns! I ’ll find that train and 
tell you where to send the men. You get 
the men right away, quick!”

Elsie was working in the half light of 
her night lamp, standing before the switch
board in nightgown and with feet bare; 
she had a bell signal arranged to ring when 
anyone called the exchange at night, and 
when it sounded she had jumped up. She 
had heard Neelan, from Quinby, asking her 
to get Roquand, and she had listened in 
and heard it all.

“Train hold-up!” The thrill of it caught 
her, and she thought of the night mail 
stopped in the rain somewhere between 
Roquand and Quinby. “A million and a 
half in bonds and gold!” That meant a big 
job, a well planned job, with many ex
perienced men in it. “They’d take the 

[ Turn to page 2 4 ]
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Rivers of Health
Tour M illions o f  Pores

On the left is pictured a cross section o f  the skin, highly magnified. It shows how the 
pores carry o ff  the twenty-five ounces o f  perspiration produced daily by the sweat glands o f  
the body. Only a glance is necessary to realize the vital importance o f  these millions o f  
rivers o f  health which must be kept flowing by pore-deep cleanliness i f  the body is to breathe. 

Illustration reproduced from The Book o f  Knowledge, N ew  York .

Y O U know  w hat rivers 
mean to a countryside — 

how they irrigate the soil and 
sustain the foliage. If their 
regular flow is checked, the 
water backs up and causes 
disaster. If they dry up, the 
surrounding country becomes 
parched and unattractive. A  
constant, natural flow is essen
tial to well-being.

The pores of your skin are 
veritable rivers o f  health. To 
assure utmost comfort of mind 
and body they demand thor
ough cleanliness — natural 
cleanliness — pore-deep clean
liness. Really clean people

know this. They know that 
color and perfume in soap add 
nothing to cleanliness — often 
the reverse. This is evidenced 
by the rapidly-increasing de
mand for Fairy Soap, the whitest 
soap in the World— soap in its 
purest form.

Fairy Soap helps your body 
breathe by thoroughly cleans
ing and gently stimulating the 
pores. After using it you 
know you are thoroughly clean 
— a wholesome, invigorated 
feeling tells you so. The mild, 
abundant, pore-penetrating 
lather is the first evidence of 
its thorough skin-cleansing

quality. Instantaneous rinsing 
is another. Every pore be
comes a restored river of health 
— ready and able to perform 
its cleanly task until next Fairy 
Soap time.

Choose now between real 
cleanliness and near cleanliness. 
Use Fairy Soap for a week. 
It will tell its own story of 
soap perfection in no uncertain 
way. It symbolizes the great 
habit of American white clean
liness which is sweeping the 
country. It helps the body 
breathe by making and keep
ing every pore a river o f health.

llaOZiZFAl R BAN K csaMsD

For Toilet and Bath Alone— Too Good for the Finest Laundry

F o rty -se v en  W est F o rty -se c o n d  S tre e t, N ew  Y ork

The N .  K . Fairbank Company,
6 5  Bw adw ay, N ew  York City.

Gentlemen: ,
The World-Wide fa m e  o f  the Fleischman Turkish Baths is founded  

on the expertness o f  our personnel and the excellence o f  our equipment. 
O n this basis it goes without saying that we use Fairy Soap.

O ur experience has proved that it is pure, mild, and thoroughly 
satisfactory from  a hygienic standpoint.

Very truly yours,

F A I R Y
HELPS THE BODY BREATHE
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o r  d o n

"COR fifty years Gordon H o  
A siery has made friends in 
ever increasing numbers. It is 
preferred in every corner of the 
United States because in every 
period of Style Change it al
ways has been stylish, as well 
as dependably durable.

Gordon Hosiery holds its old 
friends on the basis of value 
and gains new ones on that of 
appearance. Agreeable person
ality is a great friend-maker, 
but solid worth is the real 
friend-retainer.

Gordon Hosiery for All
Man, woman and child can have 
suitable Gordon Hosiery at 
the desired price, nearly every
where. Always ask for Gordon 
Hosiery by name.

BROWN BURRELL COMPANY
GordonlHosiery - Oorest AQlls Underwear

New York Boston

[Continued from page 2.?]

Elkin’s grove!” she thought. The trees on 
both sides of the track there would give 
good cover. Then she remembered the 
railroad bridge near the Siblee farm. That 
would be a perfect place for robbers to 
stop a train; no engineer would run by a 
red light placed at the end of a bridge 
tonight.

As quickly as she thought, her fingers 
worked, thrusting the jacks into the holes 
in the switchboard before her. Line “six,” 
she connected and rang too long, three 
short; that was the call for the Elkin’s 
farm three miles to the east. Line “nine,” 
one long ring, two short, she gave the 
Gobel’s call. Now she had in the jack on 
line “eleven,” and she rang two long and 
two short signals to rouse Fred Siblee. 
Ring; ring! As she sounded his call, to 
which he had so often responded, she jerked 
nervously and for the moment forgot the 
train. What made her heart sing, “I can 
have Fred! Maybe I can have Fred!”

It was that million and half in bonds 
and gold in the second express car! If 
somebody saved that, or just helped a 
little to save a million and a half, the 
owners ought surely to give somebody a 
little of i t !

So she rang and rang on her farm lines 
reaching east to the railroad; but for re
sponse she heard only the pour, pour of the 
rain on the roof and the drip of the leak 
pattering into the pan behind the tobacco 
counter in the store. She rang; and nobody 
answered. Were her lines gone, like the 
telegraph wires between Roquand and 
Quinby ? She thought n ot; what was balk
ing her was probably only the rain which 
had caused the farmers to cut their tele
phone connections and to lie in bed sleep
ing, while, on that long, black stretch of 
track, robbers were holding up the night 
mail and taking from the second express 
car a million and a half!

There! An answer on line nine! That 
must be Jake Gobel! No, it was Mrs. 
Kewner on line nine. Trust her to turn 
on her ’phone as soon as it was safe and 
to answer another's ring! Mrs. Kewner 
lived a mile from the ta c k s  yet she might 
be able to see the train. “Train obbers, 
you say,” Mrs. Kewner was eaget to talk, 
but there was an answer on line eleven. 
“Hello!” It was Fred answering.

“Fred, this is Elsie. The railroad’s try
ing to find the night mail. It passed Ro
quand and never got to Quinby. They 
think it’s been stopped and held up. It 
has a million and a half in bonds and gold 
in the second express car. Fred, can you 
sec the bridge?”

Now he was gone from the ’phone; and 
now he was back. “Hello, Elsie; the train’s 
at the bridge! There’s a hold-up, all right, 
at the bridge!”

“Fred!” she called. “Fred!” But again 
he was gone. She wasted no more time; 
Fred was not wasting time, she realized 
with sudden panic for him while she kept 
herself clear-headed and cool as she plugged 
in her long-distance relays to Roquand and 
Quinby.

“The train’s at the bridge over Ro
quand creek! It’s being held up! Fred 
Siblee’s seen it,” she reported to the girls 
at the town exchanges. “Hurry up your 
men to the bridge. That’s all I know; 
Fred Siblee’s left his phone. Make your 
men hurry, hurry!” She tore off her re
ceiver and left the switchboard. “M am ma!” 
she cried. “M amma! Put on something 
and take the switchboard. Neelan at 
Quinby got me up to call Roquand be
cause. . . And she told her mother 
what had happened.

“What you doing, Elsie?”
“I’m getting dressed,” said Elsie, shak

ing, and she stepped into her room. But 
all she did there was to thrust her bare 
feet into her shoes; she tossed her skirt 
over her head and, as it dropped above 
her nightgown, she caught it at the waist 
and hooked it. She snatched up her 
sweater and got into it as she went out. 
She passed her father’s bed and in the closet, 
she felt for his shot-gun and with it she 
stepped into the store where she reached to 
the shelf of shot-gun ammunition. As she 
went to the front door she passed a pile 
of oil-skin “slicker” hats and snatched up 
one, pulled it down on her head. Before 
opening the door, she loaded the shot-gun.

WHAT Fred Siblee saw, when he left 
his telephone, was a divided train—  
six Pullmans, lighted, standing on 

the track just north of the bridge, and, 
just over the bridge to the south, the engine 
with the mail and express cars. These cars 
were dark except as flashes of gunfire 
stabbed from them and at them; and Fred 
distinctly heard, through the drum of the 
rain, the noise of the firing. The bandits 
had stopped the train north of the bridge, 
they had cut it in two and run the engine 
and express cars over the bridge, leaving 
the Pullmans with a couple of men to keep 
up a revolver fire alongside the cars to 
hold the passengers within; there was no

fight in the Pullmans. But south of the 
bridge, where the express cars stood, the 
express clerks inside the cars were defend
ing the million and a half in their care; and 
the bandits, outside, were beseiging and at
tacking them.

“If somebody took them from behind, 
now !” Fred Siblee thought, imagining the 
men lying in the mud and firing at the cars. 
He could attack them from the rear and 
scatter them ! He seized his rifle and 
loaded it; he pulled on trousers, a coat, 
boots and a hat, filled pockets with cart
ridges and ran out.

His plan was to take the bandits in the 
rear and confuse them enough so that per
haps he would prevent their capturing the 
cars before help arrived; for of course 
Elsie was sending help.

As he ran in the mud toward the pike 
which crossed the railroad track just south 
of the bridge, he watched the train, and saw 
fewer flashes. Then he saw a great flare 
and felt a concussion.

“They’ve blown up a car!” he thought. 
He saw a couple of gun flashes, then the 
battle was over. Fred went on, but he 
splashed more slowly through the pools and 
mud. “They’ve got the express car—they’ve 
got the million and a half!” And if he 
doubted it before, a second dull, thudding 
tremor made it sure in his mind. “They’ve 
blown the safe in the express car!”

He reached the pike at a point about 
three hundred yards from the track. He 
could discern that the engine was standing 
south of the road and the bbwn-up ex
press car, he thought, must be lying across 
the road.

“They’ll come away down this road,” he 
said to himself, with pulses pricking hotter. 
“They’ve got to pass here.” Naturally they 
would choose his direction, which also was 
the direction of H owerby; for at Howerby 
the pike met the Dixie highway and, with 
the clay road as soft as mire tonight, they 
would make for the cement as soon as 
possible. And Elsie would try to stop 
them—trust Elsie to try something!

He could not stop them, he knew; not 
all of them. There must be fifteen or 
twenty of them in that job, the way they 
did it; and they must be experienced men, 
too, quick with a gun and used to shooting 
straight and to kill. He might fire at them 
as they passed; perhaps he might kill or 
wound one or tw o ; but the others either 
would get him or would go by. Now they 
were coming in a motor car; in two motor 
cars. A couple of hundred yards down 
the road, a pair of headlights flashed bright 
and were extinguished; behind these, an
other pair blazed out for a moment.

“Two cars; ten men, maybe; maybe 
fourteen!” Fred reckoned as he lay down 
in the mud. He worked himself further 
aside from the road until he came to the 
edge of the ditch which was flood-full; 
there was a big willow a few feet ahead, 
and he crept beside it and lay flat with his 
rifle pointed.

As they came on and the headlights of 
the rear car flashed and showed him the 
leading car with six men in it, his nerves 
weakened. He could not help thinking that 
he could lie there flat in the mud behind 
the tree and let them pass and they would 
never know he was there. But they must 
not reach Howerby and Elsie! Then again 
his hands were steady on his rifle; he 
thought, “I can kill half of them, with luck; 
the rest will run and leave the car; if I 
fire fast, they’ll never guess that I'm alone.”

He firtd fast and emptied his rifle and 
flung himself over on his side to reload; they 
were firing at him from that leading car, 
which had gone all dark, for its own head
lights were out, and the headlights of the 
second car had been extinguished, too. But 
flashes of revolver fire showed him where 
the car was and showed him, too, that gun
men were leaving it. They must have 
jumped out on both sides, for they had 
spread out and fired from four or five 
points.

But there was someone still in the car, 
for Fred heard the engine speeding and the 
wheels whirring in the mud, and he guessed 
that, when he fired, he had either hit the 
driver or so surprised him that the car 
veered from the road and buried its driving 
wheels deep into the clay. It was close 
enough so that he could make out its bulk 
which blocked the road and he knew that 
no car could pass tonight while it stayed 
there; so Fred fired carefully at the point 
where he imagined the driver to be. After 
he had sent four shots, the engine and 
wheels were still.

More than four shots, many more than 
four, stabbed at him, and he realized that 
not only the gunmen from the first car but 
the men from the other were deploying and 
coming up on him. He heard them call 
to each other; and he fired at their flashes, 
as they were firing at his. Each time, after 
he shot, he rolled over, now to this side, 
now to the other. When he was on the 
very edge of the ditch, he heard someone 

£ Turn to page 69]

That Girl of Lazy Lekart’s
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for nickel for mirrors for brass and copper for glass and nickel

on
Ami

For how many things 
do y ou use it ?
O f course, you use Bon Ami for cleaning mirrors 
and windows—everybody does! But do you 
know the many other uses of this popular 
cleanser and polisher?
For Bathtubs and Tiling—

Bon Ami leaves them shining like glisten
ing porcelain.

For Brass, Copper, N ickel and A lum inum —
Bon Ami gives them a rich lustre, yet 
never injures their delicate, polished 
surfaces.

For Linoleum and Congoleum —
Bon Ami blots up the grease and grime 
and makes the pattern as bright and 
fresh looking as new.

For fChile Woodwork—
Bon Ami removes the smudgy coat of 
dust and dirt without scouring away 
the paint.

For W hite Shoes—
Bon Ami uncovers the original white 
and makes the shoes look new again.

And so throughout the house— enameled beds, 
piano keys, lamp chimneys, refrigerators, etc., 
all respond to the magic of Bon Ami. Truly, 
Bon Ami is a “good friend” of the housewife.

■ ■ ■ ■ HSKdflESBBHHHi

for aluminum

for linoleum

for bathtubs

“ Hasn’t  
Scratched 
Yet”

In Cake or Powder—  
w hichever you  prefer

for windows

for white shoes

for white paint



26 McCall's Magazine for September, 1921

A collation to set before a king! Surely, royal 
epicures of old had none as good as this. It 
is an appetizing meal for hot weather days. 
Ham, so tender “ it cuts with a fork," eggs plump 
with savory stuffing, and as the crowning touch— 
Gulden’s Mustard.

Gulden’s is the condiment supreme, a mustard 
of unequalled quality. It is a special blend of im
ported and American-grown mustard seeds ground 
exceedingly fine, and mixed to creamy consistency 
with pure grain vinegar. Certain other rare spices 
are used in the making of this superior mustard. 
They give to Gulden’s that flavor which is so par
ticularly its own. It is a delicious, tantalizing 
flavor that puts an edge on appetite.

Gulden’s is bottled without preservatives of any 
kind, and because of its purity, keeps fresh to the 
last spoonful in the round glass jar. At better 
grocery and delicatessen stores everywhere.

GULDENS Mustard
R E A D Y - T O  -  U S E

E stablished 1867
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TH E M CCALL 
F O O D  B U R E A U

Delicious Cakes and Cookies
Exact Recipes for Using Sour Cream and Milk

By L ilian  M . G u n n

D e p a r tm e n t  F o o d s a n d  C o o k e ry , T e a c h e r ’s C o lleg e , C o lu m b ia  U n iv e rs ity

IT is difficult for most cooks to alter 
a recipe calling for sweet milk and 
baking-powder so as to use sour milk 
and soda; one must know just how 

sour the milk is, and how much soda is 
necessary to counteract this acidity. The 
best plan is to use recipes which are 
made for sour milk.

Often experienced housekeepers prefer 
sour milk in their cooking as the food 
stays moist longer than if sweet milk has 
been used. Sometimes the young cook is 
puzzled because her recipe calls for soda 
yet does not mention sour milk; but if 
she will look carefully she will find that 
other ingredients, such as molasses, cer
tain meals, lemon juice or chocolate, 
which do contain acid, are required by 
the recipe.

If sour cream is to be used instead of 
sour milk when you are following a recipe 
which calls for the latter, the amount of 
other fat is always lessened.

In following a recipe for sour milk and 
soda, the soda should be sifted with the 
flour unless otherwise stated.

Soda must always be measured most 
accurately, for even a tiny bit too much 
will spoil an otherwise palatable recipe.

M A R S H M A L L O W  GINCERBREAD
1-3 cup fat melted 2 A  cups flour
1 cup molasses 1 /2 teaspoons soda
1 cup sour milk /  teaspoon salt
1 egg i teaspoon ginger

y2 teaspoon cinnamon

Mix the molasses and the sour milk; 
add the egg, well beaten; sift the dry 
ingredients with the flour and add to the 
moist ingredients; add the melted fat 
last. Beat well and bake in a flat pan 
in a slow oven (about 235 degrees 
Fahrenheit) for about one-half hour. 
Take out of the pan, cut in two, place 
marshmallows on the top of each half 
and then place them together like a layer 
cake. Put back in the oven until the 
marshmallows are just puffed up. Serve 
cut in squares, with or without whipped 
cream.

SOUR CREAM  CAKES 
1 cup sugar 1 y2 cups flour
2 eggs J4 teaspoon soda
1 cup sour cream V/2 teaspoons baking-
)4 teaspoon salt powder

Beat the eggs well and add the sugar, 
then the sour cream. Mix and sift the 
dry ingredients and add to the first mix
ture. Flavor with vanilla, lemon or nut
meg. Bake in well-greased muffin tins 
in a medium oven (about 380 degrees 
Fahrenheit).

CHOCOLATE COOKIES
y2 cup fat 
1 cup sugar
1 egg
2 squares or 2 ounces

chocolate, melted

y2 cup sour milk 
1 teaspoon soda 
1 y2 cups flour 
1 teaspoon vanilla 
y2 cup chopped raisins

y2 cup chopped nuts

Cream the fat and add the sugar, then 
the melted chocolate; add the well-beaten 
egg. Sift the soda and salt with the 
flour and add the fruit and nuts. Next 
add the sour milk and the flour mixture, 
alternately, to the first mixture. Drop by 
spoonfuls on greased tins. If too thin, a 
little more flour may be added. Bake in 
a moderate oven (about 360 degrees 
Fahrenheit).

ROXBURY CAKES
y2 cup fat 
y2 cup sugar 
1  teaspoon mixed spices 
Few  gratings of nutmeg 
y2 cup English walnuts 

cut fine

Vz cup raisins 
y2 cup molasses 
y2 cup sour milk 
2 eggs
1 teaspoon soda 
i y 2 cups flour

Cream the fat, add the sugar and then 
the eggs, well beaten. Mix the dry in
gredients. Mix the molasses and the sour 
milk and add to the first mixture al
ternately with the dry ingredients. Dredge 
the raisins and the nuts with a little

flour and add them last. Bake in gem 
pans in a moderate oven (about 360 
degrees Fahrenheit). Do not fill the pans 
too full as they will more than double 
in bulk.

H O T M OLASSES CAKE
y2 cup molasses 
A  cup fat 
y2 cup sour milk 
1 teaspoon cinnamon

l/ 2 cup sugar
1 egg
1 y2 cups flour 
1 teaspoon soda

Sift the soda, and cinnamon with the 
flour. Mix the moist ingredients; add the 
sugar and the egg, well beaten; melt the 
fat and add it last. Bake in a sheet in a 
medium oven (380 degrees Fahrenheit).

Paul Outerbridge, J r .

D evil’s Food
1 Ya cups sugar 
Yz cup fat
3 s q u a r e s  or 3 

ounces m e l t e d  
chocolate

Yz cup sour milk 
3 eggs
Y2 teaspoon soda 
2 teaspoons vanilla 
1 Yz cups flour

Cream the fat, add the sugar 
and the well-beaten yolks. Add 
the melted chocolate, the milk and 
the flour in which the soda has 
been sifted alternately, then the 
vanilla and the whites of the eggs 
beaten stiff. Bake in layers in a 
medium oven (about 380 degrees 
Fahrenheit).

Do you want more of Mrs. 
Gunn’s tested recipes? Send for 
“What to Serve at Parties,” which 
gives menus and recipes for enter
taining. Price, 10 cents. Address 
Mrs. Gunn, Care McCall’s Maga
zine, 236 West 37th Street, New 
York City.

ABBIe ’s  G IN GER SNAPS

1 egg
1 cup sugar 
1 cup molasses 
Yz cup fat 
1 tablespoon water

Yz teaspoon cinnamon 
Yz teaspoon clove 
1 teaspoon soda 
2Yz cups flour or more 

to make a stiff dough
Yz  teaspoon ginger

Mix, roll very thin and cut with a 
cookie cutter. Bake in a medium oven 
(about 380 degrees Fahrenheit).

SOUR CREAM  JU M B L E S

1 cup sour cream
1 cup jfugar
2 eggs
1 teaspoon soda

Yz teaspoon salt 
Yz cup c o c o n u t  

shredded 
3 cups flour

Beat the eggs and add the sugar and 
the milk. Sift the flour, soda and salt 
and add to the first mixture, add the 
coconut last. Roll out about j4-inch 
thick and cut with a jumble-cutter. More 
flour may be added if necessary. Bake 
in a moderate oven (about 360 degrees 
Fahrenheit).

SOUR M IL K  GRIDDLE CAKES
2 cups sour milk 2 Yz cups flour
1 Ya teaspoons soda 1 egg

Yz teaspoon salt

Mix the dry ingredients add the milk 
and well-beaten egg. Bake on a hot 
griddle, well greased; turn only once and 
serve with maple sirup.

SOUR CREAM  P IE
1 cup sour cream Yz cup sugar
1 cup raisins 2 eggs

Ya teaspoon salt

Mix and fill an unbaked crust; bake 
in a hot oven at 400 degrees Fahrenheit 
for nineteen minutes and then reduce the 
temperature and bake, until firm, in a 
moderately hot oven (about 400 degrees 
Fahrenheit).

D O U G H N U TS
1 cup sour milk 1 teaspoon salt
1 cup sugar 2 tablespoons meHed fat
1 egg Ju st enough flour to
H  teaspoon soda handle the dough

y2 teaspoon nutmeg

Mix the milk and sugar, add the egg 
and the spice mixed with some of the 
flour and the salt and soda. Add the 
flour carefully using a good deal on the 
board to handle the mixture but as little 
as possible in the mixture. Cut with a 
doughnut cutter and fry in deep fat hot 
enough to brown a cube of bread in one 
minute.

E N TIR E W H E A T  I'R U IT -C A K E  
Yz cup butter 
1 Yz cups sugar 
1 cup seeded raisins 
1 egg beaten without 

separating

1-3 cup pastry flour 
2 cups entire wheat flour 
Yz teaspoon soda 
1 Yz teaspoons m i x e d  

spices
cup sour milk

Add the raisins (currants or nuts may 
be substituted) to the butter and sugar 
creamed together, then the egg and, al
ternately, the flour sifted with the soda 
and spices and the sour milk. Turn the 
mixture into small tins—it will take 
eighteen—and dredge the tops with granu
lated sugar. Bake about twenty-five 
minutes in a moderate oven (about 360 
degrees Fahrenheit).

S P A N IS H  B U N S
1 Yz cup sugar 
Yz cup butter
3 eggs
1 cup sour milk 
Yz cup broken nut meats

1 teaspoon soda 
2 Yz cup flour
2 teaspoons cloves
2 teaspoons cinnamon 
Yz cup cut raisins

Mix and sift soda with flour and 
spices. Cream butter, add sugar gradu
ally, floured nuts and raisins, eggs and 
milk. Stir in dry ingredients quickly and 
thoroughly.

Bake in jem pans in a moderate oven, 
(about 360 degrees Fahrenheit) for 
twenty-five to thirty-five minutes.

STEAM ED BROW N BREAD
1 cup rye 
1 cup corn meal 
1 cup graham

Va tablespoon soda 
1 teaspoon salt 
Ya cup molasses

2 cups sour milk

Mix and sift dry ingredients. Add 
molasses and milk. Fi 1 well-greased 
molds two-thirds full and steam two 
hours.

STEAM ED PUDDING

1 Ya cups pastry flour 
Yz teaspoon soda 
Ya teaspoon salt 
Yz cup suet chopped 

fine

Yz cup raisins 
Yz cup sour milk 
Yz cup molasses 
Yz teaspoon cinnamon 
Ya teaspoon clove

Mix and sift dry ingredients. Add 
molasses and milk to suet. Combine with 
dry ingredients. Fill well-greased molds 
two-thirds full and steam two hours.

This pudding is particularly delicious 
if served with hard sauce.

But, if a lighter sauce is preferred, 
serve a foamy sauce or lemon, orange or 
vanilla liquid-sauce.

Aunt Jem im a  says:
Pancakes is good fo’ 
chillern-defendin’on 
de pancakes an’ how

If you make pancakes as ex
plained below you need never 
worry a particle about their being 
good for children.

T h e p an cak es, of course, 
must be light and fluffy and 
tender. M ake them of Aunt

Jemima Pancake Flour and 
they w ill  be always, for you 
need add nothing to this flour 
but water (or m ilk ); it is readv- 
mixed with the finest of ingre
dients exactly proportioned to 
insure perfect pancakes every 
time. T o  avoid smoke, bake 
them on an aluminum griddle 
whichdoesn’t have to be greased.

A u n t  Je m im a  P an cak es, 
pipin’ hot, with some jelly or 
honey on top— that's  a break
fast for children, not simply be
cause it makes them eat heartily 
but because it warms them and 
gives their little bodies abun
dant nourishment.

S ta r t  tomorrow m orn ing. 
And manage, if you can, to 
have daddy in on it. A t least 
he should see the sparkle in 
Sonny’ s eyes when the treat is 
set before him. A t least that, 
even if he can’ t wait to see 
T he Boy, all smiles, trot off 
to school.

H o w  to get A u n t  
Jem im a Rag Dolls. 
See top o f  package

©  1922, by
A unt Jem im a M ills Co., 
S t. Joseph, Mo.

1  he chances are your husband is 
hankering for some real buckwheat 

cakes. Surprise him! 
You can make them, 
oh, so easily with 
Aunt Jemima Buck
wheat Pancake Flour. 
It s ready-mixed. In 
th e  ye l lo w  A un t  
J e m im a  
pa ck a ge  
at your 
grocer’s.
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What if you had 
to do it all yourself?

You go out to dinner, sit down at a table, glance 
at a menu, decide you want a steak, order it, and 
it presently appears, succulent, savory, firm, 
tender, appetizing.

Aladdin had nothing on you!

What if you had to get that steak yourself before 
you could eat it! Corral a steer, dress it, divide it 
into its various cuts! (To say nothing of cooking 
the steak afterward.)

You wouldn’t starve to death, of course, for want 
of a steak, but it would be a man-size job to get 
one, and you couldn’t do much else that day.

When you sit down to your steak at luncheon or 
dinner, divert yourself a moment to think of the 
men needed to get that steak to you; their skill, 
industry and good faith in raising the cattle, taking 
care of them, and preparing them for market. 
Think of the far-off farms and fields where thou
sands of cattle, specially raised, are maturing, 
and of the hundreds of freight cars, carrying them 
to market every day.

In the packing plants, scientific, sanitary, swift 
methods carry the animal through the dressing 
department and into the cooling room. The 
modern marvel of refrigeration keeps the meat 
at even temperature through time and distance 
until it finally reaches the broiler.

Swift & Company feels a great 
responsibility and a great satisfac
tion in the service it performs. Its 
recompense for this service—an 
average profit from all sources of 
a fraction of a cent a pound—is 
made possible only because of the 
large quantity handled.

Swift & Company, U.S. A.
F o u n d e d  1868

A  n a t io n -w id e  o rg a n iz a tio n  o w n e d  b y  m o re  than  4 5 ,0 0 0  sh a re h o ld e rs

Man is Made 
o f  Meat

T h e  co m p o s itio n  of 
m a n ’s b o d y  is s im i
la r  to  th a t  o f m ea t 
an im a ls . H is  m u s 
c les a re  co m p o se d  
la rg e ly  o f p ro te in  
a n d  w a te r . T h e  p ro 
te in  ot m e a t is  th e  
b es t k in d  for b u ild 
ing a n d  re p a irin g  
th e  b o d y  p ro te in .

The Dashing Stranger
[Continued from page 10 ]

“I ’ll call you when breakfast is ready.” 
He went off to the barn for the planks, 

and Althea put water on to boil. She was 
glad she was wearing the pink gingham; 
she was glad she knew how to get a break
fast that a man like that would appreciate.

Althea laid a clean cloth on the small 
table in the kitchen and got out cream and 
new-laid eggs and strawberry jam and cut 
some thin slices of ham. She made fresh 
coffee and toast and broiled the ham. When 
everything was ready except the eggs she 
went to the front of the house and looked 
out. His car was a powerful roadster, so 
heavy that she wondered how he had got 
it that far in the mud. While she watched, 
he got in and drove it out of the hole on the 
planks. Althea opened the front door to 
call him.

The man came striding up the walk and 
paused. He looked at his hands ruefully 
and then down at his muddy boots.

Althea pointed to the iron boot-scraper 
that was screwed to the lowest step. She 
watched him while he got the mud off and 
then she led the way into the kitchen and 
gave him a clean towel and while he washed 
his hands and face at the sink she poached 
the eggs and made the dish Jimmy was so 
fond of—a piece of toast and a slice of 
ham and a poached egg . . .

THE man looked at the table and from 
the table to Althea. His look was a 
compliment and a caress and a ques

tion, all in one.
“How,” he asked, as he sat down, “do 

you happen to be here?”
It was as if he had asked: “How does 

it happen that you, who are so lovely, are 
here, in this little house, in a sea of mud, 
in the oil country?”

Althea flushed under his gaze.
“How,” she asked boldly, “do you hap

pen to be here?”
The man helped himself to a piece of 

toast.
“That’s simple,” he said. “I go where 

the oil is, whether it’s to Mexico or the 
Black Sea—or here.”

Althea had a picture of him, following 
the trail the world around, by ship and 
train and car and horse. He was a soldier 
of fortune. That was his air.

“Aren’t you going to eat with me?” he 
asked.

Althea sat down at the table.
“I’ve had my breakfast,” she said.
The man rose quickly, got a cup and 

saucer from the shelf, and set it down in 
front of her. He poured out coffee.

“Do at least have coffee,” he said. “I t’s 
so very good.”

Althea smiled up at him. She was not, 
she reflected, used to being treated like that. 
Jimmy was always abstracted at breakfast.

“It must be—sort of—glorious,” she 
said musingly. “To go about the world 
like that.” He laughed.

“Sometimes it’s glorious and sometimes 
you’re cold and wet and hungry and dis
gusted. Sometimes you’re so glad to get 
back to Paris or New York or San 
Francisco that you swear you’ll never go 
out again. But you do.”

“I envy you,” Althea said, looking into 
his eyes. “I envy you seeing all the cities, 
too.”

He looked at her gravely, encouraging 
her to go on.

“I was in Kansas City once,” she said. 
“And that’s all.”

He smiled. “It would be fun to show 
a woman like you all the cities,” he said.

When he had finished his breakfast and 
lit a cigarette he smiled a little grimly.

“I certainly am stuck now,” he said. 
“I ’ve got that car out of one hole but it’ll 
be in another before I ’ve gone a mile. I 
need a flivver—or a horse.”

He got up and walked over to the 
window and looked out.

“Where are you going?” Althea asked. 
“Sharon,” he said crisply.
“Is it important?”
“Yes,” he said. “I get there in time to 

close the deal—or I don’t. So I ’m going 
to get there.” His body stiffened suddenly. 
He turned sharply on Althea. “Whose horse 
is that?”

Althea guessed that the mare had thrust 
her head out of the window of her box 
and the man had seen her.

“She’s my husband’s,” Althea said. 
“Well?” the man asked.
“I couldn’t let you have her,” Althea 

said. “He doesn't like her to be out in 
the mud.”

“But I want to buy her.”
“He said he wouldn’t take six hundred 

dollars for her,” Althea protested. The man 
fumbled at his belt.

“That’s the kind of horse I want,” he 
said. He drew out a long chamois money 
belt and laid it on the table.

“I’ll give you seven hundred,” he said. 
He opened the snap that closed a pocket 
in the belt and took out bills. Althea saw 
that they were hundred-dollar bills. She 
took a deep breath. She wanted the money.

She had always resented Jimmy’s spending 
so much money on the mare. She had even 
resented his caring so much for her. Jimmy 
would be angry. But she did want the 
seven hundred dollars. She wanted even 
more to help this man, who must get to 
Sharon in a hurry. But what would Jimmy 
say?

“Here,” the man said. He held out a 
sheaf of bills. “Make it eight hundred.”

Althea looked into his eyes. She had 
suddenly no fear of what Jimmy would 
say. He probably wouldn’t say anything. 
She took the bills and tucked them in her 
blouse.

“Very well,” she said.
“They walked out to the barn together. 

Althea pointed out the saddle and bridle. 
The man saddled the mare with quick, 
expert hands. The mare whinnied and 
pawed the stable floor. She was tired of 
her stall. She wanted to be off. The man 
held the reins in the crook of his arm and 
smiled at Althea.

“What’s your name?” he asked.
“Althea,” she said.
“Althea,” he repeated slowly, caressing 

the syllables. “I t’s a good name for you, 
star-eyes.”

Althea looked into his eyes in spite of 
herself. For a moment she swayed a little, 
dismayed by the sudden up-rush of feeling 
in herself, a feeling so sharp and so sweet 
that she could hardly stand, and then his 
arm was around her and his face was bent 
to hers. He kissed her, and she kissed him 
back.

“If I have any luck today,” he whis
pered, “I ’ll come back for you.”

Althea shook her head.
“No,” she said. “You will never come 

back. And if you did—I shouldn’t see 
you.”

“We’ll see about that,” he said con
fidently.

“No,” said Althea. “I shall never see 
you again—but I ’m glad you came this 
once.”

He moved as if to kiss her again. But 
she shook her head, her lips set primly, and 
stepped back.

“No, go,” she said.
He led the mare through the stable door 

and swung into the saddle.
“Good-by,” he said.
“Good-by,” said Althea. The mare 

whirled, broke into a canter. He was gone.
I ll

ALTHEA went back into the house and 
/A  gave the children their lunch and put 

them down for their nap and set her 
kitchen to rights again. Once she laughed 
at herself for being such a fool, and twice 
she shook herself, as if to free herself from 
ter memory of the thing that had happened. 
She was surprised at herself, shocked at 
herself. But she wasn’t sorry. It would 
never happen again. And then the tears 
came to her eyes. She felt so sorry for 
herself because it never would happen again, 
because it was already like a dream 1

Her mind ran on things she had never 
experienced, places she had never seen, 
delights she had never known. She thought 
of dinner-parties and dances and the opera. 
She thought of clothes, of lustrous silks 
and soft furs and lovely colors. She thought 
of kisses in the dark.

Do what she would she could not recall 
herself wholly to common-sense, to the 
reality she knew and must go on with. She 
told herself that Jimmy was very dear; and 
the children; and this little house of hers. 
She cared about them. She cared very 
deeply. It was only now that she knew 
how deeply she cared about them. 
Only. . . .

What was it that was lacking?
It was, of course, the thing the stranger 

had brought. But what was that?
She was still asking herself that question 

when she put the children to bed for the 
night. She sat for a long time in the dark, 
going over and over it while they went to 
sleep. She lay awake for a long time after 
she had gone to bed, pondering it.

At dawn she awoke with a sudden start 
of fear. Jimmy hadn’t come home. And 
then she remembered the dashing stranger. 
She had been dreaming of him again. But 
he was gone—gone forever. He must never 
come back. She must never think of him 
again. She had been very silly.

She realized that she was cold. She got 
up and found her dressing-gown and slippers 
and stood in the window. It was not yet 
light. She wondered if she loved Jimmy 
after all.

She wished Jimmy would come home. 
She wasn’t worried about him. He had got 
stuck in the mud somewhere and stayed 
overnight. He always got home eventually. 
She never worried about him. She only 
wished that he would worry a little more— 
about everything.

Perhaps he did worry. Perhaps that was 
why he was so slow—so cautious. She did 
not want a cautious man. She wanted a 

[T urn to page 751
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His unspoken 
thoughts when he 
looks into your face

what are :

I f  you could read his mind— would you 
find there only pleasure and satisfaction?

have been formulated. Two of these famous 
treatments are given on this page. These and 
other complete treatments for all the different 
types o f skin are contained in the booklet "A  
Skin You Love to Touch,”  which is wrapped 
around every cake o f Woodbury’s Facial Soap.

Get a cake o f Woodbury’s today— see what 
a difference in your complexion just a week or 
ten days o f the right treatment will make.

The same qualities that give Woodbury’s 
its beneficial effect in overcoming common skin 
troubles make it ideal for general use. A  25 
cent cake lasts a month or six weeks for general 
cleansing use, including any o f the special 
Woodbury treatments.

A  complete miniature set o f  the 
W o o d b u ry  skin preparations

For 25 cents we will send you a complete min
iature set o f the Woodbury skin preparations 
containing:

A  trial size cake of Woodbury’s Facial Soap 
A  sample tube of the new W oodbury’s Facial Cream 
A  sample tube of Woodbury’s Cold Cream 
A  sample box of Woodbury’s Facial Powder 
The treatment booklet, "A  Skin You Love to Touch”

Address The Andrew Jergens Co., 1509 Spring 
Grove Ave., Cincinnati, Ohio. I f  you live in 
Canada address The Andrew Jergens Co., Limited, 
1509 Sherbrooke St., Perth, Ontario. English 
Agents: H. C. Quelch &  Co., 4 Ludgate Square, 
London, E. C. 4.

DO ES he think only pleasant, flattering 
things? Or does some fleeting dissatisfac

tion— some critical little reservation— underlie 
his thoughts o f you?

Don’t allow your skin to be the subject o f 
even momentary criticism. Any girl can have a 
smooth, clear, flawless complexion. Each day 
your skin is changing; old skin dies and new 
takes its place. By the right care you can make 
this new skin what you will.

Simple rules for the care o f  your skin
Sleep— fresh air— the right food— all these 
will contribute to a healthy condition o f your 
skin. But your skin itself must be given special 

care if you want it to have 
all the beauty of which it is 
capable. Your skin is a separ
ate organ o f your body. Neg
lect o f its special needs may 
result in an unattractive com
plexion, even though your 
general health is good.

Begin today to give your 
skin the special treatment that 
will meet its special needs. Re
member— skins differ widely, 
and the treatment that is 
right for one type o f skin may 

fail to benefit another. 
That is why the famous 
Woodbury treatments for 
each different type o f skin

Use this treatment for a very 
sensitive skin

Dip a soft washcloth in warm water 
and hold it to your face. Now make 
a warm water lather o f Woodbury’s 
Facial Soap and dip your cloth up 
and down in it until the cloth is 
"fluffy”with the soft white lather. Rub 
this lathered cloth gently over your 
skin until the pores are thoroughly 
cleansed. Rinse first with warm, then 
with clear, cool water and dry carefully. 

From the booklet 
“A  Skin You Love to Touch.”

A  skin that is subject to blemishes should 
be given this special treatment

Just before you go to bed, wash in 
your usual way with warm water and 
Woodbury’s Facial Soap, finishing 
with a dash o f cold water. Then dip 
the tips o f  your fingers in warm water 
and rub them on the cake o f  Wood
bury’s until they are covered with a 
heavy, cream-like lather. Cover each 
blemish with a thick coat o f this and 
leave it on for ten minutes. Then rinse 
very carefully, first with clear hot 
water, then with cold.

From the booklet
“A  Skin You Love to Touch/*

Copyright 1Q22, by The Andrews Jergens Co.
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COLGATE'S
Cleans Teeth

the Right Way
The early savage 
removed grime 
by harsh scouring "W ashes” and Polishes— 

Doesn’t Scratch or Scour

DO YO U  clean your hands by scrap
ing them with sand ? Savages 

used to. But civilization substituted 
soap. As the early savage cleaned his 
hands, you can take a gritty, soapless 
dentifrice and scrape clean the delicate 
enamel of your teeth. How much safer 
is the civilized method.

COLGATE’S
is the Double Action Dentifrice

(1) L o o se n s  C l in g in g  P a r t ic le s

(2) W a s h e s  T h e m  A w a y

Sensible in Theory. Healthy saliva is prac
tically neutral, sometimes slightly alkaline. 
Colgate’s Ribbon Dental Cream is practically 
neutral, mildly alkaline, and cleanses with
out disturbing the right mouth conditions. 
Avoid dentifrices that are strongly alkaline 
or appreciably acid.

Correct in Practice. Today scientific den
tists know that a dentifrice should do only 
one thing—clean teeth thoroughly. Colgate’s 
makes no false claims for any other virtue, 
but it does possess this one in a higher 
degree than any other kind o f dentifrice.

C O L G A T E  & . C O .  E , t .  i 806 N E W  Y O R K
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“Then there is somebody else,” said 
Hackett; and there was a prolonged silence.

Presently he took her hand and brought 
it up to his lips. “I won't stop hoping, 
though—and I won’t stop waiting—until 
you tell me it’s no use.”

And then he went away, and she 
watched him out of sight, and at last 
turned and walked slowly into the library 
where her father was reading.

He was one of the last men in the 
world you would ever have taken to be 
an important banker, for he lacked all of 
the trade-marks which so few financiers 
escape. He had none of the dignity of a 
statesman, and none of the coldness of a 
money-lender. Once he had startled the 
board of directors by declaring that in 
banking, as well as in marriage, a sense of 
humor is worth exactly the same as a sense 
of justice.

Between this man and his daughter 
there was an amazing sympathy.

“I’ve got a hunch,” he said, putting 
down his book, “that Frank Hackett didn’t 
come all the way out here tonight to talk 
about Soviet Russia or the Genoa Con
ference. Did he?” He swept her into hi; 
arms and took it as the most normal of all 
possible proceedings that she should cry a 
little, and then tell him everything.

“I t’s awful,” she sa’d, “it’s perfectly 
awful! Frank’s been so kind and thought
ful—and he’s so sort of big and—and de
pendable—and—and I was so fond of him 
—and so sure of him—”

Her father betrayed no astonishment, 
but two tiny wrinkles appeared on his 
forehead. “I don’t wonder. He's a stun
ning youngster. Clever, too—he’ll go a 
long way. I don’t know the first thing 
against him.”

“And then—and then Roger came 
along.”

“And Roger,” said Mr. Griswold re
flectively and without dismissing the 
wrinkles, “seems to have been very eco
nomical of his time.”

“He couldn’t mean it, though. He 
couldn’t !”

Her father smiled. “My dear, I wouldn't 
go so far as to say that. I ’ll tell you 
something. Most people fall in love at 
first sight—even the people that would 
howl loudest if anybody accused ’em of it. 
That’s because nine times out of ten it 
begins so quietly that you don’t know 
what’s happening until it’s already hap
pened. So that I don't know that I think 
any less of Roger—and I don’t know why 
you should. He’s probably quite as honest 
about it as Frank Hackett is.”

“The terrib'e part of it,” she said against 
his shoulder, “is that if Roger hadn’t come 
out at all I suppose I ’d have . . .
thought I wanted to marry Francis. And 
now I simply don’t know! It makes me 
feel so fickle. Because nobody ought to 
have to choose—like eenie-meenie-minie-mo 
—they ought to know. And I don’t! 
They’re both so splendid.”

“There’s only one thing to do, of 
course,” said Mr. Griswold, “and that’s to 
do nothing. You can’t settle it, and you’d 
be foolish to try.”

“Well, who can settle it, then?” she 
asked, blankly.

“Francis and Roger,” said her father. 
“And all you’ve got to do is to go on 
living, and wait for the break. Sooner or 
later one of them’s going to do something— 
or not do something—that’ll help you come 
to a decision. Give them time. And in 
the meanwhile—” He held her a trifle 
closer. “You might pass on a bulletin 
every now and then.”

It was two weeks later that she told 
him in a tone which was almost suggestive 
of guilt, that the balance hadn’t moved a 
hair’s-breadth one way or the other. In two 
weeks more, she made the same report. It 
was the same in another month, and in 
the month which followed. Marquand had 
the more engaging personality, but Hackett 
appealed to her as the more stable.

Hackett said to her once: “Peggy, for
a year and a half I haven’t so much as 
looked at any other girl. I can’t talk to 
another girl. You’re all there is, and all 
there ever could be. Doesn’t that tell you 
anything?”

A few evenings later Marquand, in reply 
to her subtle question said surprisedly: 
“Why, no—you didn’t expect I ’d be a 
hermit, did you? I t’s worked the other 
way around. I’ve loved you so much it’s 
made me sort of like everybody better. I 
mean, you’re so far ahead of everybody 
else, there isn’t  any comparison, really, but 
—I like people better than I ever did.”

She asked her father how they ranked 
in the office. He told her that Marquand 
was quicker-witted and more brilliant, but 
not quite so reliable; that Hackett was 
utterly certain of himself and had high 
talent but not genius. Their promotions 
came almost simultaneously; they were 
both assistant-secretaries now. And they 
were both straightened out for the long 
run to a vice-president’s desk.

And so the world continued to revolve 
until the end of the summer, when Mr. 
Griswold came home one evening with 
unusual preoccupation. “I’ve got some 
news for you, Peggy,” he said, “and I don’t 
know how you’ll take it. I ’ve got to go 
to France.”

“Really? When? What for? Am I 
going with you?”

He shook his head soberly. “I ’m sorry, 
but I ’m afraid I simply couldn’t look after 
you. I t’s a finance commission, and it 
means mighty hard work and irregular 
hours and quick jumps all over what’s left 
of the map of Europe. So you’ll just have 
to be a good girl, and keep the home fires 
burning. We’ll get one of the aunts to 
come and stay with you.”

“Oh 1” she said, subdued. “How long 
are you going to be gone.”

“Four months.”
“Oh, daddy 1 . . . Oh, that’s fright

ful! Can't I come—pleaset l  won’t 
bother you. Couldn’t you fix it—some
how?”

There were times when Mr. Griswold 
knew how to be final. “Sorry, dear; but 
it's a man’s party, and there’s no use think
ing about it. I sail the twentieth.” He 
regarded her closely. “There’s one more 
item that may concern you—I’ve got to 
take a financial secretary along. Not a 
stenographer, but some chap who can use 
a good deal of judgment and initiative. 
Any ideas on the subject?”

“Why—what have I  got to do with it?” 
“Nothing whatsoever,” said her father, 

“except that it looks as if I ’d have to take 
either Roger or Frank. They’re practically 
the only two young men we’ve got that 
come up to specifications. And obvious'y 
whichever one I take won’t see you again 
for a pretty long time.” He paused, and 
watched her narrowly. “And on the other 
hand, he’ll have a rather extraordinary 
chance to distinguish himself. So I thought 
you might be interested.”

She sat motionless. The color was com
ing and going softly in her cheeks. “That 
is—whichever one you take with you—” 

“He’ll come back—unless I ’m a mighty 
poor prophet—with a reputation, and a 
bright-colored ribbon from a sovereign 
government.”

“And—and the other one?”
He lifted his shoulders. “At least, he’ll 

be in the neighborhood—and I dare say 
he may drop in on you for tea, occasionally. 
And I tell you quite frankly, dear, 1 don’t 
know which to take. Either one would 
fill the bill perfectly well. So I thought 
if it made any particular difference to you 
—I’d act accordingly.”

She came over and put both arms 
around him.

“Daddy dear, if I knew at all, I ’d know 
now—wouldn’t I? I ’d know, all in a 
second. Because I ’d want the one I—cared 
most about—to go with you. I ’d want 
to make that much sacrifice for him— 
wouldn’t I? But—daddy, I don’t know.” 

Her father was meditative. “Of course, 
the chances are that this trip’s going to 
settle things for you, anyway, dear.”

“How is it?”
“Four months is a pretty long time. If 

you miss the one that’s gone—or if you 
don’t miss him at all—”

Suddenly, she put her face down close 
to his. “Daddy, you’ll have to decide. I 
can’t. I—I’m almost in love with both of 
them. And not quite—with either. You 
decide—and then I ’ll know—afterwards. 
After you’ve gone.”

WHAT Mr. Griswold did, after much 
deliberation, was first to summon 
Hackett to his private office.

Now secretly, and for no reason that he 
could ever put his finger on, he had long 
since nourished a very faint, but a very 
persistent notion that Hackett's character 
had a weak point in it somewhere. He 
had frequently blamed himself for injustice, 
because he hadn’t a shred of evidence to 
back the intuition. Hackett was diligent, 
intelligent, loyal to the bank’s best interests, 
and from every outward sign, a thorough 
gentleman. In his difficult status with 
Peggy, and with Mr. Griswold himself, he 
had behaved with exquisite tact; and to
ward Marquand he had showed unfailing 
courtesy. And yet, deep in his conscious
ness, Mr. Griswold had often wandered 
how this blond giant would conduct him
self under fire.

In sending for Hackett, then, he had 
two motives; he argued that Hackett’s ac
curacy might make him, by a few degrees, 
the slightly better secretary; and he also 
hoped that during their absence, Marquand 
might be convincing enough to put an end 
to the competition.

Hackett listened intently. “Of course,” 
he said, “it’s an enormous chance and I 
appreciate it; but after all, Mr. Griswold, 
the bank comes first, and, to be perfectly 
frank, I ’m not positive I ’d be as valuable 
to you as you think.”

[T urn  to page j r ]



McCall's Magazine for September, 1922 31

No Postcards
[ Continued jrom page 30 ]

Mr. Griswold stared at him. “Well— 
naturally I ’m not going to order you to 
come with me, Frank; but I must say that 
this disinterestedness is rather—startling.” 

Hackett was grave. “Please don’t think 
I'm discounting the compliment, Mr. Gris
wold. I ’m not. And it isn’t a question 
of disinterestedness; it’s a question of effi
ciency. I t’s a wonderful opening, but I ’m 
afraid you overrate me. If I went with 
you and fell down because my experience 
hasn’t been broad enough, why, that would 
react on both of us, and on the bank, 
wouldn’t it? That’s all I'm  thinking 
about.”

“I ’ll take it up with you again, later,” 
said Mr. Griswold, and sent for Marquand.

Marquand heard him and looked at the 
floor. “The deuce of it,” said Marquand 
awkwardly, “is that I ’d certainly jump at 
the chance to do some constructive work 
like that, and it would be mighty fine to 
be with you, but—to tell the truth, Mr. 
Griswold, I—I hate to leave the States 
right now. So if this is just an offer and 
not an order, I hope you’ll understand how 
grateful and flattered I am, but—I ’d really 
rather you took somebody else.”

Mr. Griswold sat back judicially. “What 
are you doing, Roger? Putting a purely 
personal matter ahead of the Gibraltar 
Trust?”

Marquand was crimson, but he met the 
older man’s eyes squarelv. “Yes, sir—I 
am.”

“Do you think that’s wise?”
Marquand hesitated. “Not from every 

point of view—no, sir. But from my own 
•—in this particular case—yes, I do.”

“I ’ll talk to you again, later,” said Mr. 
Griswold wearily.

He went home in a bad mood. The 
whole affair was destructive of poise, both 
at home and in the bank. He knew from 

| observation that Peggy wasn’t herself these 
days; she was introspective and unhappy.

| He knew, by deduction, that neither Mar
quand nor Hackett could conceivably put 
a free mind upon the daily business of the 
Gibraltar Trust. He felt that he himself 
was growing irritable under the strain.

He said to Peggy: “My dear, I can’t
decide which one to take. And neither of 
them wants to go because each of ’em’s 

j afraid to let the other stay here. I ’m about 
ready to throw up my hands and let them 
fight it out between themselves.”

She smiled feebly. “Well, why don’t 
you? That’s what you told me to do.” 

“By George I” he said under his breath. 
“By George! It isn’t business—but I 
wonder if it isn’t human I”

And so on the following Saturday he 
invited them both to lunch with him at 
the Country Club.

They had finished their coffee and they 
were lighting cigarettes. “Now look here, 
you two,” he said paternally, “I got you 
out here today more or less under false 
pretenses. There’s no use in going into 
the situation all over again. I ’m sailing in 
two weeks, and I ’m going to take one of 
you with me, and neither of you seems 
particularly anxious to go. This thing has 
got to be decided this afternoon before we 
leave the club. If you don’t see any other 
way to fix it, why not make it a sporting 
proposition? Match play. You’ve got the 
same handicap, haven’t you?” He smiled 
his blandest. What do you say to giving 
the winner his choice—whether he'll go with 
me or stay home—and the loser has to 
abide by it. Is that fair?”

The young men sat silent for a moment. 
Hackett was impassive; Marquand’s fingers, 
lying on the table, were nervous.

“Perfectly,” said Hackett at last. “Don’t 
you think so, Roger?”

“Yes, I suppose it is,” said the other 
man, tardily. “Tournament rules?”

“Of course. I  never play any other way. 
All friendship ceases on the first tee.”

Mr. Griswold drew a breath of relief. 
“Come on, then,” he said. “Let’s get 
started.”

Now in golf, as in all else, Francis 
Hackett had about him a touch of the 
inevitable. With his height and weight 
and wrists, he could have been w'ithout 
much effort a prodigious hitter; but with 
characteristic self-control he never tried for 
distance. He was steadiness personified, 
and any opponent who waited for him to 
make a mistake usually woke up too late.

Marquand, on the other hand, was al
ternately brilliant and mediocre. At the 
top of his game he accomplished miracles 
and was easily a first-flight golfer.

But this afternoon he was mentally 
upset. To stay at home meant a monopoly 
of Peggy; to go abroad with Mr. Griswold 
meant a delightful association, a valuable 
experience, and most likely a marrying in
come. On the contrary, if it were Hackett 
who went abroad, Peggy might discover 
that the major part of her affection had 
gone with him. In consequence of this 
puzzle, Marquand played with too much 
abstraction; it seemed to him that fate, 
and not himself, had the matter in charge.

As they went to the tenth tee, Hackett 
was obviously repressing a smile. “Tough 
luck, old boy,” he said. “It doesn’t seem 
to be your day. You’re wild as a hawk.” 

“Still your honor,” said Marquand, and 
when it was his own turn to drive, he put 
the ball into a wilderness of underbrush, 
found the lie unplayable, and picked up. 
He was five down, with eight to go.

It was at this juncture that Hackett 
committed a strategic blunder. He laughed. 
It was a very small laugh indeed, and it 
was quite involuntary, and he throttled it 
as soon as he could; nevertheless, it held 
an overtone of triumph which struck Mar
quand like a cold douche.

Marquand flushed. Mr. Griswold was 
standing at his side and he said to Mr. 
Griswold slowly: “I may be wrong, but
I think I ’m going to begin to hit ’em.”

He took slightly more pains than usual, 
and not only outdrove Hackett by thirty 
yards, but also stayed in the fairway. For 
his second shot, he studied the ground as 
though he had been an engineer: “My
hands have just begun to feel thin on the 
dub,” he said, almost apologetically, to Mr. 
Griswold. “The ball’s got to go—when 
they feel like that.”

He set himself, took bearings and with
out the least delay, sent the ball rattling 
into the cup.

“If you’d missed it,” said Hackett, 
“you’d have been clear over the whole 
works.”

“I didn’t miss it, though,” said Mar
quand, dryly, and hit another terrific liner 
down the absolute center of the course.

As Hackett lingered on the tee, and 
gazed at the landscape, he was suddenly 
clairvoyant. He knew, as positively as he 
knew the day of the week, the date of the 
month, and the year of the Christian 
calendar, that Marquand was going to miss 
his iron.

He swung his driver, tentatively. He 
sighted down the course and selected the 
exact area, not a furlong distant, into which 
he would play. His own second shot would 
be intentionally short, leaving him an easy 
pitch to the green, and a putt for a four— 
a five at the worst. Marquand, he knew, 
would shoot for the flag, and go wrong. 
And that meant—that Marquand would go 
overseas, and that Hackett would stay at 
home, and journey out to Fairfield County 
three nights a week. He believed that Mr. 
Griswold’s son-in-law would have the 
preference, in the long run, over Mr. 
Griswold’s foreign secretary.

He addressed the ball with every care, 
he swung with every precaution—and he 
topped miserably into a circular trap not a 
hundred yards in front of the tee.

“Rotten luck, Frank,” said Marquand. 
“The worst kind.”

For himself, he took a jigger, and with
out an instant’s hesitation, he sliced a long 
ball into a patch of very formidable rough, 
just off the green.

Incommunicative, the trio went forward. 
Hackett, who was now utterly calm with 
the apathy of forlorn hope, chipped twenty 
feet past the pin. “That’ll put me down 
in eight,” he said, with a cracked laugh. 
“You’ve got five for the hole, Roger.”

Off to the right, Marquand was tramp
ing a circle in the tall grass. “Lucky I 
have,” he said. “But I haven't found the 
ball yet.”

“My Lord!” said Hackett. “It would 
be a crime to win this hole by a lost ball— 
when I’m down in eight!”

Marquand, whose color had suddenly 
deserted him, straightened. “That’s so . . . 
Have you got your watch on, Mr. Gris
wold? We’ve hunted about a minute 
already.”

Mr. Griswold stared from one to the 
other. “Are you fellows playing as close 
to your chests' as that?”

“Tournament rules,” said Marquand 
brusquely. “That was understood when 
we started . . . How’s the time, Mr. 
Griswold?”

“Two minutes.”
Marquand hurried back twenty yards, 

and began thrashing the grass with a 
mashie. The caddies clung to him and 
left never a leaf unturned.

“I don’t want you to think,” said 
Hackett under his breath to Mr. Griswold, 
“that I ’m being too technical—but it was 
agreed before we started. As a matter of 
fact, it was Roger who brought it up.” 

“Rules were meant to be rules,” said 
Mr. Griswold, clearing his throat. “Three 
minutes.” And at that precise moment he 
almost stepped on the ball.

His lips had actually parted to call out 
to Marquand; and then for a motive 
which suddenly struck him from behind, he 
shut them tight. The ball was beautifully 
teed up on a small tuft of grass, only a few 
inches from a mole-hole; furthermore, it 
was hardly thirty yards from the green, 
with no trap intervening. Marquand had 
five for a win, and from this position, he 
could do it with one hand, in three.

[Turn to page 64]

Keeping a Child’s Hair

In later life your child will thank you, if 
you teach it now, habits that secure and 
preserve beautiful hair from childhood.

Beautiful

THE beauty of your child’s hair de
pends upon the care you give it. 

Shampooing it properly is always 
the most important thing.

I t  is the shampooing which brings out the 
real life and lustre, natural wave and color, 
and makes the hair soft, fresh and luxuriant.

When your child’s hair is dry, dull and 
heavy, lifeless, stiff and gummy, and the 
strands cling together, and it feels harsh and 
disagreeable to the touch, it is because the 
hair has not been shampooed properly.

When the hair has been shampooed 
properly, and is thoroughly clean, it will be 
glossy, smooth and bright, delightfully' fresh
looking, soft and silky.

While children’s hair must have frequent 
and regular washing to keep it beautiful, it 
cannot stand the harsh effect of ordinary 
soaps. The free alkali in ordinary soaps 
soon dries the scalp, makes the hair brittle 
and ruins it.

That is why discriminating mothers, 
everywhere, now use Mulsified cocoanut oil 
shampoo. This clear, pure, and entirely' 
greaseless product cannot possibly injure, 
and it does not dry the scalp or make the hair 
brittle, no matter how often you use it.

If you want to see how really beautiful 
you can make your child’s hair look, just 
follow this simple method:

A  Simple, Easy Method

FIRST, put two or three teaspoonfuls of 
Mulsified in a cup or glass with a little

water and followed with a rinsing in cold 
water.

When you have rinsed the hair thoroughly', 
wring it as dry as you can; finish by rubbing 
it with a towel, shaking it and fluffing it until 
it is dry. Then give it a good brushing.

After a Mulsified shampoo you will find 
the hair will dry quickly and evenly and 
have the appearance of being thicker and 
heavier than it is.

If y'ou want your child to always be remem
bered for its beautiful, well-kept hair, make 
it a rule to set a certain day each week for a 
Mulsified cocoanut oil shampoo. This 
regular weekly shampooing will keep the 
scalp soft and the hair fine and silky, bright, 
fresh-looking and fluffy, wavy and easy to 
manage—and it will be noticed and admired 
by everyone.

You can get Mulsified at any drug store or 
toilet goods counter, anywhere in the world. 
A 4-ounce bottle should last for months.

W hat a Mother Can Do to 
Keep H er C h ild ’s H air  
H ea lth y—Fine, S o ft  and 
Silky—Bright, Fresh-Look
ing and Luxuriant.

warm water. Then wet the hair and scalp 
with clear warm water. Pour the Mulsified 
evenly over the hair and rub it thoroughly all 
over the scalp and throughout the entire 
length, down to the ends of the hair.

Two or three teaspoonfuls will make an 
abundance of rich, creamy' lather. This 
should be rubbed in thoroughly and briskly 
with the finger tips, so as to loosen the 
dandruff and small particles of dust and dirt 
that stick to the scalp.

After rubbing in the rich, creamy Mulsified 
lather, rinse the hair and scalp thoroughly'— 
always using clear, fresh, warm water.

Then use another application of Mulsified, 
again working up a lather and rubbing it in 
briskly as before.

Two waters are usually sufficient for -wash
ing the hair, but sometimes the third is 
necessary.

You can easily tell, for when the hair is 
perfectly' clean, it will be soft and silky in 
the water, the strands will fall apart easily', 
each separate hair floating alone in the 
water, and the entire mass, even while wet, 
will feel loose, fluffy and light to the touch 
and be so clean it will fairly squeak when you 
pull it through your fingers.

Rinse the Hair Thoroughly

T HIS is very important. After the final 
washing, the hair and scalp should be 

rinsed in a t least two changes of good warm

Teach Your H oy to 
Shampoo His Hair Regularly

IT may be hard to get a boy to shampoo 
his hair regularly, but i t ’s mighty im

portant that he does so.
Ilis hair and scalp should be kept perfectly 

clean to insure a healthy, vigorous scalp and 
a fine, thick, heavy head of hair.

Get your boy in the habit of shampooing 
his hair regularly once each week. A boy’s 
hair being short, it will only take a few 
minutes’ time. Put two or three teaspoon
fuls of Mulsified in a  cup or glass with a little 
warm water. Then wet the hair and scalp 
with clear warm water. Pour the Mulsified 
over the hair ar.d rub it in vigorously' with the 
tips of the fingers. This will stimulate the 
scalp, make an abundance of rich, creamy 
lather and cleanse the hair thoroughly. It 
takes only a few seconds to rinse it all out 
when through.

Y’ou will be surprised how this regular 
weekly shampooing with Mulsified will im
prove the appearance of his hair, and you 
will be teaching your boy a habit he will 
appreciate in 
after-life, for a 
luxuriant head 
of hair is some
thing every man 
feels mi ght y  
proud of.
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Puffed
Rice

Like Bubbled Nuts
Queen of all breakfast dainties

These fascinating morsels now greet millions every m orn
ing. Toasted rice grains steam exploded—puffed to globules

flimsy as snowflakes.

T h ey  a re  food co n fec tio n s— 
almond-flavored bubbles.

Nobody ever tasted a cereal so 
d e lig h tfu l . T h ey  hav e  b ro u g h t 
new joys to breakfasts everywhere.

100 million food cells blasted
Yet Puffed Grains were not made for t id b its . Prof. 

Anderson created them as scientific grain foods.

T h e  re s u l t  is a w hole g ra in  
m ade w ho lly  digestible. Every 
atom feeds.

Mix with berries to double 
their delights

In every grain we create over ioo million steam explosions— 
one for every food cell. Thus every granule in the whole 
grain is fitted to digest.

The nut-like flavor comes from 
fe a r fu l  heat. The airy texture 
comes from these explosions.

Serve all day long in summer
There is nothing you would rather have children eat than

whole wheat and whole rice. Here 
they are made enticing and easy 
to digest.

W ith m elted bu tte r for 
afternoon confections

Then serve them morning, noon 
and night, in every way you can. 
Keep both kinds on hand, and in 
plenty.

Puffed
Wheat

Wheat Tidbits
Airy, flimsy—8 times normal size
Whole wheat supplies 16 needed elements. It is rich in iron, 

in lime, in phosphates. With milk it forms a practically com
plete food—the greatest food you can serve.

Puffed W heat m ak e s  w ho le  
wheat tempting. With every food 
cell blasted, all those 16 elements 
nourish.

Let every child, at least twice 
daily, eat Puffed W heat in milk.

Who is Sylvia?
[Continued from page 14 ]

She strolled down the beach a few steps 
and when she turned around, the dark sil
houette of a man loomed before her, not 
ten yards away.

Sylvia’s breath came sharply, and she 
drew back. Where had he come from, 
standing there so close to the water that 
his feet must have been wet?

There was something strange about it. 
Yes, his white clothes were all wet, and he 
looked at her curiously and steadily. A 
tremor of fear shot through her. “Yes, 
I ’ll go on back now.” She spoke aloud to 
herself in an effort to be casual.

“Please wait a minute!” The words 
carried a certain suppressed intensity. “I 
must have help." Then, as she backed 
away, laughter ringing. “Her name is 
Sylvia and she is afraid of a man.”

For a moment something about the 
man held her, a free recklessness, a swing 
to his step as he came toward her, fascinat
ing as it was fearful. She could not move.

“Do not be alarmed,” he said quietly, 
stopping before her. “I ’m starving, I sup
pose. I ’ve been aboard that sloop out there 
four days without food. It's a lot to ask, 
but would you go up and get me some
thing—anything ?”

Sylvia stammered unintelligibly. She 
had quick impressions of the man’s bodily 
force and of his lean face, a face not old 
but a little life-battered. “Did you come 
out of the water?” she managed to ask.

“Yes—anchored out there and swam in. 
Weak probably. Anyway I lay there in 
the water until I could get up.”

“That was when you heard my name?”
“Yes, I heard what you said about 

yourself, about Sylvia—and I forgot to be 
hungry when I saw you. You are so— 
But please go quickly. I’m going to cave 
in.” He staggered a step toward her. “Go 
on! Hurry! Can’t you see!”

A quick fear overwhelmed her. Then 
she was running, running away from him, 
madly, up the ascent.

She met Sydney Owen at the foot of 
the veranda stairs. "What’s the hurry, 
Sylvia,” he laughed, “—too much moon
light?”

Sylvia had an unconscious sense of what- 
to-do with all the Sydney Owens. She was 
too frightened for banalities now. "Where 
is Stuart, Sydney?”

“Well, well—what’s it all about! Need 
anything?”

"Yes I do. There is a starving man 
down on the beach, and I want some food 
for him.”

“Listen to that! Come here, Stuart.” 
he called as Walcott came down the steps 
with Sylvia’s wrap over his arm.

She told them what had happened. 
“And I’m going to take him something.”

“A lucky escape I call it,” said Stuart. 
“We’ll have to tell Brownlee about this. I 
knew I shouldn’t have left you down there 
alone. Probably some bum—or worse. 
Come inside and forget it, Sylvia.”

“Stuart is right, Sylvia,” said Owen. 
“What is a bum more or less in your 
young life? Plenty of ’em, you know. 
Nothing original.”

Stuart took her arm. “Come on, 
Sylvia. Let’s warm up with a couple of 
dances. Isn’t that marvelous jazz! Then 
I want to tell you something pretty, in
side on the stairs.”

Sylvia looked again down toward the 
beach. It was darker now and a little 
ominous-looking down there. Perhaps they 
were right, Stuart and Sydney.

So she was not surprised to find her
self an hour later with Stuart on the dark
ened stairway. He was somewhat inco
herent, but she understood. “You know 
how it is, old precious. A chap feels such 
a fool talking about it. Not that it isn’t 
worth it and all that. We’d make rather 
a good go of it, Sylvia. I ’m tremendously 
in love with you, of course. I’ve never 
been quite understood, Sylvia. I ’ve hoped 
you would.”

It was a young hour of morning when 
the party broke up. Sylvia’s color was 
high, and she had an odd, detached feeling. 
Perhaps that was the way a girl should 
feel when she was engaged.

Stuart’s car was the last to get away. 
None of the others were even in sight when 
Sylvia and he swept out upon the beach 
road. The clear straightaway down along 
the Sound invited speed, and Sylvia wel
comed the rush of wind which prevented 
speech. She needed to think. The cool air 
lifted her hair. That was nice. The head
lights threw wavering cones of pale light 
before them. Oh, what was the matter 
with things! She ought to be happier 
thrilled even—and she wasn’t.

Almost half way, though still only a 
short distance from the Sound, the road 
turned sharply into a little hollow crowded 
with shadows. The headlight’s beam swept 
the close-bordering trees as they made the 
turn, and then, flashing back again to the 
road, caught upon and framed directly in 
their path a white figure, distorted it, made 
it loom to giant height.

The car skidded and stopped in two 
jerks. Sylvia probably had screamed, and 
Stuart was swearing. Yes, it was a man, a 
white handkerchief over the lower half of 
his face. It was the man of the beach!

The man stopped at the front fender. 
“I knew I’d recognize you,” he said, “dark 
as it is. The motors from back there began 
passing me on the road. I decided to wait 
for yours. You see, I wanted to look at 
you again, and then—I happen to be a 
man whose refused requests become de
mands.” He said this with a stiff little 
bow7, heels together. “So I am now willing 
to accept small favors, little souvenirs, that 
wrist watch, perhaps. It is quite beautifully 
gemmed, isn’t .it? Before I wanted only a 
little food, but now—”

Stuart seemed suddenly to come to life. 
“What is this? A hold-up? What is it 
you want, my man—money?”

The white-clad figure whirled around, 
and the lights glittered upon something in 
his hand. “Wouldn’t you prefer, my dear 
sir, to get out of the car and stand over 
here?” He might have been smiling be
neath his mask until, at Stuart’s delay, he 
added, “I should think you’d like to do 
it in about five seconds.” There was no 
smile with that.

A cold feeling passed through Sylvia. 
She felt Stuart’s body stiffen. Here was 
something, something to do with men. 
Stuart was climbing out of the car. She 
knew that, but her attention was on other 
things, a lift to the head, a gaunt look 
about deep, shaded eyes. Somehow she 
had ceased to be afraid.

“Yes, right there.” The man was talk
ing quietly to Stuart now. “No, I don’t 
want your wallet. I’m a quitter after all, 
you see. You have never been hungry, 
have you? Well, neither had I, ever really 
hungry—before." He laughed. "It hurts, 
you know. Makes you feel silly. Now 
don’t move.”

Sylvia’s sense of safety was short-lived. 
In two steps the highwayman reached the 
car. In two seconds he had vaulted to 
the driver’s seat and had the motor started. 
It happened just like th a t!

Sylvia's emotions could not keep pace 
with events. She sat quietly in her seat 
as they pulled away, conscious that some
thing big. perhaps something terrible, was 
happening, feeling at once an elation and 
a fear. Stuart had shouted threats after 
them, but she could not recall what he had 
said. That was all so long ago, so far be
hind, perhaps a mile.

He drove somewhat better than Stuart 
did. She was thinking that. The hand
kerchief had fallen from his face. It was 
a face which could be as soft as it could 
be hard, but she noticed that it was drawn, 
a tight little twist about the mouth.

“Aren’t you afraid?"
This came out oddly, as though they 

had been driving along together for hours 
and had not left Stuart Walcott shouting 
and frantic back there in East Lane Road. 
Sylvia’s composure was a mystery to her
self. “No,” she replied. “I ’m not afraid.”

“Well, if you’re not, what business has 
a girl such as you wasting her time with 
that sort?” He waved back in the direc
tion of Stuart. “Something will hit you 
some day, hit you and knock you into a 
real woman, a great woman perhaps, in
stead of a pitiful little dancing doll. Life 
has a way of doing that to people who can 
stand it.”

“Perhaps I don’t want to be anything 
more than a dancing doll. Nor is it im
portant to me what you think or expect or 
would like. What are you going to do with 
me?” she demanded.

He smiled then. “I suppose the thing 
really is—what are you going to do with 
me?”

“Contrive to put you in the penitentiary 
if possible.” The outrage of the situation 
had just occurred to her. It was an im
possible thing!

“Yes, Miss— But your name doesn’t 
matter, does it? You might do that. Or 
you might give me the first food I have 
had in eighty hours. Or you might give 
me every gem and valuable you have. Or 
you might make me mad enough to—hurt 
you.”

It was too calm, too deliberate to be 
talk. Sylvia felt the ice of terror spread 
through her. She found herself babbling 
entreaties. “I ’ll give you everything I have 
—if—if you will take me home. My father 
will pay you.”

He brought the car almost to a stop. 
“Listen please! I didn’t meant to frighten 
you. I am mad with hunger. Four days 
ago I left Gloucester in that little sloop 
you saw in the bay. I wanted to make 
New London, but a blow took me to sea. 
I ’m up and down the coast a lot, but I 
was never caught before. This evening I 
made shore—well, you saw me—after four 
days without food.”

“Hadn’t you any money to get food?” 
She was interested now.

[Turn to page 34]
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A day of such amazing powers no less than a dozen imitations have sprung 
into being; applied in a moment; starts its work in ten more minutes; and—

—In forty minutes, wiped away, the day has forced the clarity and color of 
youth to any human skin on which it is applied. A new triumph of dermatology

A  N e w  S k in  in  4 0  M in u te s
with this Astounding Beauty Clay!

How a Pleasure Trip to Sunny Wales Uncovered 
a Secret of Mother Earth’s That Forever Ends 
Any Woman’s Need for a Complexion Beautifier

By  M a r t h a  R y e r s o n

HAVE brought to America 
|  the greatest news women 

rcsK ever heard about the skin. 
2SSs From Wales where I spent 
a month without seeing a single 
bad complexion ! I went there with 
a complexion that had been my 
despair since childhood. One after
noon I  le ft it in the hills; exchanged 
it fo r  one o f absolute purity and 
undoubtable natural color.

Except that I can now let you 
prove it for yourself, I would never 
tell the story — a story my own 
father found it hard to believe!

Hardest of all to believe is this; 
the transformation took just forty 
minutes! Here are the facts: 

About the first thing one notices 
in this southern English province, 
is the uniformly beautiful com
plexions. The lowliest maid—and 
her mother, too—has a radiantly 
beautiful skin. Mine, lacking lus
tre and color, with impurities, noth
ing seemed to eradicate or even 
hide, was horribly conspicuous.

It was a happy thought that 
took a most unhappy girl on a 
long walk through the hills one 
afternoon. I had stopped at the 
apothecary’s to replenish my cos
metic—to find it was unknown. 
They did not have even a cold 
cream. The irony of i t ! In a land 
where beauty of face was in evi
dence at every turn—the women 
used no beautifiers! Do you won
der “ I took to the hills?” I didn’t 
want to see another peaches-and- 
creamy complexion that day. But 
I did.

At a house where I paused for 
a drink from the spring, I stepped 
back in surprise when the young

woman straightened up to greet 
me. Her face was covered with 
mud. I recognized the peculiar 
gray clay of that section; very 
fine, sleek, smooth clay it was. 
Seeing my surprise, the girl smiled 
and said, “Madam, does not clay?” 
I admitted I did not!

I  D ecide to “ C la y ”
In a moment, she wet the clay 

which had dried on her face and 
neck, wiped it away, and stood in 
all the glory of a perfect complex
ion. I think I shah never again 
envy another as I did that stolid 
maiden of the hills. Her features 
were not pretty; they did not need 
to be. For no woman ever .will 
have a more gorgeous skin. She 
explained that this amazing clay 
treatment did it. The natives made 
a weekly habit of “claying” the 
skin, quite as one cares regularly 
for the hair.

I was easily persuaded to try it. 
Had I not done ridiculous things 
in beauty parlors where many 
could see my plight? We tucked 
a towel over my blouse, and from 
the spring's bed she took the soft, 
soothing clay and applied it.

As we sat and talked, the clay 
dried. Soon I experienced the 
most delightful tingling in every 
facial pore; the impurities were 
being literally pulled out. Half an 
hour more, and we removed the 
clay m ask! Hopeful, but still skep
tical, I followed into the tiny house 
to glimpse myself in a mirror.

M y blemishes were gone!
I fairly glowed with color that 

spread down the neck to the 
shoulders. My cheeks were so 
downy soft, I felt them a hundred 
times on the way home. Father’s

surprised look when I entered the 
rooms of the little inn that evening 
was the most genuine compliment 
a woman ever received. In a basket 
I had two crocks of the precious 
clay. I thought father’s questions 
would never end; where did I find 
it; could I take him to the spot; 
what was its action, and reaction, 
and lots else I didn’t know. Father 
is a chemist.

Suddenly it dawned on me. He 
wanted to unearth the secret of that 
clay's amazing properties, and take 
it to America! For two weeks we 
stayed o n ; he worked all day at his 
“mud pies” as I called them. Back 
home at last in Chicago, he worked 
many weeks more. He experiment
ed on me, and on all my girl friends. 
At last he scientifically produced 
clay identical with that Welsh clay 
in its miraculous effects—only ten 
times more smooth and pure.

A nyone M ay N ow  H ave  
This W onderful Clay

News of the wonders performed 
by this clay has brought thousands 
of requests for it. Women every
where (and men, too, by the way) 
are now supplied Forty Minute 
Clay. The laboratory where it is 
compounded sends it direct to the 
user. A jar is five dollars, but I 
have yet to hear of anyone who did 
not regard it worth several times 
that amount. For mind, in over six 
hundred test cases, it did not once 
fail. It seems to work on all ages, 
and regardless of how pimpled, 
clogged or dull the skin may be.

The application is readily made 
by anybody, and the changes brought 
about in less than an hour will 
cause open-mouthed astonishment. 
I know.

When I see a woman now, with 
a coarse-textured skin that mars the 
whole effect of her otherwise dainty 
care of self, it is all I can do to re
frain from speaking of this natural, 
perfectly simple way to bring a skin

and color such as Nature meant us to
have—and has given ustheway tohave.

Keep your skin pores clean, open, 
tingling with life! My father has 
made you a remarkable offer be
low. Read carefully:

FREE DISTRIBUTION 
OF *522 JARS

( Only One Jar to a Family)

The general public is entitled to benefit 
by a discovery of this importance. So, 
for a limited time we will distribute 
regular, full-size $5.00 jars of Forty 
Minbte Clay without profit—at only the 
actual cost, which is $1.87.

You may have your fir s t ja r  for only 
this bare cost of getting it in your hands! 
The expenses of compounding, refining, 
analyzing, sterilizing, packing, printed 
announcements, and shipping in large 
quantity has been figured down to $1.87 
per jar, plus postage.

Even the small laboratory cost price of 
$1.87 for ingredients, shipping, etc., is not 
really a payment; rather, a deposit that we 
will promptly return if you are not unre
servedly satisfied that this miracle clay is 
all we claim.

Send no money now. Pay postman the 
net laboratory charges of $1.87 plus post
age, when he brings your jar. O r, if un
likely to be home at mail time, enclose 
$2.00 and jar will arrive postpaid, with 
the same money-back guarantee.

I can assure any man or woman who 
will try this miracle of Nature’s own 
chemical laboratory a re-made skin.

Head Chemist

T H E  CENTURY CH EM ISTS, Dept.24 
Century Building, Chicago:

T accept your “No Profit” offer. Please send me 
a full-size, regular $5.00 jar of Forty Minute Beauty 
Clay at the net laboratory cost price of $1.87, plus 
postage, which I will pay postman on delivery. My 
money back unless only one application proves 
completely satisfactory.

Name.

A ddress---------------------------------- -------

p, n  __________________  State.
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Pastel colors, 
sheer cobwebby weaves
Your silk underthings will last longer 

washed this way, says Van Raalte

T H E smart silhouette demands them, 
these sheer cobwebby underthings that 

breathe Paris. They are irresistible in their 
pastel daintiness, and filet lace, their delicate 
ribbons and picot edging.

And you can keep them colorful and 
lovely if  you wash them the safe Lux way. 
There is no harsh rubbing of the delicate 
fibres, there is not one particle o f undissolved 
soap to weaken or yellow the fabric. Lux can 
not injure anything pure water alone won’t 
harm.

Send today for our booklet o f  expert 
laundering advice— it is free. Lever

Who is Sylvia?
[Continued from page J2]

His head was down. “My profession is 
not a road to sudden wealth. I haven’t 
anything in the world except that boat— 
and I couldn’t wait. One doesn’t think 
very well. There are probably easier ways 
to get food than this.”

“Yes, there probably are. But if you 
will take me home, I will get you some
thing. Next turn to the left.”

They swung into Island Road and 
headed back toward the Sound. “You live 
close to the water then?”

“Yes,” said Sylvia. “Turn in there.” 
She indicated a tree-lined drive leading up 
to the dark mass of the 'old St. Albans 
home.

He studied the outline of the house as 
they approached. “An unusually pure de
sign. Old, isn’t it? I ’ve studied the archi
tecture about here a lot.”

“My great, great, great grandfather built 
it for his wife.” She smiled. “Theirs 
was a great romance. I was named for 
her.” It was strange to talk so calmly 
when one’s heart was hammering so. “If 
you will let me out now, I will get some
thing for you.”

A wave of warmth passed over her when 
she took the hand he extended to help her 
down, and she dared not look up to meet 
the gaze which she knew was bent steadliy 
on her.

Sylvia’s opening the door acted as a 
signal. Lights flashed on all over the house, 
and people were calling. She heard her 
father’s voice booming out. “Sylvia! Are 
you all right! Where did he go!” She 
was too hysterical to speak.

Through the open door she caught a 
last glimpse of him. He stood up in the 
seat and bowed to her—that gentleman’s 
bow again. “Thank you just the same,” 
she heard. Then he had gone. The care
taker came rushing from behind the house 
and fired a shot at the car before he 
realized that it was empty. That was all. 

Stuart had telephoned, of course.
II

SYLVIA’S home was packed close into 
the East Seventies, dark with the first 
gray gloom of fall. It was a tall house, 

three high stories, and one did not know 
whether it was of brick or stone, but only 
that it was somewhat red.

Sylvia was in the upstairs sitting-room, 
looking down upon the rain-wet street and 
the surprising number of delivery cars which 
stopped at the door, gathering her trousseau 
from the smart shops of the city. She 
hated trousseaus at that moment, and wed
dings—and men.

It was at such moments that her 
thoughts went back to the adventure of the 
summer and the strange man who had 
broken so briefly but so definitely into her 
existence. She could not fit him into any 
of her classifications of men, and possibly 
it was that which caused her to think of 
him so often. She had lived over those 
minutes on the beach, on the road, in the 
car, a hundred times.

Sometimes Sylvia realized that it wasn't 
fair to Stuart. A girl is not supposed to 
spend the three or four days before her 
marriage thinking of another man, and of 
a stranger at that.

But she did not want to be married 
at all. That was it. To Stuart or to any
one else. She had heard that girls felt like 
that when they were about to be married. 
Tut it was more than just that. She 
\ cited to run, to fly away—anywhere.

Sylvia was in the grip of something. It 
was not only her wedding, it was not even 
Stuart. I t  was just that she was about to 
be married according to rule, the only time 
she was ever supposed to be married, with
out any real feeling, without any thrill, 
without romance. She was caught. And 
she knew she didn’t love Stuart Walcott 
enough, and she doubted that he was 
capable of loving her.

Suddenly her heart began beating 
rapidly. Sylvia had made up her mind 
about something. Perhaps she had never 
given life a chance.

I ll

SHORE HOUSE was old and quietly 
beautiful with the charm of pure de
sign and the suggestion of unremem

bered romance. Set back from the narrow 
winding way called Island-Avenue and only 
a few hundred yards from the Sound, it 
was isolated, completely shut in with its 
ancient, vine-covered wall, its evergreens, 
its tall, sky-sweeping poplars.

There was a touch of mystery too, and 
in this evening hour of long shadows and 
of half-lights and of sudden stillness, it 
was that perhaps which struck her most— 
the eerie atmosphere which clings to the 
deserted scenes of past hopes and fears and 
loves.

Stuck in the quaint brass knocker on 
the heavy door was Mrs. Abbot’s note. 
“Spending the night with Mrs. Scranton 
up at Saybrook,” were the words of its 
small, perfect handwriting.

Sylvia gasped. The prospect of a night 
alone in the great, ghostly old place struck 
her cold. Such a possibility had never 
entered her head. Mrs. Abbot was a 
certainty.

But she must go through with it now. 
She thought of her father’s telegram of 
inquiry which she had intercepted at the 
station, and of the letter she had left at 
home explaining her flight. They would 
never understand. They never had under
stood. Their thought now would concen
trate on getting her back.

Occupied with her thoughts and dis
inclined to enter Shore House in her 
present mood, Sylvia strolled out to the 
road and wandered toward the beach. 
Seated there on the sand she felt an op
pressive warmth, a sudden hush. Was it 
going to storm? A new anxiety burdened 
her. Even as she looked, the wind stirred 
and veered into the southwest.

Resolutely she turned her gaze and mind 
to the familiar shore line which outlined 
Addison Bay. Her attention went to a 
little craft which had snatched at the rising 
wind to beat in to its anchorage. It was 
a beautiful thing, its sail washed with the 
sunset’s crimson and its flight as graceful 
as that of a gull on the soar.

She watched until darkness came on, 
and the tiny vessel, now a startling white 
against the darkening sea and sky, came 
about into its resting-place. She saw the 
skipper, evidently the only one aboard, 
busy with his sails. She waited until the 
light of his lantern flared and became a 
hot spot in the black—and suddenly it was 
night.

The wind came in a gust as Sylvia rose, 
and the first rain splashed against her 
cheek. Her steps quickened to a run. She 
turned the bend in the road and darted 
through the gate to Shore House. Dark 
and gloomy the house was now, and al
most fearfully alone.

The door swung wide as the lock yielded 
easily to her key, and a rush of air followed 
her into the house. A strange rattling up
stairs sent her heart bounding. “I t’s that 
old loose window,” she said quickly, “shak
ing in the wind. Of course! How silly 
of me!”

Not until the tall candles on the mantel 
over the fireplace were lighted, and the 
lamp on the reading-table glowed, did she 
feel the warmth and comfort of the 
familiar, low-ceiled living-room.

This was the “Shore House” her memory 
had pictured when the need had come for 
escape. Sylvia felt better. And the wind 
outside seemed to have stilled.

A ragged and worn notebook on the 
reading-table caught her eye. She rec
ognized it at once for the quaint diary 
which her great, great, great grandfather 
had left as a record of his misdeeds and his 
romance, his conquest of the very Sylvia 
from whom she had inherited her name!

She picked up the book and noticed 
that a place was marked. Mrs. Abbot had 
never exhibited any particular interest in 
St. Alban’s history before. It was odd.

And some passages were underlined! 
She placed the lamp closer and curled into 
the soft depths of the great old chair. The 
candle flames were fluttering queerly. There 
must be a draft. Then a wind-blown 
flurry of rain dashed against the window 
panes behind her. She snuggled deeper 
into the chair and forced her attention to 
the curious old record which many times 
before had given her fancy the iridescent 
wings of romance.

I have been with Sylvia this evening. The 
beauty of her is like a raging fire.

Sylvia recalled the passage. She had 
wondered what it meant. She smiled now 
and read on.

We drove to Guilford along the Sound. There 
was a suggestion of Venice in the evening, and 
there was the breath-taking presence of Sylvia 
close beside me. Great God! Isn’t that where 
she belongs—close beside me? I ’ll shake out of 
her some day her vagaries and pretenses, yes, and 
her coquetry, and what is left will be the woman 
of the ages.

Why was this bit so carefully marked 
off? A brief, troubled expression crossed 
her face. The thing echoed back t! rough 
her memory and suggested other words: 
“Something tremendous will hit you and 
knock you into a real woman.” Yes, that 
was it. “A great woman, perhaps, instead 
of a pitiful little dancing doll.”

Then her mind went again to the faint, 
even handwriting before her.

Sylvia’s cousin in Guilford again believed that 
we had come especially to see her and did not 
suspect that it was her piano which was the lure.

My hand trembles a little as I write of 
Sylvia’s playing and of our singing together. She 
taught me a new song, “Those Endearing Young 
Charms.” I shall never forget it as long as I live, 
for its delicacy is that of my own sweet love 
herself. Ah, but will she ever be that?”

Sylvia’s hand rested back, and a little 
yawn pulled out of shape the suggestion 
of a smile which the details of this old 

[Turn to page 72]
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P H O T O G R A P H  O F H A M IL T O N  C LO TH ES O N  L IV IN G  FIGURES

Q a r m e n ts  I l lu s tr a te d  A b o v e

No 660 Dress of fine Silk 
Canton Crepe. Steel bead 
embroidery; Navy or Black $ 1 0 . 9 5

No. 560 Tailored Suit of all 
Wool Navy Tricotine. Silk 
embroidery. Silk lined 0 0 o 1 5 .9 5

No. 661 Dress of All Wool 
Poiret Twill. Silk fringe, em
broidery and girdle, Navy
or Black „ . .  ..« ,«*• « • • « ® o e 9 .9 5

No. 360 Coat of All Wool 
Velour. Large W olf Collar 
Brown or Navy fte* . •«.•«» 1 5 .9 5

W e P repay  th e  Postage!

The purpose of this 
advertisement is to 
urge you to send for 
this beautiful book of 
advanced styles for Fall 
and Winter, 1 92,2̂ 2 3!

S e n d  f o r  y o u r  F R E E  c o p y  o f  t h e

Hamilton Catalog of Fifth Avenue Styles!
The stunning garments photographed above are but four of nearly 
400 lifedike illustrations in our Fall and Winter catalog of fashion’s 
latest styles, the very styles that are now being worn on Fifth Avenue!

When you buy at Hamilton’s you are more than 
protected by our remarkable Triple Guarantee!

We guarantee our Styles to be Later—
We guarantee our Quality to be Better— 
We guarantee our Prices to be Lower— 

than any House in America!

H a m ilton  Q u a lity !
Better materials—better lin
ings — better workmanship, 
make your Hamilton pur
chase a delightful surprise! 
Thousands of satisfied custom
ers have voluntarily written 
o f  th e i r  ap p rec ia tio n  of 
the exceptional quality of 
H a m ilto n  m erchandise. 
R ather than  reduce the 
quality we reduce our profit.

Fifth  A ven u e Styles!
The Hamilton building is lo
cated on Fifth Avenue in the 
very heart of New York, the 
fashion center of the world. 
Here we get the newest styles 
first and the very best is sel
ected for your approval. You 
are always dressed in the 
latest style when you buy at 
Hamilton’s!

D O  IT  N O W !
Even if there is nothing you 
need at present, just mail 
a post-card with your name 
and address TO-DAY!

It’s F r e e !

If before December 15th, you are able to buy the same 
garments for less, we will r e f u n d  t h e  d if f e r e n c e ! Or, if 
for any reason whatsoever, you are dissatisfied we will 
refund your money without question. You a re  th e  ju d g e !

HAMILTON GARM ENT CO.
DEPARTMENT B9, 307 F i f t h  A v e n u e , N e w  Y o r k

A  f e w  m in ia tu r e  p a g e s  f r o m  o u r  w o n d e r fu l  S ty le  B o o k !

JSB

L ow er P rices!
Prices for Fall and Winter are 
even lower than last year All 
W ool dresses of tested ma
terials as low as$4.95! Though 
the prices are lower we have 
made the quality even better. 
Being manufacturers we sell 
at only a little more than whole- 
sale prices! Your Hamilton 
catalog will be a revelation 
to you!
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"N Cashmere Bouquet Talc you have 
a fragrant, refreshing after-the-bath 
powder to comfort the skin from 
head to foot. As a finishing touch 
to the complexion, you will enjoy 
the same fragrance in a soft, clinging 
Face Powder.

18 OG 1 9 2 2

Charles Rex
[Continued from page / j ]

I  promised to do my best. But—there 
was no need to search very far. Tonight 
Spentoli pulled the wires again. It was he 
who switched on that light. It was he 
who killed Rozelle. The girl in the gallery 
with you, Toby, was her daughter and 
mine. You heard Rozelle cry out when 
she saw her. She never spoke again.”

Siltash watched him with working 
brows. “Are you wanting to lay claim to 
the girl?” he asked abruptly.

“I make no claim, my lord,” Larpent 
said. “But I have sworn to do my best 
for her. I shall keep that oath of mine.” 

“I ask,” said Saltash royally, “if you 
consider that my protection is adequate 
for—my wife.”

“Your—wife!” Larpent started in
sharp surprise. “Your wife, did you say?” 

Their hands gripped and fell apart.
IV

IT was by no means characteristic of 
Jake to linger on a quest which had 
already proved fruitless, but he was a 

man who possessed acquaintances in al
most all parts of the world, and Paris was 
no exception. For the rest of the day 
after leaving Saltash he was occupied in 
seeking out old friends. Eventually he 
dined at a restaurant and betook himself 
to the station to catch the night train to 
Calais.

He found an empty carriage and threw 
his belongings on to a seat. The train 
was not a favorite one, and there would be 
no crowd. He had some minutes to wait. 
So he lighted his pipe and began to pace 
the platform.

In a moment his attention was focused 
on a girl in a blue cloak who, evidently 
intent upon catching the train, came to
wards him at a run. She passed him swiftly 
without seeing him, almost brushed against 
him. And behind her came a dark man 
with black moustache and imperial, fol
lowing her closely with an air of pro
prietorship.

Jake wheeled in his tracks, for a second 
amazed out of all composure. But an 
instant later he was in pursuit. He had 
had a fleeting glimpse of her face.

The black-browed Italian was in the 
act of following when Jake arrived.

“This lady is a friend of mine,” said 
Jake Bolton. “I should like a word with 
her.”

The Italian looked murderous for a 
moment, but perhaps the calm insistence of 
the other man’s bearing warned him. Jake 
was actually in the carriage before he 
could jerk out a word of protest.

“Sapristi! You go too far!” he 
blustered.

But Jake was already confronting the 
girl who stood facing him white and shaken.

He spoke quietly, even gently, but in 
the tone that no delinquent ever heard 
unmoved.

“You’ve no business here,” he said, “and 
you know it. If you can’t stick to the 
man vou’ve married, come home with me 
to Maud!”

“Oh, I  wish—how I wish I  could!” she 
breathed.

Jake’s hand, perfectly steady, full of 
sustaining strength, closed with authority 
upon her arm. “That’s settled then,” he 
said. “Come now!”

But at this point the Italian burst 
furiously in upon them with a flood of 
unintelligible language that made all further 
speech impossible.

Jake deliberately turned upon the man 
who raged behind him. As he did so, there 
came a shouting and banging of doors 
along the platform, and the train began to 
move. Jake’s massive shoulders braced 
themselves. Without words he seized the 
raving Italian in a grip there was no re
sisting, swept him across the compartment, 
forth upon the platform, very calmly shut 
the door and came back.

V

YOU’VE brought her back!” said Bunny 
in amazement. “You’ve actually 
brought her back! Here, Jake? Not 

here?”
“It was the only thing to do,” said 

Jake between puffs at his pipe. “I ’m sorry 
on your account, but—well, you can keep 
out of her way.”

Bunny’s face was flushed. He stood on 
the hearth and stared down at Jake with 
a troubled countenance. “But you won’t 
be able to keep her,” he protested after a 
moment. “Charlie will come and get her 
away again—as soon as he knows.”

“He does know,” said Jake.
“He knows? Who told him?”
“I told him,” said Jake. “I told him 

because he is the one person who has a 
right to know. He is her husband. He has 
married her.”

Bunny began to pace the room in a 
sudden fury. “I  suppose he did it to 
defeat me!”

“Between you and me, my son,” Jake 
said slowly, “I don’t think you came into

the reckoning at all. I can’t tell you 
exactly what happened, because I don’t 
know, but I ’m pretty sure that Saltash 
married her from a somewhat stronger mo
tive than just to put you out of the 
running.”

“You think I didn’t love her!” broke 
in Bunny, moving restlessly under Jake’s 
scrutiny.

“I think you don’t love her now any
way, Bunny,” he said.

Bunny swung upon his heel. “Confound 
you!” he said, and was silent.

Jake smoked imperturbably on.
“Think I ’m very despicable, Jake?” The 

question had a shamed and sullen ring.
Jake arose and put a brotherly arm 

round the bent shoulders. “Guess you’ve 
never been that, sonny,” he said very 
kindly. “But you take an old man’s ad
vice and go a bit slow! She’ll think all 
the better of you for it.”

“She’ll never look at me,” muttered 
Bunny, gripping the hand that pressed his 
shoulder.

“Ho, won’t she?” said Jake. “I ’ve seen 
her look at you more than once—and the 
old General too. Anyway, Toby never 
was your sort. I seem to remember telling 
you so once.”

Jake stooped to knock out the ashes 
of his pipe in the-fender. “I ’m going back 
to Maud now. Any messages?”

Bunny was standing very straight; his 
eyes were shining. “Love to Maud. I 
shan’t come round at present. But tell 
Toby that when I  do, she needn’t be wor
ried over anything. We’re all square. Tell 
her that!”

After Jake had gone, Bunny sat down 
and pulled a letter from his pocket. All 
the lines of perplexity smoothed out of 
his boyish face as he read it. It was the 
letter of a woman who had written be
cause she wanted to write, not because she 
had anything to say, and Bunny’s eyes 
were very tender as he came to the end. 
He sat for a space gazing down at the 
signature, and at length with a gesture 
half-shame faced he put it to his lips.

“Yes, I ’ve been a fool, Sheila,” he said 
softly. “But, thank heaven, I was pulled 
up in time.”

VI

TOBY sat in the golden afternoon sun
shine that flooded the beach, Maud’s 
three children buzzing happily about 

her, and rested her chin on her hands. The 
blue eyes that dwelt upon the misty horizon 
were very tired. They had the heavy look 
of unshed tears, and the delicate color was 
gone from her face. Her slight figure 
drooped pathetically

Betty’s shrill voice at her side recalled 
her from her dreams. “Betty tired now, 
Auntie Toy. Betty tummin’ to sit down.” 

She turned and took the child upon her 
lap with a fondling touch and tender words. 
Betty pillowed a downy head against her 
neck and almost immediately fell asleep. 
And Toby returned to her dreams.

Perhaps she also had begun to doze, for 
the day was warm and sleep had forsaken 
her of late, when the falling of a shadow 
aroused her swiftly to the consciousness of 
someone near at hand whose approach she 
had not heard. She controlled her quick 
start, but her eyes as they flashed upwards 
had the panic-stricken look of a hunted 
animal.

A man in a navy-blue yachting-suit 
stood looking down at her with blue-gray 
eyes that tried to be impersonal but failed 
at that slight gesture of hers.

“You needn’t be afraid of me, heaven 
knows,” he said.

“I ’m not,” said Toby and flung him her 
old boyish smile. “I wasn’t expecting just 
you at that moment, that’s all. Sit down, 
Captain.”

He lowered himself to the sand beside 
her. But at once, as by irresistible habit, 
his eyes sought the horizon; he contem
plated it in silence.

Toby waited for a few difficult seconds, 
then took brisk command. “Why don’t 
you have a smoke?” she said. “You’d find 
it a help.”

He put his hand mechanically into his 
pocket and took out his cigarette-case. As 
he did so his eyes rested for a moment 
upon the fair-haired child in the girl’s arms.

“So you’ve come back to the old job!” 
he said.

Toby nodded. “Yes. Jake’s doing. I ’m 
waiting to—to—to be divorced.”

He made a slight movement of surprise, 
but his face remained inscrutable. “You’ll 
have to wait some time for that,” he said.

Toby tilted her chin with a reckless 
gesture that was somehow belied by the 
weariness of her eyes. “That wasn’t what 
you came to talk about then?” she sug
gested after a pause.

“No,” said Larpent. “I  came to bring 
you a message.” Larpent’s far-seeing eyes 
came gravely to meet her own, “from 
Rozelle Daubeni!”

1T u r n  to  page 37  ]
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Charles Rex
[Continued from page j 6]

“Ah!’’ A quick shiver went through 
Toby. “I don’t want to hear it!”

“I've got to deliver it,” said Larpent, 
with a hint of doggedness.

He paused, but Toby sat in silence, her 
! face bent over Betty’s fair head.

“It may have surprised you to see me 
in Paris with her,” he said. “I  went to 
Rozelle because she was dying, and be
cause once, long ago, she was my wife.”

A faint sound came from Toby, but 
still she did not speak or lift her face.

Larpent went on steadily, unemotionally. 
“She ran away—while I  was at sea. She 
was too young to be left alone. Afterwards, 
our child was born.”

“Good God!” said Toby under her 
breath.

“I  never knew of the child’s existence. 
If I had known, it might have made a 
difference. She wanted me to find and 
protect the child. I promised to do my 
best. And when I  found her, I was to tell 
her one thing. Rozelle prayed every day 
for her child’s forgiveness.”

He ceased to speak, and there fell a 
silence, long and painful. The man’s eyes 
gazed out across the sea without seeing. 
Toby’s were full of tears. He turned at 
last and looked at her, then, moved by 
what he saw, laid an awkward hand upon 
her arm.

“I ’m not asking anything from you,” he 
said. “But I ’d like you to know I ’d have 
done more, if I ’d known.”

She choked back her tears. “It—it—it’s 
rather funny, isn’t  it?” she said, with a 
little crack of humor in her voice. “I’m 
—I’m very sorry, Captain Larpent. Sorry 
for you. I ’ve been foisted on to you 
so often. And you—you’ve hated it so.” 

She brushed away her tears and tried 
to smile. “I wonder you bothered to tell 
me,” she said.

His hand closed almost unconsciously 
upon her arm. “I had to tell you,” he 
said. “I t’s a thing you ought to know. 
And I  wanted to offer you my help.” 

“Thank you,” whispered Toby. “You—- 
you—that’s very—generous of you.” She 
gulped again, and recovered herself. “What 
do you want to do about it?” she said. 
“You don’t want to retire and live in a 
cottage with me, do you? We shouldn’t 
either of us like that, should we?”

“Your home is with your husband, not 
with me,” said Larpent quietly.

“No!” She spoke with vehemence. “It’s 
quite impossible. He has been far too 
good—far too generous. But it shan’t go 
on. He’s got to set me free. If he doesn’t 
—I’ll find—a way for myself.”

Larpent’s fingers tightened again upon 
the thin young arm.

“Before I go,” he said, “I want to tell 
you something—that I ’ve found out for 
myself. There is only one thing on this 
earth worth having—only one thing that 
counts. I t isn’t rank or wealth or even 
happiness. It swamps the lot, just be
cause it’s the only thing in God’s creation 
that lasts. And you’ve got it. In heaven’s 
name, don’t throw it away!”

“But life is very difficult, isn’t  it?” she 
urged rather tremulously.

“Your life has been,” he said.
She nodded. “One can’t help—can’t 

help—making mistakes—even bad ones— 
sometimes.”

“You’ve just made one,” he said.
She faced him valiantly. “Ah, but you 

don’t understand. You—you can’t throw 
away—what you’ve never had, can you— 
can you?”

“What you’ve got,” he corrected gravely. 
“Yes, you can.”

“But I haven’t got it! I never had it! 
He took me out of pity. He never—pre
tended to love me.”

“He isn’t pretending this time.”
She stared at him, wide-eyed, motion

less. “Not pretending? What do you 
mean? Please—what do you mean.”

He held out his hand. “Good-by!” he 
said abruptly. “I mean—just that.”

Her lips were parted to say more, but 
something in his face checked her. She 
put her hand into his. “Good-by!” she 
said. He held her hand for a moment, then 
moved by some hint of forlornness in the 
clear eyes, he bent, as he had bent at the 
castle on that summer evening weeks be
fore, and lightly touched her forehead with 
his lips.

VII

A CHILL wind blew across the ramparts 
bringing with it the scent and the 

’ sound of the sea. There was no 
moon in me sky tonight, only the clouds 

flying over the stars, obscuring and reveal
ing them alternately, making their light 
weirdly vague and fitful. Across the park 
an owl called persistently, its eerie hoot 
curiously like the cry of a human voice 
through the rustling night. And once more, 
alone on his castle walls, Saltash paced 
restlessly up and down.

Down in the harbor his yacht was wait- 
! ing, and he wondered cynically what whim

kept him from joining her. Why was he 
staying to drain the cup to the dregs—he 
who had the whole world to choose from? 
He had possessed her childish adoration, 
but her love—never! And, very curiously, 
it was her love that he had wanted. Tbe 
longing was not to be satisfied. He was 
to go empty away. But yet the very fact 
that he had known it had in some inex
plicable fashion purified him from earthly 
desires. He had as it were reached up and 
touched the spiritual, and that which was 
not spiritual had crumbled away below him.

The sound of the turret-door banging 
behind him recalled him to his surroundings. 
He awoke to the fact that the wind was 
chill, and that a drift of rain was coming 
in from the sea. With an impatient shrug 
he turned. Why was he lingering here like 
a drunken reveller at a table of spilt wine? 
He would go down to his yacht and find 
Larpent—Larpent who had also loved and 
lost. They, the two losers in the game of 
life, would go out on the turn of the tide 
and leave the spilt wine behind them.

Impulsively be strode back along the 
ramparts. He reached the turret-door, and 
came abruptly to a halt.

I t was no vision that showed her to 
him, standing there in her slender fairness, 
wrapt in a cloak that glimmered vaguely 
blue in the glimmering starlight. Her face 
was very pale, and he saw her frightened 
eyes as she stood before him. Her hands 
were tightly clasped together, and she spoke 
no word at all. The door was shut behind 
her, and he saw that she was trembling 
from head to foot.

He stood motionless, within reach of 
her, but not touching her. “Well?” he said.

She made a curious gesture with her 
clasped hands, standing before him as she 
had stood on board his yacht on that night 
in the Mediterranean when she had come 
to him for refuge.

“I ’ve come,” she said, in a voice that 
quivered uncontrollably, “to tell you some
thing.”

Saltash did not stir. His face was in 
shadow, but there was a suggestion of 
tension about his attitude that was not 
reassuring. “Well?” he said again.

She wrung her hands.
“Something I don’t know?” he ques

tioned cynically.
She nodded. “Some—some—something 

you don’t  want to know. It—it was Maud 
made me come.”

That moved him a little. That piteous 
stammer of hers had always touched his 
compassion. “Don’t fret yourself, ma 
cherel” he said. “I know all there is to 
know—all about Spentoli.”

“You—you don’t  know this,” said Toby. 
“You—you—you don’t know why I ran 
away from you in Paris!”

“Don’t I? ” he said, and she heard the 
irony of his voice. “I have an agile brain, 
my child. I can generally jump the gaps 
pretty successfully.”

She shook her head with vehemence. 
“And how do you know about Spentoli?” 
she demanded suddenly. “Who told you 
that?”

“The man himself,” said Saltash.
“Ah! And what did he tell you?” She 

seemed to gather herself together like a 
cornered animal preparing to make a wild 
dash for freedom.

“He told me nothing that I  did not 
know before,” he said, “nothing that your 
own eyes had not told me long ago.”

“What do you mean?” breathed Toby, 
pressing her clasped hands tightly to her 
breast. Her eyes were still upraised to his.

Saltash answered her more gently than 
was his wont. “I mean that I  knew the 
sort ofinferno your life had been—a per
petual struggle against odds that were al
ways overwhelming you. If it hadn’t been 
so, you would never have come to me for 
shelter. Do you think I ever flattered my
self that that was anything but a last re
source—the final surrender to circumstance ? 
If I had failed you—”

“Wait!” Toby broke in tensely. “You’re 
right in some things. You’re wrong there. 
I t’s true I  was always running away—as 
soon as I was old enough to realize the 
rottenness of life. Spentoli tried to trap 
me, but I dodged him, and then—when he 
cornered me—I did my best—to murder 
him!” The breath suddenly whistled 
through her teeth. “I tried to stab him to 
the heart. God knows I tried! But I sup
pose it wasn’t in the right place, for I 
didn’t get there. I  left him for dead—I 
thought he was dead—till that day in Paris. 
And ever since—it’s been just a nightmare 
fight for life and safety. I’d have tried 
some other dodge if you hadn’t  found me. 
I  was not quite down and out. But you— 
you made all the difference. I  had to go 
to you.”

“And why?” said Charles Rex.
“You came. If you’d been an angel 

from heaven, you couldn’t have been more 
wonderful. You helped me, believed in me, 
gave me always the benefit of the doubt— 

[ T u r n  to page 38]

The Girl He Left 
Behind

By Edith Erwin
B r u c e  W e b s t e r  had gone up to the

city  to make his fortune. And Mary 
Louise Kenyon had gone back home 

(after the train had whizzed itself aw ay 
into a dot on the horizon) to keep her 
mother’s cottage fresh and bright, to 
w rite long, new sy letters— and once in a 
while a w him sically tender little  note 
which she mailed blushingly.

And then— Stella Anthony went up to 
the city, too!

There w as much news in Bruce’s next 
letter. W hat do you think! His em
ployer’s son w as a fratern ity  brother! 
A  regular fellow , Joe. Invited him to a 
stag party next week.

And— oh, yes— whom do you suppose 
he met coming out of the office the 
other evening? A  home town girl! It 
surely w as good to see any one from 
home. A lucky coincidence, her passing 
that moment. She w as so delighted— had 
been so lonely in the city.

M ary Lou let the letter flutter to the 
floor. Coincidence! Lonely! It was amus
ing, if one happened to be in the mood 
for amusement. Stella Anthony w as per
fectly  capable of guiding the long arm 
of coincidence w ith her own firm hand.

Bruce’s letters grew  less frequent, but 
told of good times, for Joe w as taking 
him to parties and the country club. But 
he didn’t forget the old town. He and 
Stella compared letters and kept up w ith 
the news, he said.

“But there ought to be a  w ay.” M ary 
Lou dug her nails into her palms. “It—  
it isn’t fair! And he— wouldn’t really  
be happy. Oh— I must find a  w ay.”

Something inside of her set to w ork 
intently— seemed to whisper, “Don’t give 
up yet. Don’t give up yet.”

M A YB E  it w as this som ething that led 
her to buy a once-favorite magazine 

one day. M ary Lou had stopped gettin g 
it, for she didn’t like to read love stories 
any more. But she took it, anyw ay, and 
that night picked it up disconsolately.

The pages fe ll open at a  story. Some
thing made her begin it eagerly. Then 
she re-read it.

“W hy— I wonder— ” whispered Mary 
Lou. And she read it a third time. “They 
say men alw ays like— ” A fter which she 
resolutely took pen and ink, then ran 
out to mail a  letter in the dusk.

Then, for the rest of the summer, M ary 
Lou was very  busy in a  m ysterious sort 
of way.

When Bruce got a vacation late in 
October, Springdale w as not surprised 
that Stella Anthony managed to get a  
vacation then, too.

Y et Mary Lou w as rem arkably un
ruffled by this later news. And there 
was a m ystify in g tw inkle in her eye! It 
remained there, even when Bruce failed 
to come over the day he arrived, and the 
second day of his absence failed  to en
tirely  dim its light.

That afternoon, the gate at last opened 
to a fam iliar hand, a w ell-know n foot
fa ll sounded— stopped—

Over in a corner of the garden was 
w hat m ight reasonably be taken for a 
chrysanthemum, one of those huge yel
low, frin gy  ones. But never yet did 
chrysanthemums boast silken  hose and 
buckled slippers.

“M ary Lou! I took you for a  flower!” 
gasped Bruce. “B y George, I didn’t know 
my eyes w ere so starved.”

garm ents in which she bloomed later in 
the day. Not to mention lace and silken 
m y s t e r ie s  g l im p s e d  t h r o u g h  f i l m y  
blouses. Stella Anthony in her dark, 
tailored things was almost unnoticed.

Mary Lou kept the pink dotted swiss 
for the last.evening. A little  g ir l sort of 
a frock it was, w ith Mary Lou nervously 
tw istin g  her pink ribbons.

“The sweetest of all,” w as Bruce’s 
verdict. “Mary Lou,”  he bent suddenly 
toward her. “Don’t ever w ear anything 
but those dainty, fr illy  things. A  man—  
out in the world— likes to know there’s 
a cool little  island of a  home somewhere, 
w ith somebody w aiting. Somebody in 
soft, feminine things— ” Then he stopped. ( 

“I ’ve no right to ask you. You’re used ‘ 
to lovely things— it w ill be some time 
before I can afford— ”

“Oh— if that’s all the objection,” said 
Mary Lou, brazenly.

Com fortably snuggled against his arm 
she told him, later in the evening.

“I wanted p retty things more this 
year than ever before. For— well, just 
because. But I couldn’t afford any— am1 
L w asn’t trained to earn money. Then, 
one day, I read of a school, the W oman’s 
Institute, in Scranton, Pennsylvania, 
that teaches girls and women, right in 
their homes, to sew. Just think what 
that means. Why, one can have prettier 
clothes for a fourth the usual price.

“I just fe lt  I could learn, for I wanted 
to, so badly. So I began the lessons. And, 
do you know— I started right in m aking 
actual garments. A fter ju st a few  w eeks 
I made m y first dress. I made some 
things for mother and then some cun
ning dresses and rompers for a neighbor’s 
children. This brought me enough money 
to buy the yellow  organdie that you liked 
so much.

“Since then everything has been easy, 
for it’s such fun to plan and make clothes 
when you know how. So many people 
w ant me to sew for them— why, I could 
open a little  shop if I wanted to.”

“But you are not going to!” whispered 
Bruce. “Christmas, isn’t it?”

W H AT Mary Lou did, you can do, too.
There is not the slightest doubt about 

it. More than 140,000 women and girls  in 
city, town and country have proved that 
you can quickly learn at home, in spare 
time, through the W oman’s Institute, to 
make all your own and your children’s 
clothes and hats or prepare for success in 
D ressm aking or M illinery as a business.

It costs you absolutely nothing to find 
out w hat it can do for you. Just send a 
letter, post card or the convenient coupon 
below to the W oman’s Institute, Dept. 
3-J, Scranton, Penna., and you w ill re 
ceive, w ithout obligation, the fu ll story 
of this great school that is bringing to 
women and girls all over the world, the 
happiness of having dainty, becoming 
clothes and hats, savings almost too good 
to be true, and the jo y  of being inde
pendent in a successful business.
-------------------------T E A R  OUT H E R E --------------------------

WOMAN’S INSTITUTE 
Dept. 3-J, Scranton, Penna.

Without cost or obligation, please send me one of 
your booklets and tell me how I can learn the sub
ject which I have marked below:

N OT only Bruce, but a ll Springdale, w as 
surprised at the wonderful new 

clothes of M ary Lou. Surprised at the 
gay little  sports frock, w ith its orange 
Scallops; astonished at the charm ing rose 
jersey touched by a  lavish hand with 
wool embroidery. Dazzled by the crisp, 
jaunty little  things Mary Lou slipped on 
of mornings; bewildered by the frillier

□  Home Dressmaking □  Millinery
□  Professional Dressmaking □  Cooking

Name.................................................................
(Please specify whether M rs. or M iss)

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



38 M c C a l l ’s M a g a z i n e  f o r  S e p t e m b e r , 1 9 2 2

C ~ W h a t JS

D O N ’T  you wonder sometimes how 
you will look ten years from now— 

if your complexion will retain its youth
ful radiance and natural glow of health ?

The answ er rests largely with you. 
Every day your skin is changing. W h a t  
are you doing to safeguard it P

Let Resinol Soap solve your problem. If time 
has already left its first trace, and your complexion 
is becoming blotchy, sallow, rough or coarse— don't 
be discouraged,— now is the time to prove the worth 
of this delightful toilet soap.

Look in the mirror after the first treatment 
with Resinol Soap— see how visible the improve
ment is! Roughness and sallowness gone, and in 
their place the glow of returning skin health.

You feel at once that here is a soap whose regu
lar use helps to overcome skin defects and preserve 
the natural freshness of youth beyond the time 
when most women lose it.

R e s i n o l  S o a p  is  s o ld  a t  a l l  d r u g  s t o r e s  
a n d  t o i l e t  g o o d s  c o u n t e r s .  I t s  s a t i s f y in g  
R e s in o l  f r a g r a n c e  m a k e s  i t  a  f a v o r i t e .

WHY N O T  LET US SEND YOU A FREE SAMPLE? 
A postal will do. Address Dept. 4-J, Resinol, Baltimore, Md.

Charles Rex
[Continued from page j / ]

made a way of escape for me, made life 
possible — even — even — beautiful!” She 
choked a little over the word. “I offered 
you just everything. I couldn’t help it. 
How could I help worshipping you? You 
—you—you were always so splendid—so— 
so great. You made me realize that life 
was worth having. You made me—believe 
in God!

“And when I knew that Bunny was 
turning against me—would never believe in 
me—I just couldn’t help turning to you 
again. And then—you married me!” She 
wrung her hands tragically. “I ought not 
to have let you. But I loved you—f loved 
you!” She covered her face and sobbed.

Saltash reached out a hand and took 
her by the shoulder. “Nonette! Nonette!” 
he said, in a voice that was strangely un
certain. “Don’t cry, child! Don’t cry!”

She drew herself away from him. “Don’t 
—don’t! I don’t want you to. I just 
came to tell you—that’s all—in case you 
should think I ever cared for Bunny. Maud 
says you ought to know that. We only 
played together. We never really loved 
each other. I wasn’t his sort—or he mine. 
He doesn’t want me back. I wouldn’t go 
if he did. I ran away—with that cur 
Spentoli—to give you a chance to drop me. 
You’d never loved me, and I ’d tricked you 
too badly. I knew you’d want to get free. 
Why didn’t you start in and get a 
divorce? Why didn’t you? Why didn’t 
you?”

She turned about with the words, and 
wrenched furiously at the door behind her. 
In another moment she would have been 
gone. But in that moment Saltash moved, 
perhaps more swiftly than he had ever 
moved in his life before, and in a flash 
he had her in his arms.

She fought for her freedom twisting this 
way and that, straining with frenzied effort 
to escape. And when he broke down her 
resistance, pressing her indomitably closer 
and closer till she lay powerless and pal
pitating against his breast, she burst into 
agonized tears, beseeching him, imploring 
him, to set her free.

“Why should I? ” he said, still holding 
her. “Don’t you knowT yet that it’s the 
very last thing I mean to do?”

“You must! Oh, you must!” she cried 
back. “You can’t—you—you can’t—hold 
me—against my will!”

“That’s true,” said Saltash, as if struck 
by something. “And are you capable of 
leaving me—against mine?” His hold re
laxed with the words, and instantly she 
sprang away from him—to the low parapet 
beside them, and in a second was sliding 
out upon the narrow ledge that surrounded 
the great stone buttress of the turret.

Saltash gave a leap as if he would 
pursue her, then with abrupt effort checked 
himself. He stood with one foot on the 
parapet, and watched her, and in the vague 
starlight his eyes burned with the old mock
ing deviltry behind which he had so long 
sheltered his soul.

“So you think you’ll get away from 
me that way, do you ?” he said, and laughed 
his gibing laugh. “Well, stay there till 
you’ve had enough or throw yourself over! 
I ’ll get you in any case.”

She came to a stand, her hands spread 
out on each side of her, her eyes turning 
back to him across the awful space that 
yawned between. Sheer depth was below 
her, but she did not seem aware of it.

"I will throjv myself over,” she said 
with tense purpose, “unless you promise— 
unless you swear—to let me go.”

He laughed again, but there was no 
mirth in the glittering eyes that looked 
back at her, neither mirth nor dismay, only 
the most arrogant and absolute mastery 
that she had ever encountered.

“I promise nothing,” he said, “except 
that one way or the other I ’m going to 
have you. There is a bond between us 
that you can’t break, however hard you 
try. Fling yourself over if you think it’s 
worth it! And before you get to the 
bottom I shall be with you. I ’ll chase 
you through the gates of Hades. I’ve 
travelled alone far enough. For the future 
•—we go together!”

Across the abyss he flung his challenge, 
the laugh still on his lips and in his eyes 
the blazing derision that mocks at fate.

And as she heard it. the girl’s heart 
suddenly failed her. She began to tremble. 
But she made a last desperate bid for pride 
and freedom.

She clutched at the cold stones on each 
side of her with' nerveless, quivering fingers. 
“There is—no bond between us!” she gasped 
forth piteously. “There never, never has 
been!”

“No bond between us! Good God! 
Would I follow you through death if there 
were not?” And then suddenly, with an 
amazing change to tenderness that leapt 
the void and enchained her where she stood: 
“Toby—Toby, you little ass—don’t you 
know I ’ve loved you from the moment the 
Might Moth struck?”

There was no questioning the truth of

those words. A great sob broke from Toby 
She stood for a few seconds with her head 
raised, and on her face the unutterable 
rapture of one who sees a vision. Then, 
with sharp anguish. “I can’t come back!” 
she cried like a frightened child. “I’m going 
to fall!”

Saltash caught his breath. “I’m coming 
to you,” he said. “Keep as you are and 
I ’ll give you my hand to hold!”

Blindly she waited, till with a monkey
like agility, he also had traversed that giddy 
ledge to where she stood. His fingers met 
and gripped her own.

“Now,” he said, “come with me and 
you are safe! You can’t fall. My love 
is holding you up.”

She heard the laugh in his voice, and 
her panic died. Mutely she yielded her
self to him. But when he lifted her from 
the parapet back to safety, she cried out 
as one whom fear catches by the throat, and 
fainted in his arms.

Out of a great darkness, the light dawned 
again for Toby. When she opened her eyes 
she was lying upon the tiger-skins in Sal- 
tash’s conical chamber, and he, the king 
of all her dreams, was kneeling by her side. 
That was the first thing that occurred to 
her—that he should kneel.

“Oh, don’t! Oh, don’t!” she said 
quickly. “I am not—not Maud.”

His eyes held something that was un
familiar, something that made her quiver 
with a quick agitation that was not distress.

“So I am only allowed to kneel to 
Maud!” he said.

She tried to meet his look and, failing, 
hid her face. “I—I know you have always 
loved her.” she murmured rather inco
herently. “You couldn’t pretend to really 
love anyone else—after Maud!”

There fell a brief silence, and she thought 
the beating of her heart would choke her. 
Then there came the touch of his hand 
upon her head, and its wild throbbing 
grew calmer.

“No,” he said, and in his voice was a 
new deep note unknown to her. “I am 
not pretending, Nonette.”

The light touch drew her as it were 
magnetically. With a swift, impulsive 
movement she raised herself hiding her 
face deeply against his breast.

“But you—you couldn’t really love 
me!” she whispered like an incredulous 
child. “You sure you do?”

His arms went round her, holding her 
fast. He made no other answer. Saltash, 
the glib of tongue and ready of gibe, was 
for once speechless in the presence of that 
which has no words.

She nestled closer to him as a little 
furry animal that has found its home. Her 
incredulity was gone, but she kept her face 
hidden. “But why didn’t you tell me be
fore?” she said.

He bent his black head till his lips 
touched her hair. “Nonette,” he said, “you 
told me that I had made vou believe in 
God.”

“Yes?” she whispered back rather 
breathlessly. “Yes?”

“That’s why,” he said. “You got me 
clean through my armor there. It made me 
a believer too. If I ’d failed you after 
that—well, He’d have been justified in 
damning me, body and soul!”

“But you couldn’t ! ” she protested. “You 
couldn’t fail me!”

His dark face twisted with the old wry 
grimace. “I ’ve failed a good many in my 
time, Nonette. But—no one ever trusted 
me to that extent. You practically forced 
me—to prove myself.”

A little gasp of relief came from Toby. 
She spoke with more assurance. “Oh, was 
that it? You were just trying—to be 
good?”

“Just—trying!” said Saltash.
“You still trying?” asked Toby, a little 

curious note of laughter in her voice.
“I shan’t keep on much longer,” he re

turned, “unless I get what I want.”
"There’d be a blue moon if you did!” 
Saltash raised his head abruptly. “By 

Jupiter! There is one!” he said. “Let’s 
go to her!”

Toby’s face shot upwards in a moment. 
“Where?”

Her eyes sought the skylight above them 
and the "dim mysterious blue of the night. 
His came down to her in a flash, dwelt 
upon her, caressed her, drew her.

She turned sharply and looked at him. 
“Charles Rex!” she said reproachfully.

He took her pointed chin and laughed 
down at her. His eyes, one black, one 
gray, shone with a great tenderness, hold
ing hers till they widened and shone back 
with a quick blue flame in answer.

Then: “As' I was saying,” remarked
Charles Rex royally, “when I was inter
rupted some six months ago—I have never 
yet refused—a gift from the gods.”

“But you’ve taken your time over ac
cepting it, haven’t you?” said Toby.

He bent to her. “Let’s go!” he said 
again.

[ t h e  e n d ]
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Up and Coming
[Continued from page 20}

Several months after Jones' wood lodge 
was finished, his mother, who had become 
resigned to the slant-eyed Orientals who 
took charge of its housekeeping (even to 
openly smoking her son’s cigars and letting 
good cream sour in plain view)—came near 
having a most unpleasant half hour.

Jones had returned from New York, 
a fleet of new ideas engrossing him. He 
had run in to greet his mother before dress
ing for a dinner party in town, and was 
in no mood for small talk.

"Hullo, darling,” he announced himself, 
coming in to toss a liseuse of thinnest white 
into her lap. “Wear that and be my nice 
wraith. I ’m tired—so many people I 
knew happened to be on the train—talked 
our heads off—how is everything?”

“It’s a sight for sore eyes to see you,” 
his mother began, “been as lonesome as a 
graveyard here if it hadn’t been for Bertha. 
And. I hope you won’t mind, she went 
right into the kitchen and made me an 
old-fashioned dish or so—this Japanese 
cooking tastes like it was boiled in one 
pan. I just itch to toss up some biscuits. 
Bertha overruled them in short order—she’s 
a fine girl. She don’t look well, either.

“I take the blame," Martha added see
ing that Jones was displeased. “Bertha’s 
not to be scolded. She’s kind-hearted— 
and she just worships you. Why, she 
said—”

“Please." Jones held up a protesting 
hand. “I wish you wouldn’t discuss me 
with—callers. It is bad enough to show 
your friends my new clothes. Bertha’s a 
good sort—but why this intimacy?”

“Haven’t you been friends for years—" 
“A friendship begun in salad days— 

neither of us would do the same if we 
could reorder the past."

Jones consulted his watch. He saw he 
was in for it. “I ’m sorry, mother—but I 
must go."

“One more thing," she insisted. “I want 
you to understand about Bertha. I’m not 
urging you to like Bertha—only don’t hurt 
her feelings because she’s too fond of you. 
People can like people even if they are 
thinking very differently about most every
thing. Ideas haven’t an awful lot to do 
with hearts, my boy.”

Jones made another attempt at apologiz
ing and then fled.

IN the late fall of 1020, Jones met the 
original of his portrait.

Someone told him that a young artist 
was waiting to ask about exhibiting still- 
life canvases in the galleries, eager to sign 
the contract that entitled Jones to an 
option on all her work. This news was 
not exactly cheering to a tired man facing 
the prospect of an enforced evening with 
Bertha, neglected now for several days.

But because he never allowed anyone 
else to accept or reject work, Jones went 
into the anteroom, only to stand staring 
at Justine as if she were the Chinese 
decorations in oil she wished to sell and 
he an enthusiastic purchaser.

She made a quaint picture in her old- 
fashioned mink dolman, a bright Russian 
peeked hat and a beaded purse in the form 
of a flower. There was no difference since 
the portrait had been done, the same odd. 
clever face with its frame of blue-black hair. 
Only now he could see that her eyes were 
long, gray things brimming with questions.

“I beg pardon,” she said presently, re
calling the fact that she was not a portrait. 
“Am I speaking to Mr. Bynight?”

“And an extremely old friend,”—holding 
out his hand. “Can you guess why?"

She did not offer to take it. “I presume 
you mean because of the house—your 
grandfather and mine?” One could hardly 
call her tone insolent. It had a certain 
hauteur combined with amusement, as if 
she considered this sudden declaration in 
poor taste.

“What house? Sit here—put your 
things there—I'll get to them presently." 
He placed a chair and turned on some over
lights.

“The Dunlevy house," she spoke im
patiently. “I am Justine Dunlevy. My 
grandfather built that hideous bam—it's a 
club now’, isn’t it? And people say your 
grandfather—”

Jones wTas annoyed at his flushing. “My 
grandfather helped to lay the floors,” he 
finished quickly, “so you thought that was 
our mutual bond! I didn’t realize that 
people still peddled the story about. But 
you are wrong. I have known you for 
years because of your portrait. You could 
hardly have been twenty then. It is the 
one where you are pouring tea. Do you 
recall it?”

“Fitzhugh's daub," she laughed, en
thusiasm creeping into her voice. “Of 
course I recall it—that was done in Lon
don by a friend of father’s, an amazing 
rogue w’ho never came to any good end— 
but everyone liked him anyway. He taught 
me everything I know. I posed for him 
in return—I sat for everything from the 
haughty hostess in that canvas to the double

role of Princess in the Tower! If Fitz- 
hugh had had enough to drink, he could 
make out with me as the model. Tom 
thought the thing you speak of was rather 
good—he prevailed” on Fitzhugh to give it 
to us, and then he sold it to a dealer to 
pay bread-and-butter bills. That was Tom. 
Tom is my father, you see. After that he 
decided w’e must move on—there was to be 
a fortune for him in Tangiers—so we 
moved on and I lost track of Fitzhugh— 
and you have the canvas?”

“My treasured possession. I used to 
change my pictures about—but never yours. 
It is hung where I can always look at it. 
That is why I felt you were an old friend.”

Justine laughed to cover her confusion. 
“A thousand pardons. I only wish my 
grandfather had been the one to lay the 
floors of your grandfather’s house 1 The 
former is the wisest sort of American an
cestor to indulge in ! For here we are— 
you owner of this splendid store, dominat
ing a share of America’s art activities and 
I, in shabby clothes and a delicatessen store 
background, asking you to buy—those,” 
—pointing at the still-life studies.

Jones was silent.
A somewhat wistful smile on her lips, 

Justine finished: “I’m afraid you thought
I was trying to impress you with being a 
Dunlevy! Banish the notion. I’m ham
pered by the fact—but I mustn’t waste 
your time.”

“I insist on monopolizing your time,” 
he corrected. “Remember, I have known 
you a long time—a good many years. You 
cannot consider yourself a stranger because 
you happen to appear in the flesh with 
some colorful canvases."

"What have you thought of me all 
these years? Fancy poor Fitz’s daub hold
ing sway in your home!” When she 
laughed, Justine’s personality seemed 
pungent like a garden after a sudden, re
freshing shower.

“You want to know?" Jones pulled up 
a chair beside her. “I thought at the out
set that you were both insolent and 
mysterious, somewhat to be feared. Then 
that you were wonderfully heartless, in
sincere—yet I decided never to part with 
the portrait. It suggested youth, romance, 
Tuscany in April—despite the tea set of 
catlike comfort! Can you tell me why? 
I’ve waited a long time to know. There 
were other times i  was positive you could 
either be a doormat person enduring eternal 
trampling upon or else turn into a veritable 
sword of Damocles. You would give no 
hint that the transformation had taken 
place—a dangerous and adorable creature 
to have about—that is partly what I 
thought!”

“You think you can use my stuff?" 
She rose as if to end the estimate.

Jones was unperturbed. “Awfully rude 
to interrupt,” he announced as she went 
over to rearrange her pictures. “Come, I’ll 
tell some more—I decided you possessed 
another interesting trait—you were unlike 
women who looked their best when wearing 
new clothes but, most unheroinelike, you 
should wear things which you had made 
subservient to your personality. Off effects 
—say a skirt that sagged or a bow tied 
on the side it was never meant to tie on— 
you were a super-girl because clothes never 
made you 1"

“It is well ‘donner el pardonner' is our 
motto,” she said lightly.

“Isn’t it? And that we’ve the floors of 
the Dunlevy mansion as a common bond— 
my grandfather laying them, yours walking 
over them. I am trying to place in which 
Dunlevy group you belong—there are the 
Barton’ Dunlevys—but there were only 
sons—and the Hamilton Flood Dunlevys 
are bankrupt—and the—”

"No one remembers me." Justine said 
with sudden bitterness. “That is something 
to be glad about! But tell me—what of 
these—"

“Since you're determined to dear away 
business before you admit to friendship—” 
Jones obediently began examining her work.

They were studies of smoothly carved 
ivory gods, brittle, glossy vases of blue and 
green with backgrounds of daring Chinese 
embroideries painted with a talented but 
careless hand. Also, two night scenes with 
cold, tragic moons and splashes of violent 
light escaping the edges of faintly defined 
house shutters.

“Either a riot of color or somber as 
the tombs," Jones mused. “I should say 
you have ability but not genius—still, the 
world is seldom troubled with the latter, 
and our firm is noted for having ‘good 
buys’ and ‘satisfactory things’—you under
stand. I  wanted to paint once—be a 
sculptor to be exact. I think I had about 
as much talent as you display. It was im
possible, fortunately, for me to develop it. 
Who taught you? You’ve had some splen
did grounding.”

"Mostly Fitz—he used to say I knew 
how to paint, but I must flatter myself 
into believing that fact,” she admitted, 

I Turn to page 7.?]

“ This,”
said the shrewd detective, 

“ is an inside job”
“I know,” said the man from Head

quarters, “how friendly everybody around 
the place seemed to be—but s o m e b o d y  
w h o  w a s  in  y o u r  con fiden ce  got away 
with your valuables, just the same.”

How often it is, that when health is 
gone, “ so m e th in g  th a t w a s  in  y o u r  
con fiden ce  got away with the valuables.”

Coffee often robs its users of health, as 
any doctor can tell you. Sleeplessness, 
nervousness, high blood-pressure, indiges
tion, and a general loss of efficiency have 
brought many people to the discovery 
that their supposed friend, coffee, has rob
bed them under cover of friendship.

There's charm without harm in Postum 
—that splendid cereal drink in which so 
many thousands are finding safety and 
satisfaction. Postum's flavor fully pleases, 
and Postum is safe for a n y b o d y ,  a n y  
tim e. The children can share in the de
lights of a hot cup of Postum. W hy risk? 
Why not know you're safe? Order from 
your grocer or your restaurant waiter 
today, and make the start with Postum.

Postum comes in two forms: Instant Postum (in tins) 
made instantly in the cup by the addition of boiling water. 
Postum Cereal (in packages of larger bulk, for those who 
prefer to make the drink while the meal is being prepared) 
made by boiling for fully 20 minutes.

Postum for Health
" T here’s a R eason ”
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Teeth You Envy
Are brushed in this new way

M illions of people daily now  
combat the film on teeth. This 
method is fast spreading all the 
world over, largely by dental 
advice.

You see the results in every 
circle. Teeth once dingy now  
glisten  as they should. Teeth  
o n c e  concealed now show in 
smiles.

T his is to offer a ten-day test 
to prove the benefits to you.

That cloudy film
A dingy film accumulates on 

teeth. W hen fresh it is viscous 
—you can feel it. F ilm  clings 
to teeth, gets between the teeth  
and stays. It forms the basis of 
cloudy coats.

Film  is what discolors—not the 
teeth. Tartar is based on film. 
Film  holds food substance which  
ferments and forms acid. It holds 
the acid in contact w ith  the teeth  
to cause decay.

M illions of germs breed in it. 
They, w ith tartar, are the chief 
cause of pyorrhea. Thus most 
tooth troubles are now traced to 
film, and very few  escape them.

Must be combated
Film has formed a great tooth 

problem. No ordinary tooth paste 
can effectively combat it. So

dental science has for years sought 
ways to fight this film.

Two ways have now been found. 
Able authorities have proved them  
by many careful tests. A new  
tooth paste has been perfected, 
to comply w ith modern require
ments. And these two film com
batants are embodied in it.

This tooth paste is Pepsodent, 
now employed by forty races, 
largely by dental advice.

Other tooth enemies
Starch is another tooth enemy. 

It gums the teeth, gets between 
the teeth, and often ferments and 
forms acid.

Nature puts a starch digestant 
in the saliva to digest those starch 
deposits, but with modern diet 
it is often too weak.

Pepsodent m ultiplies that starch 
digestant w ith every application. 
It also m ultiplies the alkalinity  
of the saliva. That is Nature’s 
neutralizer for acids which cause 
decay.

Thus Pepsodent brings effects 
which modern authorities desire. 
They are bringing to m illions a 
new dental era. Now we ask you 
to watch those effects for a few  
days and learn what they mean 
to you.

The facts are most important 
to you. Cut out the coupon now.

T h e  N e w - D a y  D e n t i f r i c e

Endorsed by modern authorities and now advised by 
leading dentists nearly all the world over. A ll drug
gists supply the large tubes.

857
10-Day Tube FREE

T H E  PEPSOD EN T COM PANY,
Dept. 149, 1 104  S. Wabash Ave., Chicago, 111

Mail 10-Day Tube o f Pepsodent to

Only one tube to a family

You’ll enjoy it
Send this coupon for a 10- 

Day Tube. Note how clean the 
teeth feel after using. Mark 
the absence of the viscous film. 
See how teeth whiten as the 
film-coats disappear. Get the 
agreeable after-effects of a 
naturally alkaline mouth.

THE woman of fifty has arrived at 
what should prove to be the most 
interesting period of her life. She 
is on the threshold of her greatest 

usefulness whether in the realm of the 
home, religion, politics, art, society or 
business.

Mentally she was never more alert. 
Her problem is largely a physical one.

The woman who “lets herself go” on 
the theory that her work is over deserves 
little sympathy. She should not only keep 
herself physically fit, but she should give 
the impression of splendid health.

I t is at this time that little flaws become 
accentuated. Wrinkles develop. The neck 
shows signs of scrawniness, or double 
chins appear. The 
arms become flabby.
All t h e s e  physical 
signs of age in these 
days of scientific 
methods not o n l y  
can be prevented, 
but, if they exist, 
can be corrected by 
the proper methods.

The woman of 
fifty s h o u l d  take 
stock of herself; she 
should appraise the 
past, the mistakes 
ma d e ,  and profit 
thereby. She should 
a w a k e n  to the 
thousand and one 
interests t h a t  this 
old w o r l d  holds 
for her, and to the 
real service that she 
can be to others.
She has arrived at 
a point in the path 
of life where her 
individuality is well 
established, a n d  
should b e g i n  to 
assert itself in a 
very definite way.
H e r  children a r e  
probably g r o w n .
They will develop 
their own interests.
It begins to dawn on 
her conscious mind 
that she is no longer 
essential to them.
The c a r e s  of the 
home are more or 
less adjusted to a 
daily routine.

When she realizes 
that y o u t h  has 
flown, she seems to 
face the l o s s  of 
everything. Many women at this age fly 
into a panic. In a misdirected effort to 
regain youth, they begin to ape the girl of 
sixteen. They effect young misses’ clothes, 
bob their hair, and mentally begin to roll 
hooples and climb trees. They make a 
caricature of themselves.

They make a mistake. If you are an 
Ethel Barrymore don’t try to dress or act 
like a Dotty Dimples. A woman of forty 
should not imitate a girl of sixteen. The 
secret of success for her, lies, not in the 
ridiculous aping of a young girl, but in the 
right expression of herself.

That individuality should be studied. 
It may be more fully expressed in a change 
of the arrangement of the hair. Style of 
dress, care of face and body, exercise and

kindly thoughts all play a large part in 
expressing the real you. And that is what 
you want to be—your real self.

Take care of that self physically and 
mentally. Don’t be afraid. Don’t  let any
one tell you that your life is over at fifty. 
Don’t sink down into drabland. Pull your
self together. Set yourself a goal and then 
“go to it.”

“A chain is as strong as its weakest 
link,” and that is true of women. Many 
women care for their hands but have a 
muddy complexion; others care for their 
hair but neglect their hands; while still 
others show extravagance in dress and an 
utter disregard for their person. These 
things indicate lack of balance. There may 

be a financial excuse 
in the matter of 
clothes, but in the 
case of their com
plexion, f a c e and 
hands, there is but 
one answer for their 
neglect — ignorance, 
or simon-pure lazi
ness.

Just as it is pos
sible to have good 
teeth at the age of 
sixty, so is it pos
sible in these days 
to have a healthy, 
f r e s h  complexion, 
well-cared- for hands, 
and to give a charm
ing impression.

B e a u t y  in a 
w o m a n  of fifty 
s h o u l d  have a 
special quality of its 
own. It should con
sist of the blossom
ing out of all the 
fine qualities of the 
matured woman—a 
f r e s h  complexion, 
clean, white teeth, 
well cared for hands, 
a carefully arranged 
coiffure. All these 
she will find invalu
able assets — assets 
greater t h a n  any 
b a n k  account or 
pretentious house, 
in holding the love 
of those near and 
dear to her, and ac
complishing w i t  h- 
out assistance those 
things along which 
her interests lie.

Only too often 
with an increasing 

burden of years there comes also an in
creasing burden of flesh to settle on the 
back of the neck and around the shoulders; 
there comes, too, that commonest burden 
of all, a double chin.

Either condition usually means that the 
muscles of the whole body are becoming 
flabby. For this reason, it is impossible 
to reduce a double chin or fat about the 
neck and shoulders by treating either case 
only as a local condition.

If you want to have a nice, firm, young- 
looking neck and chin, you must include in 
the daily regime a few general exercises for 
the whole body. I  shall send you gladly, 
instructions for these if you will write to 
me enclosing a stamped, self-addressed 
envelope.

J-JAVE you a drooping mouth? Or 
1 1  a double, chin? Tell-tale lines 
beneath your chin? Has heavy flesh 
settled on your neck and shoulders?

These are the first threats of 
oncoming age—and they can be over
come. Check whichever problem is 
yours and write to Mrs. Morris for 
her help. Enclose a stamped, self- 
addressed envelope.

Perhaps you have other problems 
—those which youth meets. You 
want a lovely skin, a slender figure, 
exquisite hands, lustrous hair.

Send, then, for Mrs. Morris' book, 
“Beauty for Every Woman,” on care, 
of hands, skin, hair and figure. Price, 
10  cents.

Address Mrs. Gouverneur Morris, 
care McCall’s Magazine, 236 West 
3 7th Street, New York City.

Women of Fifty, Take Stock!
Bring Out Your Real Self, A ll Your Special Charms

By Elsie Waterbury Morris
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H o w  A  N e w  K i n d  o f  C l a y  

R e m a d e  M y  C o m p l e x i o n

i n  3 0  M i n u t e s
For reasons which every woman will understand, I have 
concealed my name and my identity. But I have asked 
the young woman whose picture you see here to pose for 
me, so that you can see exactly how the marvelous new  
discovery remakes one’s complexion in one short half-hour.

I Use Wrong Methods And They 
Spoil My Skin

To be perfectly frank with you, I tried everything there 
was to try. I greeted each new thing with hope—but 
hope was soon abandoned as my skin became only more 
harsh and colorless. Finally I gave up everything in 
favor of massage. But suddenly I found that tiny 
wrinkles were beginning to show around the eyes and 
chin—and I assure you I  gave up massage mighty quick.

Wasn’t there anything that would clear my complexion, 
that would make it soft and smooth and firm? Wasn’t 
there anything I could do—without wasting more time 
and more money? It was very discouraging, and I  was 
tempted more than once to give it up—especially when I 
saw that after all my efforts my skin was more dull and 
coarse than ever before.

In fact, on one very disappointing occasion I firmly re
solved never to use anything but soap and water on my 
face again. But then something very wonderful hap
pened—and, being a woman, I promptly changed my 
mind!

What Made Me Change My Mind
Did you know that the outer layer of the skin, called 

the epidermis, is constantly dying and being replaced by 
new cells? I didn’t—until I read a very remarkable an
nouncement. That announcement made me change my 
mind. It explained, simply and clearly, how blackheads, 
pimples and nearly all facial eruptions are caused when 
the dead skin-scales and bits of dust clog the pores. Im
purities form in the stifled pores—and the results are 
soon noticeable.

The announcement went on to explain how scientists 
had discovered a marvelous clay, which, in only one appli
cation, drew dust, dirt and other impurities and harmful 
accumulations to the surface. This Domino Complexion 
Clay, in only a half-hour, actually lifted away the blemishes 
and the impurities. And when it was removed the skin 
beneath was found to be soft, smooth, clear and charming! 
Can you blame me for wanting to try this wonderful dis
covery on my own blemished complexion ?

on my face had dried into a fragrant 
mask. And as it dried and hardened 
there was a wonderful tingling feeling. 
I could actually feel the millions of 
tiny pores breathing, freeing them
selves of the impurities that had 
stifled them, giving up the bits of 
dust and the accumulations that 
had bored deeply beneath the sur
face. It was a feeling almost of 
physical relief; every inch of my 
face seemed stirred suddenly into 
new life and fervor.

At nine-thirty I  removed the Domino 
Complexion Clay and, to my utter as
tonishment, found that I had a 
b r a n d  n e w  complexion! Hidden

able new Domino Complexion Clay—just once—and 
see what it would do for my skin. I had met a 
woman I had not seen for a long time, an old neigh
bor of mine. I remembered distinctly that she was 
always older than I, yet strangers would have insisted 
that I was the older. Her skin was as soft and smooth 
and firm as a child’s—not a blemish marred its pink- 
and-white loveliness. I was terribly self-conscious 
as I  stood there talking to her; I knew how dull and 
lifeless and unsightly my own skin was. I  was glad 
when we said good-bye and I hurried away.

But that little incident made me determine to do 
everything in my power to clear my blotchy skin. 
I  realized that a good complexion was more impor
tant than good features; that with a clear, fresh 
complexion any woman can appear attractive. If 
others could have beautiful complexions I could, too. 
I began a perfect orgy of experimenting with creams 
and lotions and messy ointments.

I COULD hardly believe my eyes. Just 
thirty minutes before my face had been 
blemished and unsightly; my skin had been 

coarse, sallow and lifeless. Now it was actually 
transformed. I was amazed when I saw how 
beautiful my complexion had become—how soft 
its texture, how exquisite its coloring. Why, 
the blemishes and impurities had been lifted right 
away, and a charming, smooth, clear skin re
vealed underneath! What was this new kind 
of magic?

You see, I never really did have a pretty complexion. 
My skin is very sensitive. It always used to be so coarse 
and rough that I hated to use powder. Sometimes pimples 
and eruptions would appear overnight—and as for 
blackheads, I  never could get rid of them 1

I will tell vou why I decided to use the remark-

beauty had actually 
been r e v e a l e d  1 
E v e r y  blackhead 
had vanished; the 
whole texture of 
the skin had been 
transformed i n t o  
smooth, clear, deli
c a t e l y - c o l o r e d  
beauty.

I shall never forget my extraordinary experience 
with Domino Complexion Clay. It accomplished in a half- 
hour what other preparations had not accomplished in 
years. With gentle firmness it drew out every im
purity from the stifled pores and revealed beneath a 
skin of exquisite texture and delicate coloring. I would 
never have believed it possible, and it is be
cause it did it for me, because I actually had this 
wonderful experience, that I consented to write this story 
for publication.

Domino House Made This Offer 
To Me

The formula from which the amazing Domino Com
plexion Clay is made was discovered by the chemists of 
the Domino House. I have been asked to state here, 
at the end of my story, that Domino House will send 
without any money in advance a $3.50 jar of Domino 
Complexion Clay to any one who reads my story. If I 
would write my experience with the marvelous new Domino 
Complexion Clay for publication, the Domino House 
agreed to accept only $1.95 for a $3.50 jar from my 
readers.

You, as my reader, should not miss this opportunity. 
I am sure that the marvelous Domino Complexion Clay 
will do for you what it has done for me. It is guaranteed 
to do so, and a special deposit of $10,000 in the State 
Bank of Philadelphia backs this guarantee. Your money 
will be promptly refunded if you are not delighted with 
results and return what is left of Domino Complexion 
Clay within 10 days.

Send No Money

ONLY $ 1 ? 5
By t a k i n g  advantage of this H  If You A ct 
special low-price offer, and send- a t Once
ing direct to the manufacturers,
you get Domino Complexion Clay freshly-compounded, 
the very day your order arrives. And you pay only $1.95, 
plus few cents postage, although products of a similar 
nature, and without many of the advantages of Domino 
Complexion Clay, are sold regularly from $2.50 to $3.50.

Don’t delay—I’m glad I didn’t! Mail this coupon today. 
A postcard will do. Domino Complexion Clay will be sent 
in a plain package. No marks to indicate contents. Domino 
House, Dept. 579, 269 South 9th St., Philadelphia, Pa.

..................... ................... . . . . . .
| Domino House, Dept. 579 
l 269 South 9 th  St., Philadelphia, Pa.
B You m ay send me a $3.50 jar of Domino Complexion Clay,
■ sufficient for 2 months of beauty treatments. According to 
I the special agreement. I will pay postman only $ 1.95 (plus
■ postage). A lthough I am benefiting by this special reduced
■ price, I am purchasing this first jar with the guaranteed
■ privilege of returning it within 10 days and you agree to
■ refund my money if I am not delighted with the results in
■ every way. I am to be the sole judge.

Three simple steps 
— and the complex
ion is made clear, 
smooth and radi

antly beautiful!

My Extraordinary Experience With 
Domino Complexion Clay

I won't bore you with details. Suffice to say that I 
applied the Domino Complexion Clay I had read about to 
my face one evening at nine o’clock and settled myself com
fortably for half-hour of reading. Soon I was conscious 
of a cool, drawing sensation. In a few moments the clay

It is not necessary to send any money with the 
coupon. Just pay the postman $1.95 (plus few cents 
postage) when the jar of Domino Complexion Clay is in 
your hands. You will have the same extraordinary 
experience that I had—and you will be grateful to me 
for agreeing to write this story. But I  advise you 
to act at once before the special offer is withdrawn, 
and Domino Complexion Clay is once more placed at 
its regular price.

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

B Address..............................................................................

I C ity......................................................... S ta te .................
. I f  you wish you may send money with coupon
U Price outside the U. S. $2. 10 . Cash with order.
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You May Know 
How To Bake Apples

B U T  until you bake them in the Pyrex 
Oval Baking Dish you will never know 

what a real confection they can be. The 
secret is because Pyrex is scientifically 
designed for the uniform distribution of all 
the oven heat which bakes the apples 
quickly and evenly without breaking or 
mashing them down, and retaining all their 
delicious flavor.

This is just another of the 50 new designs in

P Y R E X
The Original Transparent Ovenware

Alw ays Look N ew — L ast a Lifetime

Foods ordinarily cooked on top of the stove 
are better when baked in Pyrex—they are 
cooked evenly and thoroughly on all sides, 
through and through. You bake and serve 
from the same dish, saving time, fuel and 
labor. Pyrex never dents, chips, discolors 
nor wears out.
Five of the essential Pyrex dishes (shown below), com
prising a Pie Plate, Utility Dish, Bread Pan, Casserole, 
and Pudding Dish are the selection of thousands o f women 
as the right beginning of a Pyrex equipment—useful every 
meal, every day. A  Royal gift for any occasion or season.

Your dealers' stock now comprises 100 shapes and sizes.

This trade mark identifies 
the genuine Pyrex J

P yrex  Sa les Division
C O R N IN G  G L A SS W O R K S , C o rn in g , N ew  Y o rk

Tireless Servants
These Faithful Mechanical Helpers Aid in Your Work

By Lillian Purdy Goldsborough

T o  r e a d  y o u r  
b o o k ;  to  go  to  
th e  m o v ie s  o r  to  
se e  a  f r i e n d ;  
k n o w in g  th a t  y o u r  
d in n e r  is  c o o k in g ; 
to  e c o n o m iz e  b y  
u s in g  le ss  f u e l :  
th e s e  a r e  so m e  of 
th e  a d v a n ta g e s  o f  
y o u r  f i r e l e s s  

c o o k e r

Y o u r  e le c t r ic  p e r c o la to r  w ill 
m a k e  c o ffe e  in  a  few  m in u te s ;  
a n d  h o w  s im p le  a  ta s k  it is  to  
b a k e  h o t w affle s  w h ile  y o u  se rv e  

th e  c o f fe e !

A  h o m e m a k e r  sh o u ld  n o t  e n d u r e  
th e  h e a t  f ro m  c o o k in g , w a s h in g  
a n d  i r o n in g  w h e n  fo r  a  few  
d o l la r s  a n d  a t  a  n o m in a l  c o s t fo r  
o p e ra t io n ,  sh e  m a y  k e e p  c o o l 
s im p ly  b y  tu r n in g  a  sw itc h . S h e  
m a y  ta k e  th is  r e f r e s h in g  b r e a th  
o f  a i r  to  k i tc h e n , la u n d ry ,  o r  

se w in g -ro o m

DO you long to preserve your youth, 
beauty and strength? Do you desire 
time for diversions, clubs, improve

ment? Do you want to know how NOT 
to do housework?

Check, on the questionaire below, the 
particular points about which Mrs. Golds
borough queries you. Send the checked 
questionaire to Mrs. Lillian P. Goldsborough, 
care McCall’s Magazine, 236 West 37th 
Street, New York City.

In reply Mrs. Goldsborough will send 
you, free, a copy of ‘The Modern Home,” 
telling you how you can accomplish your 
housework better and more easily.

Your Time
Are you busy at housework: All day?'
8 hours? More than 8 hours?

Your Help
Have you: A regular all-day paid
servant or helper? A part-time maid? 
A weekly laundress? A weekly cleaner? 
A member of the family to help you? 
Xo one at all to help you?

Your Mechanical Servants
Is electric current available in your 
home? Have you: A vacuum cleaner? A 
washing machine? An ironer? An 
electric iron? A floor dusting-mop? A 
fireless cooker? A wheel-tray? An oil 
stove? A bread-mixer? An electric 
dishwasher?

Your Strength
Is the size of your kitchen 9 by 12 
feet? More than 9 by 12 feet?

Is the woodwork of your kitchen 
painted? Varnished? -Have the walls a 
sanitary covering?

Have you, in your kitchen, a rest 
corner? A kitchen cabinet? Plenty 
of shelving? Many hooks to hole! 
utensils and implements?

Do you have to stoop in using sink? 
Worktable? Tubs? Ironing board?

Have you grouped close to each other 
your refrigerator and pantry? Work 
table, sink, stove? Serving table and 
cupboard?

Which of the following articles are in 
your upstairs closet: Carpet sweeper?
Hair broom? Dust pan? Dustless 
duster with handle? Dustless dust 
cloths? Metal polishers? Soaps? ('lean
ing cloths?

Management of Your Home
Have you a schedule or program of 
work ?

Do you divide the family income, al
lotting a certain amount for rent? Food? 
Clothing? Fuel? Light? Water? Books? 
Church? Savings? Amusements? Club 
dues? Lectures? Lessons for the chil
dren in music, art and so forth? Do 
you keep accounts of all expenditures?

Do you receive a weekly or monthly 
allowance for running the house? A 
weekly or monthly personal allowance?
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C A T A L O G
EXPLAINS ALL

Send lo r  our N ew , P aris J
l Style edition catalog for i  JA

F all and W in te r . Three /  J j B
■ l hundred and tw elve pages /' J S
^  just lu ll ol the W orld ’sBest J 

S  Styles at the W orld ’s Low- m i
est Prices! A b u s h e lo f  w h e a t, jW
a  dozen  eggs, a  d a y 's  w o rk , o r a  £  j r  1 _ .
$5 bill w ill b u y  m o re  g e n u in e  ; q  ^XV,
sty le  a n d  rea l v a lu e  fro m  th e  f e i  \ 1

W  C h icago  M ail O rd e r  C o m p an y  
th a n  from  an y  o th e r  concern  
on  th e  face  o f th e  e a r th ! — T h e  ***■ 
p rices p ro v e  it  — th e  sty les  sh o w  it — 

th e  p e o p le  k n o w  it! S e n d  fo r o u r  F re e  C atalog  
co n ta in in g  ov er 5,000 S ty le  B argains an d  see fo r y o urse lf! 
It’s  all b e c a u se  w e  ask

O n l y  3 c  P r o f i t  o n  t h e  D o l l a r /
— that’s a ll w e  m ake —that’s a ll w e w a n t  to m a k e! Deliberately, 
w e  choose to do a big business and give big value rather than 
to ask big profit and give less v alu e ! I t ’s  no  w o n d er th a t  tw o  a n d  a  h a lf  
million c u s to m e r s  s in g  o u r  p ra ises a n d  p ra ise  o u r  p r ic e s !  A n d  ju s t a s  su re  as you  
se n d  fo r o u r  F re e  C a ta log , y o u ’ll jo in  in  th e  good, g lad  song  of “  T hriving a n d  Saving.

Look— Just L o o k  at the Bargains right h ere ! Look at that coat for 
$8.95! You can’ t touch it for that price anyw here e lse ! Read about it!
T h e  w o m a n 's  felt s lip p e r , th e  ap ro n , th e  o u tin g  flannel, th e  tab lec lo th — e ach  a n d e v e ry  one 
th e  b ig g es t b a rg a in  of its  k in d , bar none, a n d  ju s t a  tas te  of th e  r ic h  sav ings y o u  m ak e  on 
e v e ry  a rtic le  in  o u r  F re e  C a ta log! D o n ’t  y o u  b e  w ith o u t th is  b o o k — S e n d  fo r it  today!

Coats, from  .  $1 .98  to  $39.95  «  1
Suits, from  . 9 .95  to  29 .95  
Furs, from  • 1 .98 to  34 .50  W ij
Dresses, from  . 98c to  19.98 
H ats, from  .  . 49c to  5.95
Skirts, from  • 98c to  4 .97  ------------
W aists, from  • .  • ,  ,  49c to$4 .95
Shoes, f r o m .....................49 c  to  7.95
C h ild ren’s A pparel, from  . 10c to  7.95 
M en’s A pparel, from  . . 19c to  19.95 
Boys* A ppare l, from  . 10c to  12.95

P r e f s d d
u j S i

Genuine Siik Plush Goat
203FD 401—In this fashionable 36-inch coat,lustrous Silk 
Seal Plush is com bined with the w arm th and elegance 
of a  collar of Brown Coney Fur. Figured M ercerized 
Lining. Slashed pockets with Tailored W elt Flaps. Belt 
of Plush can be worn over o r u nder the back. W o m e n ’s  
s iz e s ,  3 2  t o  4 6  b u s t .  M is s e s ’ s iz e s ,  1 4  t o  2 0  y e a r s ,  3 2  
t o  3 8  b u s t .  C o lo r : B la c k  o n ly . S t a t e  s iz e .  ( Q  Q C  
2 0 3 F D 4 0 1 —P r ic e ,  d e l iv e re d  f r e e .......................... « p 0 . i 7 0

Wonderful Apron Value
P r e p a i d !

UTorth
2 0 3 F D 4 0 0  —Splendid grade washable Linene is the 
material used in this neat and  becom ing apron. The 
neck and  cuffs are Pique bound. T rim m ed with W hite 
Rick-rack Braid. A n  individual touch is noted in  the 
basket-effect pockets. Only two to a customer. C o lo r :  
C o p e n h a g e n  B lu e . 3 2  t o  4 6  in c h e s  b u s t .  L e n g th  5 2  
I n c h e s .  S t a t e  s iz e .  Q Q «
2 0 3 F D 4 0 0 —P r ic e ,  d e l iv e re d  f r e e ____. . . . . . _______ v O C

O r d e r

WE UNDERSELL THE WORLD
f

J i ] iT/ 4 i # : J M J l I 1 J d it w h

F e l t

(Worn

e p a i d  

W o r t h $ K T

B eau tifu l p a tte rn s  of 
soft, w arm  m a teria ls  
for th e  w h o le  fam ily.
O n ly  tw o  1 0 -y a rd  
b o l ts  t o  a  c u s -

N o t m o re  t h a n
2  p a i r s  t o  a  

c u s to m e r
203FD700— 
W h a t  w o 
m a n  c a n  
r e s i s t  t h e  
te m p ta tio n  
to own and 

enjoy th e  comfort of a  pair of these 
cosy Felt Boudoir or House Slippers 
when the price is so far below w hat’s 
usually asked? M ade of Felt with a 
good, strong, flexible, Chrom e Finish 
Leather Sole and Felt Collar all around 
top. Slightly-raised heels; comfort
able-fitting last. Beautiful Bluebird 
and  Forget-m e-not design. C o l o r s :  
P u r p le ,  F re n c h  B lu e , N avy  B lu e , O ld  
R o s e .  S iz e s ,  3  t o  8 .  S t a t e  s iz e  a n d  
c o lo r .
2 0 3 F D 7 0 0 —P r ic e ,  p e r  p a i r ,  f^ p7g*
d e liv e re d  f r e e ----------------------------^  ^

c o m e r

J O  y d s .  o n l y J x J t

^  P r e p a i d !

W o r th

H e re  is a  
b a r g a i n  
e v e ry  w o m an  
w ill w a n t!  Y o u  '  '  
never had such values 
offered to you before. T en

f’ards —and  at the  ridiculously 
ow  p ric e  o f n in ety -e ig h t  
cents, delivered free to your home

203FD 300 — A  27-inch, good weight, 
durable O uting Flannel — excellent for 
nightgowns, pajamas, etc. T h e  dark 
patterns can be  used  for Children’s 
dresses and rompers. P a t t e r n  1 : B ro w n  
P l a id ;  P a t t e r n  2 :  P in k  S t r ip e  o r  B lu e  
S t r i p e ;  P a t t e r n  3 :  D a rk  G ray  w ith  W h ite  
S t r i p e  o r  D a rk  B lu e  w ith  W h ite  S t r ip e .

98c2 0 3 F D 3 0 0 —P r ic e ,  1 0  y a rd s ,  
d e liv e re d  f r e e ______________. . . .

BlueBirdTableCloth

98c U f o r t k f H ?

Not more than 3 to a 
customer

203F D 301—Bluebird Tablecloth—
60 inches square —im ported direct
from Japan. H and Block printing in # _
b ird  and  floral design in blue on U  « •  n  / J
white ground. Sensational value a t m *  »» O  * w*
our price. • —*
2 O 3 F D 3 0 1 —E a c h , 
d e liv e re d  f r e e . . . ..........

it.UJe Prepay ALL 
Delivery Charges!

Everything P repaid! Though
other mail order houses are asking 
higher prices and  charging their cus
tom ers postage, we pay the postage on 
everything you buy from us, and  offer
you W orld’s L ow est P rices besides! W e 
have done ev e ry th in g  to  m ake th e  Chicago 
Mail O rder C om pany th e  W orld[s m ost 
effective S h o rt-c u t to  L ow est P rices  and

i B e s t S ty le s !

□ur M oney 
Back Guarantee

Your Money’s Worth or Your
Money Back t You run  no risk buying 
from the Chicago Mail O rder Co. I 
Every article is sold to you on a posi
tive understanding that if the goods 
don’t  please you, you a re  to  r e tu rn  th em  
and w e’ll refu n d  y o u r m o n ey ! Also, we 
g u a ra n te e  th a t ,  S ty le  fo r  S ty le  and 
Q uality  fo r  Q uality , o u r P rices are Low
e s t  in  Am erica.

COUPON BRINGS FREE BOOK!
CHICAGO MAIL ORDER COMPANY D<=p‘- 203

26th  S treet and Indiana Avenue, Chicago
P le a se  m ail m e  A T  O N C E , F R E E  a n d  p o sta g e  p rep a id , y o u r  G en u in e  
P a ris  S ty le  C ata log , w h ic h  e x p la in s  h o w  I c a n  b u y  m e rc h a n d ise  a t  only 
3 c e n ts  p ro fit on  th e  d o lla r

ft

N a m e .

C h i c a g o  M a i l  O r d e r  C o .  Dept. 203
2 6 t *  S t r e e t  a n d  I n d i a n a  A v e . ,  C H I C A G O

A ddress.

P. O. . .State..



44 M c C a l l ’s M a g a z i n e  f o r  S e p t e m b e r , 1 9 2 2

Its Second Season "

THE DRESS
“ Last Summer I had a white 
silk dress. When washed, it 
turned yellow, so I dyed it a 
pale green. It was very pretty 
—prettier than before. After 
the Summer was over I dyed 
it the new shade ‘Henna’—I 
used one cake of Brown and 
one-thirdofa cake of Cardinal 
Red. Your dyes are just what 
you say they are; one thing— 
they never wash out!”
(Note: The color combination 
for dyeing Henna over White 
is 1 Cake Scarlet and Vi Cake 
Light Brown.)

fo r  a T h o u sa n d  T h in g s
with a thousand color tones and shades. 
SUNSET brightens and freshens the 
wardrobe and the Home.
The Art of Home Dyeing is as fascinat
ing as it is practical and economical if 
old messy methods are discarded.
The clear, simple SUNSET way of Dye
ing is delighting millions of women the 
world over.

SHJ5 sdVes
O N E  R e a l  D y e  F o r  A L L  F a b r i c s

Silk, wool, cotton, linen, mixed goods—heavy fab
rics, light fabrics—may be cleaned and dyed safely 
and satisfactorily in the same dye bath—it’s so 
easy, and only takes 30 minutes. SUNSET Dyed 
Fabrics will stand repeated laundering.

THE ROOM
"I hav e  used  SUNSET DYES on 
portieres, couch covers, denim and 
silk draperies, cushion covers, piano 
scarfs, a silk lamp shade, and even 
a Morris chair cushion. In the Sum
mer Home I colored couch covers, 
curtains, matting, rugs, etc., with 
very p leas in g  re su lts . I t  is very 
pleasing to be able to dye articles 
of d iffe re n t m ate ria l at the sam e 
time.”
Extracts from letters received by us.
S U N S E T  combines to produce all 
fa sh ionab le  and  becoming shades. 
Color creation is a most fascinating 
and useful way o f  using SUNSET. 
A sk your Dealer to show you “ The 
Season’s Colors’’ and the SU N SE T  
Color Card.
I f  he can’t supply you, mail us 15c for 
each color desired. Don’t accept sub
stitutes.

North American Dye CorporationManufacturers
Dept. 18 Mount Vernon, N.Y.

Sales Representatives: HAROLD F. RITCHIE & CO., Inc., 171 Madison Avenue, New York City

c M o t h e r l

Gives
Greatest Protection

where
Greatest Danger Lies

Your baby's delicate organism is sensitive 
to drafts and chills which you would never 
feel. Your baby’s future health depends 
upon your care now.
Doctors will recom m end Rubens Infant 
Shirt for its double thickness over the vital 
spots—stomach and chest— which wards off 
coughs and colds.
More convenient for you, too. And easier to 
put on. No tapes, no buttons to worry. Slips 
on and off like a coat. The adjustable belt 
fastens with one safety pin. Thus it always 
fits perfectly the growing little body.
Knitted in 12 fine and soft materials—for 
infants and young children.
Always look for the trade-mark “ Rubens” before 
you buy. Always insist on the genuine Rubens. If 
any store cannot supply you, write us.
Watch for announcement of our 30th Anniversary 
Week in the October number. Special bargains will 
be offered in over 30,000 stores to commemorate our 
30th year of making one garment — Rubens Infant 
Shirt.

R U B E N S  I N F A N T  S H I R T S
Manufactured only by

R U B E N S  &  M A R B L E ,  I n c .
2 N. M arket S t., Chicago

Exchange
Conducted by Helen Hopkins

An Army Canteen Makes an excel
lent hot-water bag. Being made of strong 
metal, it can be filled with boiling water 
and will stay hot for hours.—Mrs. H. P. A., 
Georgia.

A Bit of Codfish Added to Salsify 
or oyster plant while it is cooking will give 
the soup a “tang-o’-the-sea” flavor which 
fools the family into believing it to be 
real oyster soup—rMrs. H. P. A., Georgia.

T he Strong Elastic Webbing in a 
discarded corset can be used to advantage 
in the back of a brassiere. Wash with soap 
and a hand scrubbing-brush and cut pieces 
to fit a new brassiere or to replace the 
worn elastic of an old one.—Mrs. C. B. D., 
Ohio.

The Easiest Method of softening 
lumpy brown sugar or dried fruit-cake, is 
to place them uncovered on the top shelf 
of the refrigerator for several days; both 
will,become moist and the sugar soft and 
easy' to manage.—Mrs. M. F. S., New York.

A Tablecloth Which Has Been 
Rolled looks better than one which was 
folded and is easier to keep free from 
creases. After ironing, fold once through 
the center and tie with a piece of tape or a 
rubber band. Roll it on a stick or a news
paper.—J. S. McC., New York City.

When a Water P itcher Has Become 
Brown inside from hard water, let milk 
stay in the pitcher until sour; then your 
pitcher will wash as clear and bright as 
new.—Mrs. H. H., Ohio.

Cover a Kernel of Garlic with vinegar 
and put into a closed jar. When making 
salad dressing add a teaspoon of vinegar; 
this gives a pleasantly peculiar taste to the 
salad.—M. F. S., New York.

When Necessary to Keep Fish in 
the Refrigerator wrap both fish and 
platter tightly in the waxed bread wrappers. 
The fish odor will not permeate the ice
box then, as it usually does, and the fish 
can be kept on ice from the morning 
delivery until it is prepared for the evening 
dinner.—Mrs. E. K., Pennsylvania.

In Finding Lost Articles or trying to 
remember things I  have been told, I save 
much time and energy by sitting down 
quietly and thinking. I  try to reconstruct 
the scene and circumstances and to recollect 
all the trifling details of the conversation. I 
try to remember where I used or saw it last, 
and what I did next.—E. V. S., Kansas.

Chewing Gum Serves Many Pur
poses. It made the head of a shaving-brush 
stick after glue had failed; in the absence 
of putty it plugged a hole round the faucet 
of the laundry tub; with the assistance of 
a piece of cloth it patched a newly started 
hole in the sole of a shoe—the other shoe 
being good—and thus afforded three 
months’ additional wear.—Mrs. C. D. S., 
California.

A Blackboard or Preferably a Large 
Slate with pencil attached is a wonderful 
kitchen help. Write down groceries and 
the quantity of milk needed; when the 
laundryman is expected; absentees and 
where they have gone; tasks to be done 
when a child returns from school; jobs for 
“hubby” and various items of this sort. 
Set this bulletin-board where all can see 
it. The whole family will soon learn to 
consult the board and write down any 
necessary matter.-—Mrs. H. T., Wisconsin.

w an t your best original sugges
tions for saving tim e, m oney and 

s treng th  in housew ork  of all k inds. 
W e will pay  one dollar for e ach  avail
ab le  con tribu tion . U naccep ted  m an u 
scrip ts will be re tu rn e d  if an  addressed , 
s tam ped  envelope  is enclosed.

A d d re ss : H ousekeeping  E xchange, 
M cCall’s M agazine, 236 - 250  W est 
3 7 th  S tree t, New Y ork City.

S a v e  1/2 o n
UP  TO P A T E , O N E- a n d  TW O-TONED

R U G S
“ F ro m  O u r L oom s to  Y o u r R o o m s”

T T 7 R IT E  to d a y  fo r  b e a u tifu l 32-page rug  book 
show ing, in  a c tu a l  co lors, 31 O L SO N  V E L V E T Y  

R U G S  in  rich , d eep  co lo rs, b len d in g s  and  shad es  
to  m a tc h  a n y  d e c o ra tin g  sch em e. T h is  b o o k  d e 
scribes th e  w o n d erfu l O L S O N  p a te n te d  p ro cess  b y  
w hich  w e rec la im  th e  w ool in  y o u r

O l'd  C a r p e t s ,  R u g s
And Old Clothing

F irs t ,  w e  w ash , p ick e r , c a rd , a n d  c o m b  y o u r  m a te 
ria l, a n d  th e n  sp in , D Y E , a n d  rew eave i t  in to  
b e a u tifu l seam less, rev e rs ib le , lo n g -w earin g  rugs

—Just as fine as rugs of new wool
Y ou c a n  choose  a n y  c o lo r  y o u  w a n t  a n d  a n y  s iz e  
— reg ard less  of th e  c o lo r o f y o u r  old m a te ria l. L ik e  
th e  fine W ilto n s , O L S O N  V E L V E T Y  R U G S  a re  
f irm ly  w o v e n  w ith  a  so ft, sm o o th  su rface , o r  n ap , 
t h a t  s ta n d s  “ s tr a ig h t  u p .”  O L S O N  R U G S  a re  in  
use  in  o v e r  one m illio n  h o m es , h o te ls  a n d  c lu b s .
E very  O rder C o m p le te d  in  O n e  W eek
p V g Q  T r i a l  O u r  iro n c lad  g u a ra n te e  g iv es  y o u  
_ _ _  th e  r ig h t  to  u se  y o u r  n ew  ru g s  in  y o u r
h o m e; th e n , if n o t  co m p le te ly  s a t 
isfied, r e tu r n  th em  —  a n d  w e  w ill 
p a y  y o u  lib e ra lly  f o ry o u r  m a te ria l.

r n r r  Write for This
r IILL Unusual Book
" B e a u ty  a n d  H a r m o n y  in  t h e  
H o m e .”  R ich ly  i l lu s t r a te d  in  
a c tu a l  co lo rs — a  ru g  b o o k  e v e ry  
h o m e lo v e r  w ill w elcom e.
We Pay Express
P o s t  c h a rg e s  fro m  a ll  s ta te s .
S ee  o u r  new  low  p rices .

O L S O N  R U G  C O .
Dept. F .1 7 . 3 9  Laflin S t., Chicago, III.

"\S

20c a Day Pays
for this English Fireside
Rocker and Chair
Solid Mahogany, genuine Cane back. Only two of over 1200 
attractive Furnishings we offer on easy-monthly payments for 
Living Room, Dining Room, Bedroom, Kitchen. All a t bed-rock  
prices. Shown in our latest, big 104-page guide to cozily fur
nished homes. Check below offer interested In and get FREE 
this Larkin Book of Better Homes.

Lower Prices Now On
j | Furnishings Q  Symphonic Player Pianos
| j Symphonic Pianos |__| Symphonolas

|__| Phonographs
(Check offer and mail ad Today)

Let us quote our money-saving Factory-to-Family prices on 
these Furnishings and famous Musical Instruments all on

1 to 4 Years Time to Pay
Mail this ad—check offer—and give full name and address NOW 
for Big FREE Book.

L&rkttz Cxj/ac.
D esk FM cM -922 Buffalo, N. Y.

You Can Make at Home
P a r c h m e n t  S h a d e s  and L a m p s
E a sy  In te re s tin g  P ro fitab le

P archm ent Shades, Lamps, 
and Shields In artis tic  designs 
are the new est vogu e. Save 
%  usual pr ice  by  g ettin g  our 
Shades and Lam ps flat, de
signed rea dy  fo r  coloring . 
Full d irection s tor m aking; 
so  sim ple  anyone can do it. 

1 F ree C atalog  show s 300 in
t e r e s t i n g  shapes, sizes 

and designs. I f  you  are interested in study
in g  c o lo r  harm ony, unusual m ethods o f  
treatm ent, e ffectivecom b in ation s,sen d  
15c fo r  “ Instructions Parchm ent 
Shade P ain ting  and M a k in g ” —in 
eludes com plete d irection s  l o r  pa in t
in g  and setting  up  shades. S e n t  f r e e  
w it h  e v e r y  p a in t in g :  o u t f i t .

C H I N A  P A I N T E R S !
The latest o f  ev e ry th in g  in  c h in a -  
sa v in g  from  10 t o  40 per cent. W e  are 
A m erica ’s la rgest w h ite  ch in a  in i- 1 
porters and sell d ire c t  to  users.

S e n d  f o r  F r e e  C a t a lo g  N o .  5 3 S  
THAYER & CHANDLER. 913 Wert Van Buren St., CHICAGO

Electric Fireless Cooker
G ives every fa c i li ty  o f  e lec tr ic  range p lus e v ery  advantage 
o f  flreless co o k e r  at less co s t  than a g o o d  o il  stove.

A  utomaticRapid Electric Cooker 
N e w  I n v e n t i o n

R e v o l u t i o n i z e s  C o o k i n g  |
S a v es  5 0%  to  T5°?o fu e l  cost

Hakes, roasts, boils, steics. fries, toasts.
Needs no w atching. Shuts e lectricity  
..ff au tom atica lly . A ttaches to  any 
e lec tr ic  socket. No special w iring .
W rite  fo r  FREE H om e Science Cook 
Bonk. 30-d ay  F R F .E  trial o ffe r  ami 
d irect fa ctory  prices.
WM. CAMPBELL CO. Dept. 21
Detroit, Mich. Georgetown, Ont.
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Does Good Digestion Wait on Appetite?
A NOTED hotel manager, skilled in the 

art of pleasing the public, says that 
. the setting for a meal is as im

portant as the overture of an opera 
—both creating the proper mood for the 
joys which are to follow. Much of a hotel’s success is 

-due to its atmosphere. The dining-room radiates wel
come to the guests, yet it is an unobstrusive welcome. 
There is perfect ventilation, spotless linen, shining silver 
and glass, a few flowers here and there, a lack of noise 
and a general readiness to serve. There is a feeling that 
there is enough time in the world for a good meal, and 
that something worth coming for awaits the guest after 
the menu card. A large order is inevitable. “Atmos
phere” pays.

Our aim as housekeepers is not artfully to persuade 
our families to empty their purses for food. But we 
do want them to get from their meals not only nutritive 
values, but the pleasure, social enjoyment, and relaxation 
which can come only if we provide the setting. Of course 
in most of our homes we cannot have the attractions 
of a hotel dining-room because they are too costly. But 
we can give personal touches—not costly but priceless— 
and create an atmosphere which will give us and our

By May B. Van Arsdale and Day Monroe
Department Foods and Cookery, Teacher’s College, Columbia University

same details as in a hotel, even though on a much 
simpler scale.

In many homes the family has but one real meal 
together—the dinner. Different members of the family 
begin their days at different times and many houses now 
boast a breakfast alcove where there can be a sort of 
continual morning meal. This is in many instances a 
reasonable concession to modem life. But the continual 
breakfast must not take the time of one person for 
serving. Some arrangement for keeping cereal and coffee 
hot, a toaster, and other labor-saving devices make it 
possible for each member of the family to serve himself 
when he breakfasts.

Not only is dinner often the one meal when all the 
members of the family come together, but it is almost 
always the first time during the day when they do not 
have to hurry to work or school, and can take time for 
sociability. A leisurely dinner usually requires about an 
hour. Are there any other seven hours during the week 
when the family can keep acquainted? Does not this 
make the getting of dinner one of the most important 
of the day’s duties? Does it not justify a little extra 
time spent in planning and preparation? This does'not 
necessitate long hours of labor in preparation of fancy 
dishes; it only demands simple appetizing food, well 
cooked, and served in a real “atmosphere.” It means 
energy well expended, not wasted steps and time.

Everybody likes to be invited out to dinner. To 
ask one’s friends to dine is a symbol of good will. The 
coming of guests should be a pleasant event for the whole 
family and not be dreaded by the woman who has to 
prepare the food. The whole idea of hospitality is de
feated if getting the meal becomes a burden. A little 
thought will make it possible to prepare a very attractive 
meal without the expenditure of hours of labor. A 
seasonal peach shortcake will be enjoyed just as much 
as an elaborate dessert and can be made in much less time.

T h e  ’’l i t t le  to u c h e s "  w h ic h  m a k e  fo o d  a t t r a c t iv e

families as great a return as that received by the hotel 
manager, even though it is not in money.

The basic principles of cleanliness and order which 
are needed in any room of a house, seem to be most 
essential in a dining-room. Good ventilation helps more 
than a bouquet, and care in setting the table will be as 
good a daily appetizer as hors d’oeuvres.

When cleanliness is mentioned in connection with the 
dining-room the first thing one thinks of is table linen. 
It should be spotless. But how can this be when 
laundry and linen are so high and when so many little 
events can be disastrous to the cloth? One of the biggest 
steps toward the saving of linen is the advent of the 
painted topped table for breakfast, and perhaps 
luncheon, and the use of small doilies, colored or white. 
If you have only one table and find pride and joy in 
the fact that it is not a painted but a polished wood, 
you can still use doilies and put heavy mats under the 
hot dishes. Gaily painted oil-cloth doilies have strayed 
into the stores recently and while “eating from oil-cloth” 
may seem a bit primitive, it really is not so at all with 
one of these sets. “Better no linen than soiled linen” is 
a good motto.

A FLOWER centerpiece helps, but daily visits to the 
florist are out of the question for those of us who 
live in apartments and cannot have gardens. How

ever there are attractive pottery fern-dishes and even 
in careless families a fern will live for a few weeks. 
When tfie fern has to go, a fruit basket filled with 
apples is a good substitute and gives a “touch.”

Since we have learned to clean silver in an aluminum 
pot there is no excuse for discolored spoons and forks, 
even in the busiest family. The glasses will shine if 
they are clean. The ventilation can be easily controlled. 
Thus our home meal can be staged with attention to the

found a larger market for our fancy wares 
than for the same nuts in bulk at less than 
half the price.

It not only costs money but it takes 
time to produce “atmosphere.” Take for 

example the decorating of cookies. The bits of cherry, 
citron, almond or currants which go into the designs 
cost only one-fourth of a cent a cookie. But it took 
us as long to decorate the cookies as to make them—an 
hour and three-quarters. A heavy expenditure of time 
compared with money! If some one else had done this 
for us we would have been obliged to pay a high price 
for the commercial value of the time. We ourselves 
would have thought that our hours could have been 
better spent, had it not been that we made the cookies 
for a Christmas party.

EVERYBODY knows that chocolates in a brown paper 
bag do not taste so good as the same quality of 
candy in a good-looking box with lace paper and 

ribbon. These accessories cost so much that quite a large 
proportion of our dollar is spent for everything but the 
candy. If we bought candy for food value only we 
would have more interest in the quantity received than

NATURALLY, at a dinner the food itself is of 
consequence but in almost every social gathering 
refreshments play an important part. While we 

do not go to a party to eat, food does add zest to the 
gathering.

Isn’t the relaxation afforded by afternoon tea a justi
fication for its existence in these rushing days? True it 
should not be a mea! to spoil the dinner which follows. 
Good taste dictates simplicity. Tea with cookies, cakes 
or sandwiches makes an attractive center for the after
noon gathering, whether it be an informal sewing bee 
or a more serious committee meeting. Reduced to this 
minimum you may have the joy of entertaining your 
friends without having to pay for it with much money 
or exhaustion.

We eat with our eyes so we want attractive color 
combinations of foods and not hideous ones. But there 
is such a thing as going to too great an extreme in 
selecting color schemes for functions. This is to be 
deplored as much as dainty touches are to be desired. 
Think of this horrible example, suggested by a woman 
who wanted a meal to match her brown table linen!

\
Brown baked pork with celery Brown baked beans

Brown gravy Brown bread Brown prune and tapicoa pudding 
Cararnel pie Coffee

Not a green vegetable or a salad 1 All ideas of nutri
tion sacrificed to the perverted idea of a color scheme! 
And the meal would have been unpalatable after all 
her trouble.

Of course we associate certain colors with various 
seasons of the year, as yellow with Hallowe’en and red 
with Christmas. But let us have these colors in our 
decorations rather than making a special effort to put 
them into our menus. What we should put into our 
menus are the foods which through sentiment have 
become a part of our celebration of these holidays. What 
is Thanksgiving without pumpkin pie, the Fourth of 
July without ice-cream, or a birthday without a cake?

The times when “atmosphere” pays most are the 
holidays. Then we fee! justified in spending money, time 
and energy for results, intangible in themselves, but most 
worth while to the family, and lasting because of their 
spiritual values.

There are times when the decorations of a package 
may mean as much as the contents and therefore we may 
be willing to pay for them proportionately. One time in 
connection with the Food Workshop at Teacher’s College 
we offered nuts for sale in fancy packages or by the 
pound. The holiday wrappings of the nuts often cost 
a great deal more than the nuts themselves. In some of 
the most attractive packages the almonds cost about two 
cents and the wrappings as much as four cents. We

P le a s in g  ta b le  a p p o in tm e n ts ,  to o , c r e a te  c h a rm

in the looks of the package. But since we buy it for 
pleasure we pay for attractiveness.

Atmosphere alone does not pay. It must go hand 
in hand with something good to eat. A few years ago 
the practice became prevalent of displaying a great 
variety of cold dishes on a table in the dining-rooms 
of large hotels and the eggs and birds in aspic, the 
molded salads and jellies, were wonderful to see. But 
they were not popular at first because less attention was 
given to the seasoning than to the appearance. Lately 
their use has greatly increased and a noted chef, when 
he was asked the reason, said that it was because these 
dishes now are made to taste just as good as they 
look.

This is necessary for foods which bring a high price 
commercially. An interesting novelty may attract for a 
season but unless it is really palatable the public will 
cease to buy it once the novelty wears off. Whether we 
have much or little money to spend we are anxious for a 
good return on our investment.

In the home, where a moderate income must be 
stretched to cover many things, the budget for meals 
may not be elastic enough to permit expenditures beyond 
those for actual foods.

The economizing housewife is then met by a real 
problem. She must supply the elusive, pleasurable 
aspects of her dining-room by using the best of her 
imagination, genius and personality. She cannot get 
something for nothing—least of all something as precious 
as this.

But in striving to achieve this, isn’t she doing true 
creative work of lasting value to her family? Can 
she find any task more worthy of her talents? In pro
portion as she succeeds will her home truly fulfil its 
spiritual possibilities. For in the last analysis, the real 
difference between a house and a home is “atmosphere.”



M c C a l l ’s M a g a z i n e  f o r  S e p t e m b e r ,  1 9 2 2 4 7

T H E  only w ay w e can build 
a healthy body is through 

the food w e eat, for food is the 
body builder. Better food there
fore means better health, better 
looks, and greater power.

T he best breads are hom e- 
cooked. Your own fresh eggs, 
rich  m ilk , good  flour, pure  
shortening, are all genuinely 
nourishing and leavened with  
Rumford, the p h o s p h a te  bak
in g  p o w d e r , th e y  a re  o n e  
hundred percent wholesome.

It is the phosphate that makes 
Rumford - raised, home - made 
biscuits, muffins, waffles, cakes, 
pastry, more delicious to eat, 
easier to digest, richer in nour
ishment.

Try hot biscuits for supper, 
made uiith Rumford. Here 
is the recipe:
2  cu p s  s if ted  flour 2  ta b lesp oon s
4 lev e l  te a s p o o n s  R u m - sh orten in g  

fo rd  Baking P o w d e r  1 cu p  m ilk o r  1-2  
l le v e l  tea sp o o n  salt m ilk and 1-2 w ater

Sift flour, baking powder and salt to
gether. Rub in shortening with finger 
tips. Add milk gradually. Mix to a 
smooth dough. Turn out on floured 
board and roll to x/ i  inch thickness. 
Cut with biscuit cutter. Bake in a 
quick oven. Handle as little as possi
ble if you want the biscuits to be light 
and flaky. Makes 12 biscuits.

Many other helpful suggestions are con
tained in our new  book — “ T he Rumford 
Modern Methods of Cooking” — sent free.

RUMFORD COM PAN Y
Dept. 2 0  Providence, R . I.

Women’s Clothes 
Sanest Ever

[Continued from page /]

of the delicious feel of silk stockings. I love 
the soft little undergarments it is possible to 
secure.

I never have worn a French heel; all 
my life until the past few years my feet 
have set a mark upon me. I have persisted 
in having low heels, a vamp the width of 
my foot. At the same time I have an 
extremely high instep, so for years I was 
unable to secure anywhere in the United 
States a good-looking shoe for reception or 
evening wear. I kept a model of my foot 
with one of the big factories of New York 
State. When I wanted a new pair of shoes 
I sent a piece of the dress with which I 
wished to use the shoes, and if the material 
were suitable, I frequently had shoes made 
from the dress material. If they were high 
shoes the tops were made of the material, 
and the bottoms matched or contrasted.

For morning wear, walking or any 
outdoor appearance, I always wear the 
round-toed, low-heeled shoe. For canyon, 
desert or mountain work I wear high- 
topped boots as a protection against thorns, 
cactus needles and snakes; for field work, 
the knee-length laced boot, and, in the 
swamps, rubber.

I happened one day to be driving past 
one of the high schools of Los Angeles at 
the hour of dismissal. I was directly op
posite the exit when several hundred girls, 
ranging in age from fifteen to twenty, 
poured from the building. They were so 
brilliantly arrayed, their hair was so mar
celled and curled and elaborately dressed, 
their faces were painted so white, their 
cheeks and lips so red, that I said to the 
gentleman with whom I was driving: “Oh, 
this is one of the places where they make 
moving pictures! Those girls have been 
acting!”

I learned to my great amazement that 
I was witnessing the daily dismissal of a 
high school. I am very certain that an 
accurate count would have shown that 
for each girl appropriately dressed there 
were fifteen or twenty wearing party hair 
dressing, clothes suitable for an evening en
tertainment, high-heeled shoes, and their 
faces made up exactly as if they were 
going before the screen to be photographed 
for moving pictures. I think the young 
girls of Los Angeles have had particular 
temptation in this direction, because the 
city is swarming with hundreds of ex
quisitely beautiful women from all over the 
world, who perforce must go about the 
city while made up for their parts. But it 
appears to me that if parents began with 
their children while they were young, 
dressed them suitably for the time and the 
place, and explained why, we would have 
more educated women by large numbers. 
I know from bitter personal experience 
what happens to the daughter of a minister 
who has not the fancy ribbons, the silk and 
velvet school dresses, the high-heeled shoes.

To me there is nothing so ridiculous in 
all this world as a woman who dresses her 
hair in a particular way because it is the 
prevailing fashion, without the slightest 
regard as to what it does to the lines of 
her face. It has been the commonest thing 
in the world, during the past few years of 
abolished ears and elaborate ear-puffs, to 
see women with oval faces and high cheek 
bones reduced to ludicrous specimens by 
the manner in which they dressed their 
hair—women who might really have been 
beautiful had the lines of their faces been 
considered.

So far as I am acquainted with the 
history of the world, woman never has had 
the opportunity to clothe herself so beauti
fully as she may be clothed today. The 
market now affords every kind of shoe for 
every shape of foot. Soft; clinging ma
terials of exquisite silk or finely woven 
wool, are to be had. The array of bead, 
fur, or embroidered trimming is bewilder
ing in kind and beauty; and never have the 
manufacturing establishments sent out 
such artistic and beautiful color combina
tions. Any woman, by the exercise of 
common sense, good taste and a little imita
tive faculty may be beautifully and ap
propriately clothed at reasonable expense.

But many women, in following what 
they are pleased to feel are the dictates of 
fashion, discover to the uninterested 
spectator blemishes that one marvels to see 
thrust upon the public. I do think these 
things could be eliminated if people really 
would have the courage of their convictions, 
and very quietly and firmly frown down 
upon and give the cold shoulder to women 
making bold to appear in what are nothing 
short of indecently thin, low cut, im
modestly designed gowns. I do think that 
the whole world could be made infinitely 
purer, that there would be much more time 
for reading and thinking and the develop
ment of mental gifts, if people would only 
be satisfied with less expensive and less 
extreme clothing. By doing this a long 
and important step could be taken toward 
development of mentality and toward a 
real, heartfelt brotherhood of man.

Is Raisins w ith  Oatmeal

H ad Your Iron Today?

Raisins
Make “a New Dish” 

of Oatmeal
N OTE how children who once pushed this 

healthful cereal away now relish it with
raisins.

The raisins give it an attraction that they never 
knew before—the lure of healthful sweets.

The raisins taste good and satisfy the sweet 
tooth. So raisins and oatmeal are both good and 
good for your little folk.

Raisins and oatmeal form the most economical, 
balanced nourishment that you can serve to any 
child at breakfast. You don’t have to force it. 
Try and see.

Raisins furnish 1560 calories of energizing 
nutriment per pound, being 75% pure fruit sugar 
which is practically pre-digested by the sun.

Oatmeal also is easily digested. So this fruit- 
cereal food is ideal in this respect.

Also as an iron food. Raisins are rich in natural 
food-iron. A child needs only a tiny bit of iron 
daily, but it’s a vital need.

In the light of modern scientific research diet 
has become of paramount importance. Remember 
this when you select your family’s meals.

Remember, too, that raisins, by adding flavor to 
plain foods like rice, make cheaper foods acceptable 
and thus help to cut down bills.

We pack delicious raisins for you to use in scores 
of luscious dishes—energizing puddings, pies, cakes, 
bread, cookies, salads, etc.

Mail the coupon now for free book, “Recipes 
With Raisins,” containing one hundred valuable 
suggestions for you to use.

When buying always ask for

S u n - M a i d

R a i s i n s

Blue Package

Cut this out 
and send it

Seeded—Seedless— /
Clusters /  Sun-Maid

/  Raisin Growers,
Made from finest /  Dept. A -50 9 ,
California /  Fresno, C alifo rn ia

table grapes S  Please send me copy of your 
y  free book, “Recipes W ith  

/  R aisins.”
/

/  N am e.....................................................

y f  S tree t.............................................................

/  C ity .................................. S ta te ............................
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Faultless Fitting Footwear

'H 'NJO YABLE—because faultless fit- 
ting—and comfortable, yet styled 

in the mode of the moment. Dorothy 
Dodd shoes give you luxurious ease 
plus the satisfaction of irreproachable 
style, whatever your needs.
And for your greater assurance in buy
ing, every genuine “ Dorothy Dodd” 
style, every “Pedo-Praxic” model, 
and every “ Little Dorothy” shoe 

bears the trade 
mark on the sole.
For the name o f your 
nearest Dorothy Dodd 
dealer and a beautifully 
illustrated shoe style 
guide for Fall, write

DOROTHYDODD 
SHOECOMPANY 
B O S T O N  20, M A SS.

A T  the beach or at home—wherever you are— it is 
a distinct satisfaction to know that your hair 

is clean, glossy and healthy. It always is if you use

C A N T H R O X
SH A M PO O

Proper care makes and keeps the hair attractive, develops 
the life, lustre and natural wave and gives a clean, luxuri
ant appearance. Canthrox has been for years the favorite 
of those who want to bring out all the beauty of their hair, 

because it so rapidly softens and entirely 
removes every particle of dandruff, excess 
oil and dirt, at the same time giving such a 
massy fluffiness to the hair that it appears 
much heavier than it really is, while each 
strand has silky bright softness and the scalp 
is left pliant and comfortable.

For Sale at all Drug Stores
Canthrox costs about three cents a shampoo. No 
good hair wash costs less. A few minutes only are 
required for its use. You simply moisten the head 
with Canthrox and rinse it thoroughly, after which 
the hair dries quickly.

H. S. PETERSON & CO., Dept. 240,214 W. Kinzie St., Chicago, 111.

Free Trial
To show 
the mer

its of Canthrox and 
to prove that it is 
in all ways a most 
s a t i s f ac t or y  hair 
wash, we send one 
perfect s h a mp o o  
free to any address 
upon receipt of two 
cents for postage.

What Men and Women Think
By Fannie Hurst

IContinued from page 5]

rushy pompadour of brown hair—and—well, 
just because—

And so the occasional woman who thinks 
while she leaps, and who reasons about 
her earning capacity after marriage, who 
denies that successful motherhood demands 
one hundred per cent, of a woman’s day, 
who wonders a little about law-making and 
widow’s pensions and the eight-hour day; 
the woman who wants fair play and balance 
of power in the home and in the state, who 
pooh-poohs man’s phrase about her being 
the power behind the throne, and instead 
demands that he move over and share the 
throne with her, this woman finds it ex
tremely difficult to make her voice heard, 
not only above the male nays, but above 
the frightened nays—and brays—of her 
sisters.

I believe in more fair play between the 
sexes.

W hat Women Think of Men
Most of the introspection on the sub

ject has doubtless been done by women, 
the waiting women, the Penelopes. Men 
have always done the articulating. Women, 
who reason more individualisticaliy, have 
had comparatively little to say. But their 
acquiescence seems to say for them plain
tively: Well, they woo us, they marry us, 
they clothe us, they push revolving doors 
for us, they strut for us, they make laws 
for us, they father our children for us and 
we, with almost a sadistic love of what 
we suffer for them, smile.

A painter once caught all that behind 
the lips of a woman and created upon her 
face the most cryptic expression in the 
world, Mona Lisa’s. Men think it adorable 
and inscrutable. Women find it less enig
matic and some even think it a composite 
smile of what women think about men. 
A little good-humored, that smile, a little 
fond, a little sad, a little wise, a little 
crucified.

Which is not to say that woman in her 
moments of reasoning about men is wholly 
admirable. Calculus plays no small part 
in her conscious thinking. The marriage of 
convenience is more often the marriage of 
her convenience. This kind of marriage, 
sorry as its motive, is apt to endure beyond 
the alliance which is actuated by the very 
grand passion, emphasizing that so far as 
the development of the family as a social 
unit is concerned, a little logic has its 
advantages over no logic at all.

But none the less this tinge of calcula
tion in woman has retarded her. It is 
astonishing to note the tactics that a high
bred woman under the guise of wifely pre
rogative, will employ to extract money or 
baubles from a man. A woman with an 
earning capacity latent behind her bangs or 
within her pink palms will employ the tip
getting tactics of a waiter to win an extra 
gold piece from the family coffer. She is 
surer of her wheedling capacity than she is 
of her earning capacity, because usage has 
developed the former trait beyond the latter. 
It is not only simpler to be able to wheedle

a string of pearls than to earn it, but it 
keeps the masculine idea of the gentle sex, 
gentle and expensive. The more you expect 
from a man the more he thinks of you, is 
a favorite saying among women.

The woman who rifles her husband’s 
pockets by night is apt to have least interest 
in the economic independence of women, 
because not even yet has she as a sex 
thought a great deal of the new physio
logical status which will come to her 
through economic self-assertion.

If destiny has thrust the average woman 
into industry, she will calculate a great 
deal upon how to marry herself out of it. 
Most girls regard the job as the necessary 
evil interim between school and matrimony. 
They hope that their years of economic in
dependence are merely a bridge to male 
dependence. They are willing enough to 
be_ shorn of any economic values which 
might cause men to regard them as factors 
rather than themselves as benefactors. They 
run to cover if anything threatens the 
weakness of the weaker sex.

Centuries of political inactivity have 
kept the feminine desire for citizenship 
languid; and man with Euripidean preference 
for the clinging vine heroines, will do very 
little to alleviate a condition which helps 
keep their status quo supreme. Women 
meanwhile mistake this instinct of self- 
preservation for self-chivalry and think 
that by remaining static they are remaining 
womanly.

Women today throw themselves into 
the love tide with as little social self- 
consciousness as Francesca, or Guinevere, 
or Iseult, or Heloise. Those who do escape 
the torrents that sweep into early mating, be
come more mental with each year of delay.

It is significant that the average of 
successful marriages between men and 
women in their late twenties is higher than 
between men and women in their early 
twenties. Which would seem to say that 
“marriage in spite of” has its advantages 
over “marriage because of.”

The woman who takes her Saturday 
night allotment of black eye from a 
drunken husband, does not think a great 
deal about the whys and wherefores of 
marriage. If she did, her home would 
doubtless be reconstructed along the lines 
of a new distribution of power, or 
destroyed. Either event would be an ad
vantage to society.

The woman who loves because of the 
bash in the eye and the woman who loves 
in spite of the bash in the eye are both 
unmental.

In the woman who eliminates the pos
sibility of the bash or in the woman who 
bashes back, lies the ultimate hope. By 
belief in, and assertion of, her own mental 
powers, and by eliminating the cave from 
caveman, the triumph of the mental over 
the elemental, marriage promises to inject 
fair play into the home.

The woman who accepts her bash in 
the eye, deserves what she jolly well gets. 
So does the man whose pockets are rifled 
by night.

By Joseph Hergesheimer
' Continued from page pi

have very much the sensation of a hungry 
individual who is offered good advice in 
place of food.

The questions which rage about the 
intelligence of women would seem to lead 
to the supposition that there could be no 
doubt of the intelligence of men. In reality, 
the shallow ignorance of women is no 
greater than the ponderous ignorance of 
men.

Men are always personal with women 
who charm them, and usually indifferent to 
all others. A man will declare that brown 
eyes leave him cold, and then follow them 
across a continent; he will have an an
nounced preference for blond hair, and 
make the land ring with his misery until a 
length of dark is his.

W hat Women Think of Men.
Nothing could well be more obvious 

than the fact that women, not only 
carefully hiding what they think of their 
men, conceal pretty much everything in 
their minds from the world at large. 
Women are, in essence, secretive, in spite 
of their reputation for babbling.

And, in spite of what is now being 
referred to as women’s emancipation from 
a masculine tyranny, man is still the greatest 
concern of women.

An increasing number of women are 
making public their natural and everlasting 
irritation with men; the irritation is reason
able, endless, and the complaints come and 
go; they fluctuate without, in reality, chang
ing a step in the progression of nature.

The most valuable thing a woman pos
sesses is this idealized view of the man she 
loves; and when it is gone, when, against 
her heroic struggle to the contrary, it is 
lost, practically all her happiness goes with 
it. The man who is viewed with merely 
reasonable eyes by his wife is a man who 
instinctively feels that he is no more than 
a scarecrow.

When her optimism and general willing
ness are exhausted, she is unsparing in her 
realization of every fault. However, the 
truth, in this respect, while superficially it 
may free a woman, never makes her happy.

On one hand women are far more 
practical, closer to reality, than men, but 
on the other, where their hearts are con
cerned, they are infinitely more romantic. 
I t is a significant fact that the women who 
have been highly successful in the creative 
arts have been realists rather than vision
aries.

In her heart, though, the average woman 
is incurably romantic; but this romance 
may be misleading unless it is thoroughly 
understood. It is not, for example, 
romantic to prefer a tall, straight boy 
without a penny to a middle-aged man, 
slightly bald, with a bank account. That 
is nature struggling to secure the best pos
sible result for itself.

The romantic quality of women, too, 
can be traced in their sentimental attach
ment to days and dates—to a lock of a 
child’s hair, the day in May or October, 
last year or twenty years ago, on which 
they were married.

[T u rn  to page  j n ]
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Now you can learn what co
operative prices and co-operative buying
mean to the people of the United States, 
England and European countries have known 
the meaning o f co-operative buying for years. 
This big Style Book quotes the lowest prices
on high quality merchandise to be found 
anywhere in Am erica and gives full infor
mation about the big co-operative move
ment now sweeping this country. A  de
pendable guide for the most economical l 
buying. Get this book and see how much i  
you can save on everything to w ear for 1  
women, men and children as well as u  
hundreds o f articles for the home. W rite m  
a postal for this big free book today,

The four bargains listed here m k 
are ju st a sample o f the tremendous 
saving effected by co-operative buying,
You can sa fe ly  order any or all o f these 
bargains direct from this page because 
if for any reason you are not satisfied M M  
you can return your purchase at our H g  
expense and every penny of your 4 ? 
money will be promptly refunded.

Everything Delivered I
Free—Postage Prepaid M

C o -O p e r a tiv e  P r ic e s  I
M ean  G u a r a n te e d  L O W E S T  P r ic e s .  ■ .

Stylish
Gabardine Dress ■  Black

■  Z ' or B roun
W m  /  Women’s
^ m / Hi-Cutj 

Lace Boot j t
You m ust see these shoes
and note the fine texture of/j^ * a j
leather; try  them on. see
how perfectly they fit
order to realize what aZK flH
wonderful bargain we
are here offering y°u■JW&Btgt .
The wave tip. dome
wave ton and panel
stitching on the JF
uppers are e n ^ F  X .
tirely n e w ...
s t y le  f e - '^ r l .  d a g g t fU W ff*

Women’s
Black or B r o w n ^ ^ ^

jfevN cw  Style Oxford
This charming dress is made of fine qual
i t y  gabardine cloth in two colors—navy 
feand burgundy. Note the long-waisted 
Jjabodice effect, pleasingly emphasized 
Lvw>y contrasting color piping to match 

embroidery. The loose panels on 
\L h sides are scalloped a t bottom and 
Bl' 1 embroidered in contrasting color. 
M U A  Blouse also scalloped a t neck 

and embroidered in contrasting

You women w ho adm ire g racefu l 
lines and new est sty les in foot- 

w ear cannot afford to  pass 
up  th is  unusual bargain . 

r T hedesignsbeingshow n
on h igh - priced  foot- 

V  w ear a re  all embodied
X *n th is  very  new est

s t r e e t  o r  d r e s s  
- O xford.

W id ths. D. E 
&nd EE. 

I k  Sizes, 2 1*
' ••'jaBihw to 8

color. Bell shaped sleeves and 
sash belt which ties in front add 
to give this dress a most chic 
appearance. You would pot ex
pect to get so much style and 
quality elsewhere for less than 
$4.50. See what you save at our 
co-operative price of only $2.78.

\  W om en's sizes. 34 to 46 inch bust;
|  s k i r t  le n g th  abou t 36 inches, 
t  M isses' sizes. 32 to 38 / t .  ^ - .
’ \ inch  bust; sk irt leng th  \  j  U  
\ abou t 34 inches. — m  i  m

1 O rd er N avy  B lu e  b y  W  
N o. X B 1301. B u rgu n d y r  I  ■

..] b y  N o. X B 1303. P rice  ■ ■

D e liv e r e d  FREE

m Mercerized Damask Table Set
K/f Special offering! U nparalleled  value! Look w here  you will, you cannot be- 

duplicate  th is  dam ask tab le  se t a t  anyw here n ear our bargain price. 
o sf A  bleached, p u re  w hite , plain woven m ercerized dam ask se t beautifu lly  seal- W t ■ 

loped in blue em broidery. S trong , d u ra b le - ju s t  th e  tab le  s e t fo r every day R  
j m  use because i t  s tan d s  th e  w ear and launders nicely. Table Iff
if f ,  d o th  is round and  m easures a b o u t57 inches. H a lf dozen f
K /in ap k in s  to  m atch  m easure  18x18 inches. I f  you a re  no t I  l &
^  satisfied. ju s t  re tu rn  i t  and w e will re fund  your money. /
l ^ /O r a e r  b y N o. K 1040 . C o-operative P ric e  p e r  se t o n ly .... ^  /  ill fl

D e liv e r e d  FREE W w  J r  (

*ostal Today for T k L t
n  f  f  B __ n  m or not be sure to send »
S i t  S i  & t y B e  B o o k  ior the b̂ o-page

9  Style Book and get 1H,
ig made possible by our co-operative prices—guaranteed to be the 
ited States. Just your nam e and address In a letter or on a postal card.

M ade of 
, _ - Boft.glove-

. fitting , kid 
finished leather, 

w ith  n ea t perforations 
^ a n d  s titch in g  as shown.

F lexible le a th er soles. M ilitary 
heels w ith  ru b b e r heels a ttached . ^  am mb
W idths D, E  and EE . Sizes, 2>£ to  8.
O rd e r B row n by No. A 348. ^  W

B lack by No. A 349 . ^ _
--  C o-operative Price , e ith e r s ty le  ™

,y  %  D e liv e r e d  F R E E

U L iff ffif

V 5

m M i
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J'tto to  t>y C a m p b e ll  "  .uosed by I r e n e  C a s tl t

Lucile uses Corticelii Satin Crepe to create this 
gorgeous evening gown for Irene Castle. Rhine- 

11 stone ornaments serve to accent its richness. * 
The sleeve and train give a bizarre note that lends 

''** to the gown added distinction.

For each new style
a silk by Corticelii

T h is season Paris devotes herself to fabrics—  
no less so Am erica.

True to their tradition, the makers o f Corticelii 
Dress Silks give you a great profusion o f new silks. 
W hether you are planning a street frock or an 
elaborate evening gown, you will find among the 
Corticelii Dress Silks the one which is most 
appropriate.

I f  your favorite store cannot show you Corticelii 
Satin  Crepe, Satin  Princess, Crepe de Chine, Satin 
Canton Crepe, T affetas, Castle D uvene, Canton 
Crepe, and Castle Co-ket, please write us.

N ew frocks for Irene Castle
A sk your dealer or send to us today for free book

let in full colors showing Irene Castle in fashionable 
new frocks o f  Corticelii D ress Silks. I t  will give 
you m any valuable ideas. Address The Corticelii 
Silk Com pany, 309 N onotuck Street, Florence, 
M assachusetts. N o Canadian requests can be filled.

The

G m t i c e l l i  S i l k  C o m p a n y
Also makers of Corticelii Spool Silks, Ladies'
Silk Hosiery, Yarns and Crochet Cottons

What Men and 
Women Think

[Continued, from page 48]

By Joseph Hergesheimer
They learn, mostly, to create a little 

romantic world of memory of their own, 
and not to expect much in the way of mas
culine support. They do this and continue 
to love men who are insensible to their 
tenderest thoughts. But their romantic 
imagery is largely bred by the fact that 
the overwhelming majority of women, ex
cept for a brief period at youth, are con
demned to a monotonous existence.

The men women see intimately about 
their houses, afflicted with coughs and colds 
and complaints, perpetually changing too 
soon, or not soon enough, into or out of 
their winter flannels, are not exactly objects 
of inspiration. There is an appalling dif
ference between a husband on public view 
and the same man in the privacy of his 
home. If women lost their illusions there 
would be a sudden wholesale carnage of 
masculine security and comfort; but, 
luckily, no such cataclysm is possible. 
Women cling to their dreams.

Why women perversely choose men 
whom other admirable men know to be 
worthless is an insoluble puzzle to the 
masculine mind. A man may be every 
recognized variety of rascal: he may em
bezzle and default, commit murder or arson, 
he may have the character of a hyena; yet, 
sometimes, the most absolute feminine 
loveliness will join herself to him.

The reason for this is twofold: first 
she believes implicitly, contrary to the 
warning of all other experience and ages, 
in the ultimate power of her love to save, 
to regenerate: and second, nearly all solid 
citizens are dull. It is an instinct with 
women to make every effort to escape from 
the sea of dullness, of monotony, that almost 
always sweeps over them. They want, as 
well, to have a supreme use for the beauty 
lying at their hearts; they begin, at least, 
by thinking more of their husbands than 
of children; it is the husbands who, some
times, later bring about a change; and 
women have a passionate desire to raise up 
the men they love.

If the men they love are already well 
established, there is less to do, a smaller 
measure of giving and justification. There 
are, inevitably, exceptions everywhere; and, 
among them, women who ask only to be 
rich or to be comfortable. But they are 
in the minority; and they are not women 
in the immemorial sense of the word.

No, women want, in return for their 
love, love and devotion; if they get that, 
or only a part of it, their lives are without 
a sense of waste; they have been, wholly 
or in part, fulfilled. The truth is that 
women are individualists; they want, very 
exclusively, what they see as their own, in 
men, children, clothes-lines and chickens; 
they would rather dominate a small estab
lishment of such ingredients, forgetting, in 
their enthusiasm, the inseparable monotony, 
than have a part in a convention liberating 
the entire world from sin. Women, unlike 
men, are not gregarious; they could never, 
by their bitterest enemy, be called sheep; 
but it is no trouble at all, and scarcely an 
exaggeration, to find in men a resemblance 
to sheeplike herds.

Women, in their reasonable moments, 
are skeptical by habits; and because of that 
alone they hide their opinions of men and 
other things. They keep their thoughts on 
men secret from them for the latter’s good; 
but they keep these opinions from other 
women for their own safety. They do this 
to avoid the unpleasant prospect of being 
laughed at.

It is incontestable that women like 
show; their hopefulness for their husbands 
in that direction they call ambition or pride. 
To secure that they will endure amazing 
discomforts and disillusionment in private. 
If a man, particularly a husband, is uni
formly courteous to her in public, a woman 
will smother and keep restrained her just 
indignation at appalling treatment when 
they are alone.

This, of course, is illogical; it is even 
indefensible. But it is dangerous to accuse 
women of being specially lacking in logic; 
it is too easy for them to point out the 
precedent residing in men. And if women 
choose, without wise consideration, de
trimental men for their affections, men 
equally prefer, it appears, blond heads 
rattling with emptiness.

The opinion women have of men, then, 
is kept secret . . . after the men have
been permanently or impermanently ac
quired. Other women, in such circum
stances, will tell a man what they think 
of him, criminally heedless of how it will 
turn his head; but not his wife. She will 
praise him passionately, usually, however, 
when he is absent. When he is with her 
she will protect the depth of her feeling for 
him in a hundred little complaints; all 
the while, if she isn’t sick of being a 
woman, helping with the most desperate 
energy to keep his leaking hull on top of 
the water.

( ----------------------------------------------------- ^

ARE YOUR SEAMS 
ON STRAIGHT ?

T H O U G H  her lips be rose petals 
and her cheek lovely as an eve

ning song, when Fathma goes forth to 
the bazaars in the land of Mohammed, 
she must veil her beauty humbly from 
the passers-by. It is tough. But it is 
the law of the prophet.

Here, in America, the eye is never 
stymied. I f  madame be beautiful one 
may regard her radiance unrebuked. 
I f  mademoiselle be fair to see, she se
lects her wardrobe with great care that 
her beauty be enhanced, thanking Allah 
she doesn’t live in Constantinople.

Although you might never suspect 
it, all this is introductory to a discus
sion of stockings.

She who has pride in her appear
ance must select even her hosiery with 
utmost care.

Seams she avoids, because she knows 
from private observation on the street 
that seams run woefully awry and not 
primly perpendicular. And she knows 
that crooked seams can mar the come
liness of the most graceful leg and even 
accentuate ankles that are not entirely 
one’s heart’s desire.

Therefore she buys Burson stock
ings which have no seams to twist and 
pull awry, but which are skilfully 
fashioned in the knitting to conform 
perfectly to the natural lines of the leg 
and ankle, setting them both off to the 
best possible advantage.

Seams, you know,- are a relic of the 
old days when they were employed to 
make poorly fitting stockings fit a little 
better. Burson stockings are knit to fit 
and require no seams whatever.

In addition to being much better 
looking, Burson H ose are much more 
comfortable to wear, due again to the 
absence o f that seam w hich only 
annoys the foot. Important, too, is the 
fact that with Burson stockings one 
may wear smaller shoes.

I f  you’ve never worn Burson, try 
a pair soon on my recommendation. 
I promise you will be more than 
pleased with your purchase.

You can get Burson stockings in 
silk, mercerized, lisle or cotton. And 
Burson H eathers are the last word 
in Sport Hose.

£ lL K  • z J t (  ERCERIZED . ^ IS L H  . £*OTTON

S p o r t s  ^ i l k s  a n d  / / e a t h e r s

FASHIONED HOSE
B u r s o n  K n i t t i n g  C o m p a n y , R o c k f o r d ,  III.

^ __________________________________>
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2806 Dress
9 sizes, 34 -50  

T ransfer Design No. 11X9
Z6IU Dress
7 sizes, 34-46 

T ran sfer Design No. 1055
Zo5b D ress
6 sizes, 34-44 

T ran sfer Design No. 1212

No. 2786, L adies’ D ress; two-piece 
skirt. Size 36 requires 244 yards of 
54-inch serge and 1 yard of 36-inch 
satin for front panels, belt and cuffs. 
Width, V/ 2 yards. The side tunic is a 
novel feature.

No. 2836, Ladies’ Sl ip -On  D ress; clos
ing at left shoulder and underarm; two- 
piece skirt. Size 36 requires 3J4 yards 
of 40-inch georgette and 2J/g yards of 
36-inch satin for underskirt. Width, 
146 yards. Transfer Design No. 1212 
may be used.

No. 2806, L adies’ D ress; two-piece 
skirt; 35-inch length from natural waist
line. Size 36 requires 246 yards of 54- 
inch serge and 146 yards of 40-inch 
satin for underskirt and vest. Width, 
1/4 yards. Transfer Design No. 1119 
may be used for embroidery.

9 »izea. 34 -50  
T ransfer Design No.

No. 2810, Ladies’ Dress; two-piece 
skirt. Size 36 requires 4J4 yards of 40- 
inch material and 44 yard of 36-inch 
contrasting satin. Width, 146 yards. 
The dress is trimmed with fur and em
broidery. For the latter, Transfer De
sign No. 1055 may be used.

No. 2818, Ladies’ Slip-On Dress; 
closing at shoulders; fulness adjusted at 
waist by elastic. Size 36 requires 3J4 
yards of 36-inch satin and 1 yard of 
40-inch georgette for yoke and sleeves. 
Width, 146 yards. Transfer Design No. 
1195 would make a charming trimming.

2766 Dress

Tlie Fall Season Opens With Glistening Satins and Velvets 
Interspersed Amongst Serges and Silks

*  V
2809 Dress
6 sizes, 34 -44  

T ran sfe r  Design No. 997

No. 2766, L adies’ Dress; two-piece 
skirt, opening over underskirt front. Size 
36 requires 346 yards of 40-inch silk 
crepe and 46 yard of 40-inch georgette 
for sleeves. Width, 144 yards. Transfer 
Design No. 1022 may be used.

No. 2809, L a d i e s ' D ress; kimono sleev’es 
lengthened by cuffs; two-piece skirt. 
Size 36 requires 444 yards of 40-inch 
material. Width, 146 yards. Transfer 
Design No. 997 may be used for 
trimming.

2818 Dress
6 sizes, 34-44

Transfer Design No. 1195

m

2786 Dress
9 sizes, 34 -50
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283! Dress
4 sizes, 14-20 

T ran sfe r  Design No. 118G

ZOU4 D ress
4  s izes, 14-20 

T ra n sfe r  Design No. 097

2808 Dress
4 sizes, 14-20 

T ran sfer Design No. 1147

2855 Dress
4 sizes, 14-20 

T ran sfer D esign No 1157

No. 2769, Misses Dress; suitable for small 
women; four-piece skirt. Size 16 requires 
2'/s yards of 54-inch cloth, and 2/> yards 
of 40-inch satin for skirt sides, sash and 
collar. Width, 2% yards.

No. 2804, M isses’ Sl ip -On D ress; suitable 
for small women. Size 16 requires l-}i 
yards of 54-inch serge and V/z yards of 36- 
inch satin. Width, 1$4 yards. Transfer 
Design No. 997 may be used.

No. 2831, Misses’ Slip-On Dress; suitable 
for small women; with raglan sleeves. Size 
16 requires 3% yards of 36-inch material. 
Width, Iff} yards. For the cross-stitch, 
Transfer Design No. 1186 may be used.

No. 2S08, M isses’ D ress ; suitable for small 
women. Size 16 requires 2~/g yards of 
40-inch material and 1J4 yards of 36-inch 
contrasting. Width, \Yg yards. Transfer 
Design No. 1147 may be used.

2852 Dress
4 sizes. 14-20 

T ran sfer Design N;>. 1157

Of As Many Hues As the Turning Leaves 
Are the Frocks of Autumn

2769 res*
sues

2807 Dress
6 sizes, 34-44

Transfer Design No. 1193
6 sizes. 34-44  

T ransfer D'-sk’n No 1210

No. 2S07, Ladies’ Slip-On Dress; with 
tunics of which the back one may be ad
justed as a cape. Size 36 requires 3§̂ j 
yards of 54-inch material. Width, IJfj 
yards. Transfer Design No. 1193 may be 
used.

No. 2776, L a d i e s ’ 
D r e s s ; two-piece 
skirt. Size 36 re
quires S% yards of 
4 0 - i n c h  s a t i n .  
Width, 1 /  y a r d s .  
A rich effect may be 
obtained by using 
Transfer Design No. 
1210 for bead em
broidery.

No. 2852, M i s s e s ’ 
Slip-On Dress. Size 
16 r e q u i r e s  V/ 2 
yards of 40-inch silk 
for upper part and 
2J4 yards of 40-inch 
contrasting for lower 
part. W i d t h ,  1 l/ 2 
yards. Transfer De
sign No. 1157 may 
be used.

No. 2855, Misses’ Slip-On Dress; suitable 
for small women. Size 16 requires 4 yards 
of 40-inch material. Width, V/ 2 yards. 
For the pointed ribbon trimming, Transfer 
Design No. 1157 may be used.
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2824 Shirtwaist
7 sizes, 34-46

2849 Blouse
0 sizes, 34-50

No. 2824, L a d ie s ’ S h ir t w a is t . Size 36 te- 
quires 214 yards of 36-inch material. The 
ruffled shirtwaist is again with us and is de
veloped in such soft fabrics as Georgette, crepe 
de Chine, voile and dimity.

No. 2844, L a d ie s ’ C o a t ; convertible collar; 
48-inch length. Size 36 requires 4 yards of 
54-inch material and 4J-6 yards of 40-inch silk 
for lining. Width at lower edge. l-jq yards.

2844 Coat 
7 sizes, 34-46

No. 2832, L a d ie s ' a n d  
M is s e s ’ C o a t . Size 36 re
quires SY% yards of 54-inch 
material, y  yard of 48- 
inch fur cloth and 3 
yards of 36-inch lining. 
Width, 15/6 yards.

No. 2846, L a d ies’ C o a t . 
Size 36 requires S% yards 
of 54-inch material and 
3J4 yards of 40-inch lining. 
Width, 13/i yards. For 
embroidery, Transfer De
sign No. 1179 may be used.

With Fall Comes Fur, Abundant on Coats and Not Shunning Blouses

THE OUTLOOK
B y

ANNE RITTENHOUSE

2832 Coat
7 sizes, 14-16; 36-44

2846 Coat
8 sizes, 34-48

Transfer Design No. 1179

No. 2848, Ladies’ Slip-On  Blouse. Size 36 
requires 2 yards of 36- or 40-inch material. 
The slip-on blouse to be up to date chooses 
as adornment colored cross-stitch for which 
Transfer Design No. 1184 may be used.

No. 2849, L a d ies’ S l ip -O n  B l o u s e ; short 
kimono sleeves. Size 36 requires lf£ yards of 
40- or 45-inch material. Satin is combined 
with monkey fur in this smart blouse.

2848 Blouse
8 sizes, 34-48 

Transfer Design X o  1184

C LOTHES are again stimulating. This 
is due to the season of the year, 
not to the turn of events in fashion. 
The majority of women are not 

sure of changes that are prophesied, nor do 
they yet know the secrets of the French 
dressmakers, which will soon be bought and 
paid for. I t is left to the experts to ferret 
out these secrets. Here are some of them: 

Let us begin with fabrics. That is the 
point a t which the American woman 
begins when she takes up the problem of 
new seasonal clothes. In this phase of 
dress it is easy to run the gamut of what 
is new, what is novel, and what has been 
retained from other days.

There is a vast variety of curious ex
periments in weaving and patterning which 
lack interest for the sane and sound woman. 
They are experiments to catch the atten
tion of the trade, to give a new story, to 
provoke stimulation in the making of 
period clothes, or to give an actress or a 
pretty l a d y  a 
c h a n c e  to get 
i n t o  the lime
light.

T h e r e  are 
s u p p l e  s i l ks  
which a r t i s t s  
h a v e  designed, 
u s i n g  the full 
play of their im- 
a g i n a t i o n  in 2844 2824 2849

scenery and color. An imaginative person 
could go into the room where these silks 
arc shown and be inspired to write a story 
of romance, passion and intrigue from each 
of these silken texts.

There has been wonderful work done 
in this sector of eccentric weaving, but 
while one applauds it as an artist, one 
cannot accept it for gowns. None of these 
silks have anything in common with the 
activities of an American woman’s life. So 
beware. Make a table cover of them.

Not even Paris has wearied of the wafer 
and blistered fabrics which she invented a 
year ago and which we have worn for six 
months. The conservative woman in 
France may not wear these things much 
longer, but the Americans are not suffi
ciently familiar with the idea to overthrow 
it before Christmas.

Therefore, blistered crepes and crinkled 
satins can be safely bought by the woman 
who is mapping out her autumnal wardrobe.

These fabrics are 
a bit heavy for 
our s u m m e r s ,  
but provide just 
tlje right protec- 
t i o n  f o r  t h e  
weather that runs 
u n t i l  Thanks- 
g i v i n g ,  o u r  
Indian summer.

[Turn to page 54]2848 2832 2846
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IContinued from page sj]

THE same wafer designs that were put 
on the first of these crepe fabrics, are 

retained. They look like spider-web tracery. 
The corded crepes, also the weave that is 

slightly crinkled and wrinkled without pat
terning, are each acceptable for the autumn.

New crinkled satin shines and glistens 
and it is considered a better choice than 
plain satin. A smart woman in New York 
who appeared at the races in a gown of 
it, in brown, closely fitting the figure, 
heard a bystander remark: “Look at that 
woman. She looks like a wet seal.”

Whatever the manner of patterning put 
upon these crepes, they are strung on the 
same thread of an idea, which is that fabrics 
are not to be smooth this season, and that 
they should glisten like a mirror.

This truth is evidenced by the new 
velvet. And, by the way, you cannot have 
too much velvet this coming season. It 
will be the fabric of the hour.

The new velvet is plain for suits and 
brocaded for frocks and evening gowns. 
It has a raised floral pattern in sharp 
distinction to the cords and blisters and 
spider-webs of the crepe weaves, giving it 
dignity.

There is an effort to revive thin broad
cloth. Paris tried to induce the public to 
buy this fabric last autumn and she per
sists in the effort this summer. Probably 
Americans will consent to order their first 
autumn suits in a broadcloth that shines 
and is as supple as velvet.

During this hot weather in Paris women 
wear coat suits of alpaca or mohair, and 
as our climate permits us to wear thin 
things for the next two months, why not 
a suit of this fabric if you are running short 
of clothes? It has the glisten that fashion 
requires of cloth surfaces.

1Turn la page ss\

2735 Dress
6 sizes, 34-44 

Transfer Design No. 1210

2832 Coat
7 sizes, 14-16; 36-44 

Transfer Design No. 1044

No. 2711, L a d ies’ D r e s s ; 
closing at shoulders; two-piece 
skirt; 35-inch length from 
waistline. Size 36 requires \ /  
yards of 36-inch figured ma
terial and 3 yards of 40-inch 
plain material. Width, 3 yards.

No. 2735, L a d ie s ’ D r e s s ; two- 
piece skirt; 35-inch length 
from natural waistline. Size 
36 requires 5% yards of 40- 
inch material. Width, 14$ 
yards. If the bead trimming 
is desired, Transfer Design No. 
1210  may be used.

7 sizes, 34-46

27 11 Dress
6 sizes. 34-44

2842 Dress
S sizes, 34-48

2825 Dress
9  sizes, 34-50 

T ransfer Design No. 1205

2842 2825 2711 2735

No. 2842, L a d i e s ’ 
D r e s s ; 35-inch length 
from natural waistline; 
3-inch hem a l l o w e d .  
Size 36 requires 2 '/$ 
yards of 54-inch serge, 
and 244 yards of 40- 
inch satin for sleeves, 
panels and vest. Width, 
V/t yards.

No. 2825, L a d ie s ’ Sl i p -O n  D r e s s ; 
closing at shoulders. Size 36 requires 
5% yards of 36-inch material. Width, 
\ / i  yards. The pointed yoke, cuffs 
and panels are emphasized by the 
bead trimming for which Transfer 
Design No. 1205 may be used.

No. 2846, L a d ies’ C o a t ; 48-inch 
length. Size 36 requires 3'/g yards 
of 54-inch material with nap and 
3‘/ i  yards of 40-inch material for 
lining. Width at lower edge, 144 
yards.

No. 2844, L a d ie s ’ C o a t ; convertible 
collar; 48-inch length. Size 36 re
quires 3 yards of 54-inch material 
and i'/i  yards of 40-inch for lining. 
Width, 144 yards. One of the smart 
new fall models.

No. 2832, L a d ie s ’ a n d  M is s e s ’ C oat . 
Size 36 requires 3 yards of 54-inch 
material with nap and 34$ yards of 
36-inch for lining. Width, lf$  yards. 
Transfer Design No. 1044 may be 
used.

2846 Coat
8 sizes, 34-48
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2822 Dress
9 si2es, 34-50

T h e O u tlo o k
1Continued from page 54 ]

DARK blue with white is the French 
preference. They substitute the 

fabric for serge and wear it as they would 
wear serge. They like the combination of 

blue and white this summer for they have 
reinstated the white lingerie blouse and 
make a sensational feature of its cuffs and 
neckwear of muslin, of chiffon or of linen.

Vatican-purple has been put back into 
fashion and is frequently combined with 
mauve. But be well assured that you can 
wear these colors before you attempt them. 
Do not spend money in these days of high 
prices unless you are absolutely sure you 
will get its value. Impulse stimulates you 
to such purchases, not reason, not good 
judgment.

It is when we learn to buy only what 
we need and what is good for us that we 
reach the highest organization in our clothes 
budget. It is better to have one costume 
that creates admiration and satisfies you 
than a closetful of clothes that give slight 
service, either because they are unworthy 
of your type or unsuited to your life.

This season youth has taken to church- 
purple and it goes well with a fine young 
skin and shining hair.

Jade- and fir-green have given way to 
almond-green. This is the odd yellow-green 
found in the French nuts. The green of 
the Second Empire is returned to fashion, 
which means both myrtle- and tree-green. 
Lanvin, one of the powerful French de
signers who influences masses of American 
clothes, exploits this green almost to the 
exclusion of other colors this season.

Red has had its day. Let it alone. 
Even red hats have been sent to the rear. 
Black velvet will be used more than black 
satin for headgear, but at the moment the 
Italian straws hold their own with tenacity.

No. 2822, L adies’ Slip-On 
Dress; two-piece skirt; 35- 
inch length from natural 
waistline; 3-inch hem allowed. 
Size 36 requires 2$i yards of 
54-inch material. Width at 
lower edge, i y  yards.

No. 2835, Ladies’ Dress; two- 
piece skirt with front tunic; 
35-inch length from natural 
waistline; no hem allowed. 
Size 36 requires 3$/$ yards of 
40-inch material and 1J6 yards 
of 36-inch contrasting. Width, 
V/2 yards.

2822 2835 2836
2818 Dress 

6 sizes, 34-44

No. 2845, L a d i e s ’ 
D r e s s ; 35-inch length 
from natural waistline. 
Size 36 requires 5 yards 
of 40-inch material and 
Vs yard of 36-inch. 
Width, V/i yards. When 
loose pleated panels and 
a tucked vest are com
bined as in this model 
the result is sure to be 
smart.

No 2336. Ladies’ Sl ip -On  D ress; kimono 
sleeves; two-piece skirt. Size 36 requires 
5J6 yards of 36-inch figured material, and 
i/a yards of 36-inch contrasting for sleeves. 
Width, i y  yards.

No. 2857, L adies’ Slip-On Dress; three- 
piece skirt with gathered inset. Size 36 re
quires n y  yards of 54-inch material. Width, 
V/2 yards. Transfer Design No. 1044 may 
be used.

No. 2856, L adies’ E vening D ress; two- 
piece skirt; 35-inch length from natural 
waistline; 3-inch hem allowed. Size 36 
requires 4% yards of 40-inch material. 
Width, i y  yards.

No. 2818, Ladies’ Slip-On  Dress; closing 
at shoulders; fulness adjusted at waistline 
by elastic. Size 36 requires 3J4 y?rds of 
36-inch printed silk and 1% yards of 40- 
inch georgette. Width, 1 ^  yards.

2857 Dress
6 sizes, 34-44 

Transfer Design No. 1041

2836 Dress
6 sizes, 34-44

2845 Dress
9 sizes, 34-50
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Fruit of 
the Loom

For men 
who wear 
nightshirts

Look anywhere you want to 
and you will not find another 
fabric for nightshirts that will 
wear as long and lo o k  as 
well as Fruit of the Loom. 
Long wear means not just 
keeping whole, but maintain
ing a fine, smooth finish and 
sparkling whiteness after re
peated trips to the laundry.

T he strong, w ell-spun  
th reads— th e c lo se , even  
weave—the substantial feel—  
these are things that have, 
caused three generations to 
look upon Fruit of the Loom 
as the dependable white cot
ton fabric.

When buying Fruit o f the 
Loom by the yard, look for 
the name stam ped on the 
selvage; and in ready-made 
n igh tsh irts and other gar
ments look for the woven 
“Fruit” label.

S en d  for  F R E E  B ook let
"W h en  Molly M arried" tells an interesting story 
of the many uses of Fruit of the Loom, in white, 
colors and printed designs; both  by the yard and 
in ready-made articles. Sent free upon request, 
with samples of colored Fruit of the Loom.

B. B. & R. KNIGHT, Inc.
Also Makers of

Alpine Rose, Hero and Other Fine Cotton Fabrics
Converse & Company, Selling Agent*

88 Worth Street, New York

Converse &. Company,88 W orth St., New York 
Dear Sirs:

Please send me, w ithout charge, your book
let "W hen  Monv M arried" and samples of 
colored Fruit of the Loom.

Name.

Street.

Town........................ ...............  State...................... •

I__________________________________I

The Social Side of 
Misses’ Styles

No. 2749, M isses’ Dress; suit
able for small women; two-piece 
skirt; fulness adjusted at waist 
by elastic. Size 16 requires 3$i 
yards of 36-inch material and V/g 
yards of 40-inch contrasting. 
Width, 15/& yards. Transfer De
sign No. 1022 may be used.

No. 27S9, M isses’ Dress; suitable 
for small women; three-piece 
skirt with underskirt front. Size 
16 requires 4.1'g yards of 36-inch 
material. Width, V/g yards. One 
of the many smart trimmings this 
season is braiding. Transfer De
sign No. 863 may be used 
effectively.

No. 28SS, M isses’ Sl ip -On  
Dress ; suitable for small women; 
two-piece skirt. Size 16 requires 
2§ra yards of 40-inch material. 
Width, V/2 yards. A wide band
ing of bold embroidery for which 
Transfer Design No. 1179 may 
be used, trims this dress.

No. 2821, M isses’ Dress; suit
able for small women; two-piece 
skirt with ruffles attached to lin
ing. Size 16 requires 5 yards of 
36-inch material. Width, 2l/ \  
yards. Silk crepe or satin is sug
gested as particularly adapted to 
developing this model.

2821 Dress 2855 Dress
4 sizes, 14-20 4 sizes, 14-20

Transfer Design No. 1179

2759 Dress
4 sizes, 14-20 

Transfer Design No. 863

No. 2760, M i s s e s ’ 
D r e s s ; suitable for 
small w o m e n ;  two- 
piece draped skirt at
tached to lining; no 
hem allowed. Size 16 re
quires 3% yards of 40- 
inch material. Width, 

yards. To fashion 
this draped e v e n i n g  
frock, silk moire is most 
appropriate.

2760 Dress
4 sizes, 14-20
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Modes That Please The 
Youthful Taste

No. 2852, M i s s e s ’ Slip-On 
Dress; suitable for small women ; 
with raglan sleeves; fulness ad
justed at waistline by elastic;
3-inch hem allowed. Size 16 re
quires V/i yards of 40-inch 
figured silk and 2% yards of 36- 
or 40-inch plain silk. Width, V/> 
yards.

No. 2841, M i s s e s ’ Slip-On 
Dress : suitable for small women;
3-inch hem allowed. Size 16 re
quires 3% yards of 54-inch ma
terial. Width, 2'/4 yards. The 
essential wool dress for autumn is 
illustrated here in serge with 
pleated sections at the sides.

No. 2855, M i s s e s ’ Slip-On 
Dress ; suitable for small women; 
closing at left shoulder and under
arm; two-piece skirt; 3-inch hem 
allowed. Size 16 requires 4 yards 
of 40-inch material. Width, V /  
yards. Transfer Design No. 997 
may be used for the embroidery.

No. 2831, M i s s e s ’ Slip-On 
Dress ; suitable for small women; 
with raglan sleeves; no hem al
lowed. Size 16 requires 37/& yards 
of 36-inch material. Width, 1 j-g 
yards. For the deep cross-stitch 
banding, Transfer Design No.
1184 may be used.

2855 Dress
4 sizes, 14-20 

Transfer Design No. 997

2831 Dress
4 sizes, 14-20

Transfer Design No. l i s t

2826 Dress
4 sizes, 14-20 

Itibbon T ransfer 
D esign No. 1157

2841 Dress
4 sizes, 14-20

No. 2826, M i s s E s’ 
D r e s s ; suitable for 
small w o m e n ;  two- 
piece ruffled skirt. Size 
16 requires 5J4 yards of 
36-inch m a t e r i a l .  
W i d t h ,  15  ̂ y a r d s .  
Ribbon trimming makes 
a pretty rose girdle and 
finish for the neck. 
Transfer D e s i g n  No. 
1157 may be used for it.

Beauty was
not enough

W O M E N  envied her 
for her rare beauty, 

her grace, her subtle charm.
Wherever she went men 

clustered about her and 
paid her court.

Yet there was some
thing of mystery about 
her. She attracted many 
men— but seemed to hold 
no one.

They simply came and 
went in her life. And she, 
least of all, knew the real 
reason. * * *

Some one, no doubt, 
might have told this girl. 
But peopledon’t talk much 
about some things. Even 
closest friends avoid certain 
subjects as too personal, too 
intimate.

That is the insidious 
thing about halitosis (the 
medical dictionary’s way 
o f say in g  “un pleasan t 
breath”). You may go on 
for years, not knowing you 
have this trouble; and your 
friends — seeking to be 
delicate and considerate 
with you— let you con
tinue in the dark.

Yet there is a simple precau
tion that would quickly put you 
on the safe and polite side— 
L is  ferine.

T h e use of Listerine as a 
mouth-wash and gargle will usually 
correct halitosis. This well-known, 
liquid antiseptic, with its fragrant 
deodorizing properties, halts fer
mentation in the mouth and leaves 
the breath sweet, fresh and clean.

Sometimes, of course, halitosis 
a rises  f rom s ome  deep-seated 
organic disorder which a doctor 
or dentist must correct. But, 
usually, and fortunately, halitosis 
is only a local, temporary trouble.

Fastidious people everywhere are 
m aking this use of Listerine a regular 
part of their daily toilet routine. I t  is 
a simple, scientific precaution that 
quickly puts an end to any misgivings 
you may have about your breath. 
And how much better it is to, have 
Listerine than to have halitosis '— 
Lambert Pharmacal Company, Saint 
Louis, U. S. A.

Gfbr
HALITOSIS

use
LISTERINE
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Ĵ i t t l e  cM i s s  gAGE
wants to send you her book illus
trating hats for girls from y  to i y
Besides an interesting story, this book con
tains the details of a plan by which you may 
compete for a hat ol your own selection which 
will be awarded to the winner in a coloring 
contest.

Illustrations of Gage Hats and Gage 
Sailors are also yours for the asking

g a g e  b r o t h e r s  &  Co.
18 So. M chigan Avc. Fifth Ave. &. 37th St. 

Chicago New York

HATS

The Princess Grand
This beautiful small Grand is the 

successful result of half a century’s 
constant endeavor to materialize the 
highest ideals of fine piano building.

Its charming tone quality, exqui
sitely responsive touch and chaste 
beautyof design and finish represents 
the highest attainment in its type.

Ivers &  Pond 
PIANOS

w h e th e r  sm a lles t u p r ig h t o r la rgest g rand, 
a re  o f o n e  q u ality  o n ly  — th e  finest. T h e ir  
su p re m a c y  in th e  m usica l w orld  is w itnessed  
by  th e ir  u se  in m ore th an  500 C onservato ries 
a n d  S choo ls a n d  70,000 c u ltu re d  hom es.

 ̂ H ow  to Buy

I Leading dealers throughout the United States 
sell IVERS 8c POND pianos. W here no dealer 
sells them  we quote lowest prices and ship 

>" direct from the Factory. Easy payment plans.
I iberal allowance for old pianos in exchange. 
For catalog and full information, write us today.

Fill o u f  and send this codpon to

IVERS &  PO N D  PIAN O  CO .
1 4 9  B o y ls to n  S tr e e t , B o s to n , M a s s .

Please mail me your new catalog and valuable 
information to buyers.

Name_

ML Address

What They Wea-r When At Play Or At School D o  y o u

needmore
N o . C h il d ’s  1 1 1 0 1 ^
On e - P iece Dress; 
with bloomers. Size 
6 requires lY \ yards 
of 36-inch material.
A q u a i n t ,  smock
like dress, charming 
in chambray with 
e m b r o i d e r y  for 
which Transfer De
sign No. 1162 may 
be used.
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No. 2847, Child’s 
Sl ip -On Dress. Size 
6 requires yards 
of 32- or 36-inch 
m a t e r i a l .  With 
straight bands for 
sleeves and bright 
embroidery finishing 
off the hem, this 
gathered dress is 
t r u l y  attractive. 
Transfer Design No. 
1094 may be used.

No. 2817, C hild’s R o m pef ; 
dropped back. Size 6 requires Va, 
yards of 36-inch material and 
yard of 36-inch contrasting. Ap- 
pliqued ducks which form pockets 
make a smart addition to the 
romper. Transfer Design No. 
1198 may be used.

No. 2812, G irl’s Slip-On Dress. 
Size 8 requires 1% yards of 36- 
or 40-inch material. For the 
smocking and applique flower 
baskets, Transfer Designs Nos. 
690 and 1050 may be used.

No. 2840, G irl’s Sl ip -On Dress ; 
raglan sleeves; fulness adjusted at 
waist by elastic. Size 10 requires 
V/% yards of 36-inch material. 
The popular cross-stitch may be 
worked in colors using Transfer 
Design No. 1184.

No. 2850, Girl’s Dress; 
guimpe; straight pleated sus
pender skirt. Size 12 requires 2 % 
yards of 36-inch checked material 
and V/% yards of 36-inch voile.

I will tell you 
an easy way to have Y W rite \ 
more money to spend \ m e a t
Thousands of women have 1 once/ ,
a vital need for m ore mo- ■ 
ney— to properly bring  up^ 
their family— to pay off a 
m ortgage or buy a home— to educate their 
children—to pay doctor bills, etc. M any of 
them have been helped in this problem  and 
now have money to spend and a permanent assured in
come by becoming our representatives and selling our

World’s  S ta r
H o s i e r y  and K h a rrK n it 

U n d e r w e a r
to their friends and neighbors. As we have shown 
them, we can show you a fine, independent way to 
have more money to spend.
W e ’ve H elped M o r e T h a n  2 7 ,0 0 0
They are now enjoying large and prosperous 
businesses with constantly increasing sales. 
With our help their incomes are growing larger every 
day. You can do the same as they have done. Write 
today! W© will send you our beautifully illustrated cat
alog—shows how easy it Is to become a World’s Star 
Money Maker. Protected territory— prompt deliveries. 

We have been In business 
for twenty -  seven years.

New Methods in 
Child Training

Now for the first time there 
is a  scientific m eth o d  in 
child training, founded on
the principle that confidence is the 
bajis o f control. This new system  
shows you how In your own home to  
correct the c a u so  of disobedience, 
wilfulness, untruthfulness and other 
dangerous habits which, if not prop
erly remedied, lead to  dire conse
quences. The trouble in most cases 
now is thst children are punished or 
scolded for what they do. The new 
method rem oves th e  c a u se -n o f  
by punishment or scolding but by 
confidence and cooperation along 
lines which are amazingly easy for  
any parent to instantly apply.

Hig&est Endowment*
prepared especially for the busy parent, is  producing remarkable 
and immediate results for the thousands of parenta 
In all parts of the world. It is  also en« 
dorseetby leading ed u cato rs. It covers 
all ageofrom  cradle to eighteen years.

O  1  "N ew  Methodsr ree Hook ,n cmm Tra,n-*  1  w v  Ing” is the title
o f a startling book which describes this 
new system and outlines the work of 
the Parents Association. Send letter or 
postal today and the book will be sent 
free--but do it  now as this announce
ment may never appear hero again.

T he Parent* A uociation
Dept. 679 Pleatant Hill, Ohio

Dr. Lawton’s Guaranteed

F A T  R E D U C E R
will show reduction taking place 
in eleven day* satisfactory to 

purchaser or money refunded 
without quibbling. 

Noexercue, diet or med
icines. Non-electrical, 
few minutes* daily use. 
Harmless. R eau lts  
speedy and perma
nent.
Endorsed by physi
cians. Entire cost 
$5.00 plus 20c for 

parcel post, insured.
($5.20).

Order Yours TodayI 

Dr. Thomas Lawton 
Dept. 207

120 W. 70th St., N. Y.

2819 2820 2817 2647 2812 2840 2850

For 5 0 ^
ye u  ca n  m ake  
th is  s w e a te r

T his loyely d ro p  -  s ti tc h  
sw e a te r  req u ires  only tw o  
skeins P eace Dale Ice
lan d  a t  25e each. D irec
tions fo r  k n ittin g  sen t f ree . 
O th e r Peace D ale yarns , 
new est colors, 14^c to  25c 
a n  oz. F in est qu a lity . 100 
sam ples se n t f re e .  Peace 
Dale M ills. D ep t. 743, 25 
M adison A ve., N ew  York.

PEACE DALE YARNS

We Pay $8 a Day
taking orders for Jennings Guaranteed Hosiery.

■Written guarantee with each 
ppair to wear and give satisfac

tion or new hose free.
Y ear round Position

No Lay offs
Regular customers and repeat 
orders make you steady income 
Hose for men, women and child
ren, all styles, colors and finest 
line silk hose, all guaranteed. 
Low priced. No experience nec
essary. W rite for samples. 

v JENNINGS MFG. CO. 
■Hose- 388 Dayton, Ohio



59

Fashions With Originality 
For Small Folks
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2694 Dress
5 sizes, 1-8 

T ransfer
Designs Nos. 1103 

ancl 690

No. 2694, C h i l d ' s  
S m o c k e d  D r e s s . Size 
6 requires 2 yards of 
36-inch material. For 
the gay flowers edging 
the hem, and the 
smocking b e l o w  the 
yoke, Transfer Designs 
Nos. 1103 and 690 may 
be used.

No. 2843, C h i l d ’ s  
C o a t ; raglan sleeves. 
Size 6 requires 1 % 
yards of 48-inch ma
terial and 1 yards of 
36-inch silk for lining. 
T h e  combination of 
raglan sleeves and a 
small yoke is quite new 
and original.

2847 Dress 
5 sizes, 2-10 

Kibbon 
T ransfer 

Design No. 1157

No. 2847, Child’s Slip-On 
Dress. Size 8 requires 2>)4 
yards of 40-inch organdie. 
This ruffled dress is trimmed 
with ribbon rosettes for which 
Transfer Design No. 1157 may 
be used.

2700 Dress 
5 sizes, 2-10 

T ran sfer Design No. 11S6

No. 2700, C hild 's Sl ip -On Dress and 
B l o o m e r s . Size 8 requires 3 yards of 
36-inch material. A plain self-color 
chambrav or linen with cross-stitch 
worked in a contrasting color makes a 
charming dress. Transfer Design No. 
1186 may be used.

No. 2811, G irl’s Slip-On Dress. Size 
8 requires 1 yard of 54-inch serge, and 
■ )4 yard of 40-inch silk for sleeves. The 
combination of serge and silk is much 
used even for small folk.

No. 2813, Boy’s N orfolk Su it ; knicker- 
bocker trousers. Size 10 requires 2I/Ss 
yards of 54-inch tweed. A practical 
suit of tweed or wool mixture for school 
is offered in this Norfolk model.

A Blessing on the Young
V ERY close to the well-being of a boy 

or girl is The "E -Z ” Waist Union Suit, 
that 3-in-l companion o f Health, Com 

fort and Economy. Approved for satisfaction 
over a quarter-century,"E-Z” is being made 
still better every day.

Tubular knitted straps are the " E -Z ” way o f 
putting all the weight o f  outer garments on 
the shoulders—taking stress and strain from 
chest and abdomen. Full sizes and the liberal 
comfort-cut drop seat add much to " E - Z ” 
freedom. Real-bone, breakless taped-on but
tons. The “ E -Z ” fabrics take long wear and 
hard usage as a matter o f  course.

Cleanliness surrounds the making o f every 
"E -Z ” W aist Suit. Sterilized and sealed in indi
vidual sanitary dustproof Glassine Envelopes.
Safe to wear before washing: great to wear 
thereafter.

W inter W eight (Blue Hanger) - - - $1.00
Extra Heavy W inter W eight (Purple Hanger) 1.25

T ry “ E-Z”  Nainsook Suits 
next Summer

AT GOOD STORES EVERYWHERE

T he E-Z W aist Company
61 W o rth  Street, N ew  Y ork City

Original and Sole Makers of 
“ E-Z ” Waist Union Suits 

The Complete Children’s Underwear 
of Health, Comfort and Economy 
fo r W in te r a n d  Sum m er W ear

2813 Dress 
5 sizes, 6-14

2694 2843 2847 2700 2811 2813 2823

No. 2823, G i r l ’s  D r e s s  ; two-piece skirt. 
Size 12 requires 2->s yards of 32-inch 
gingham. Something quite new is sug
gested in the applique pot of flowers 
for which Transfer Design No. 1172 
may be used.
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New Attractions in Needlecraft 
for Home and Wardrobe

1206— T ransfer P a tte rn  for Applique Towels 
or Pillow Cases. P a tte rn  consists of 2 pairs 
of designs 22 inches long, and designs for 
patch-pieces. Stam p the patch birds and bowl 
on b right contrasting m aterials such as blue 
and yellow, and applique to towels in button
hole-stitch. Use pink and blue for flowers in 
the other design. Em broider small flowers and 
dots of bo th  designs in lazy-daisy-stitch and 
French knots. Full directions given for crochet 
edge. Price, 20 cents. Blue.

12 10—T ransfer P a tte rn  for Allover Bead Band
ing. T here  are z 7A  yards of single banding 12 
inches wide. I t  is shown double in illustra
tion, and m ay be developed in either of the 
two popular styles of allover beading or French 
knots. Black or w hite beads contrasting with 
m aterial, or colored beads for either light or 
dark m aterials are equally fashionable. Motifs 
may be cu t apart from banding to use on 
blouse or sleeves. Price, 40 cents. Yellow.

1208—T ransfer P a tte rn  for F ab ric  o r Braid 
Trim m ing. P a tte rn  consists of 6 yards of single 
banding (show n double in illustration) i s/ s  
inches w ide; 6 medallions 6 x 4^  inches; 6 
yards of 1 94-inch squares. This trim m ing can 
be made from bias folds of the m aterial of dress 
or from braid, to be basted  over the paper de
sign, then worked in spider-stitch, and finally 
removed from paper and sewed to dress. Full 
directions are given. T he effect is sm art, the 
trim m ing eoonomical, and the banding easily 
adjustable to curved edges or insertion. Price, 
40 cents. Yellow.

12 12 — T ransfer P a tte rn  for Flow er Bead T rim 
ming. P a tte rn  consists of design for front of 
blouse, 1 1  m otifs 5 x 6 inches (righ ts  and 
lefts), and 8%  yards of banding 1  inch wide. 
This design looks specially delicate and dainty 
in crystal beads on dresses of soft evening 
shades, while for the practical afternoon dress, 
colored beads are invariably effective. Price, 
40 cents. Yellow.
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1207— Transfer P a tte rn  for C ross-Stitch Al
phabets. There are 6 complete alphabets given 
in 3 sizes. The sm allest size, y  inch high, is 
suitable for m arking  towels, napkins, e tc .; the 
m edium size, 1 inch high, for towels, pillow 
cases, sheets; and the largest size, 1 y2 inches 
high, for sheets, laundry  bags, luncheon cloths, 
etc. D irections given for placing and stam p
ing initials. Price, 30 cents. Yellow or blue.

1 2 1 1 — T ransfer P a tte rn  for C ross-Stitch Bed
spread. The center design m easures 20 x 21 
inches; there are 4 butterfly  m otifs about 7 
inches high, 5 flower motifs about 7 inches 
high, and 4 smaller flowers 5 inches high, for 
scarf or curtains. A color chart is also given, 
offering a guide to the artistic  development of 
this unique decoration for a bedspread. Suit
able m aterials for the spread are unbleached 
muslin, linen, poplin o r sateen. The w ork is 
fascinating to do, and the resu lt enduring and 
gratifying. Price, 40 cents. Yellow or blue.

1205— T ransfer P a tte rn  for L a rge  Beads or 
French Knots. P a tte rn  contains 3 yards of

suitable for dresses, capes, etc., carries a spe
cial appeal to the taste for sim plicity and style. 
I t  is equally attractive  in French  knots or in 
beads. Price, 40 cents. Yellow.

1209— T ransfer P a tte rn  for Small Motifs. There are 10 of the 
square patch m otifs 3 %  x 4y2 inches, and 2 each of the other 
m otifs illustrated. T he  longest m otifs are 5 TA  x  3 H  inches, the 
others from 2 %  to 4 V4  across. S tam ped on gay patches of 
gingham or cham bray, these m otifs m ake delightful trim m ing for 
children’s clothes, ladies’ aprons o r bungalow frocks. A border 
of squares for child’s dress as illustrated is specially attractive 
in checked gingham  patches. Full directions for em broidery 
and applique. Price, 25 cents. Yellow or blue.

1 2 1 2 H o w  to O b ta in  M c C a ll  K a u m a g ra p h  T r a n s fe r  P a tte r n s
Leading dealers nearly everywhere sell M cCall T ransfers. If  you find th a t you can’t  secure them, 
w rite  to The McCall Company, 232-250 W . 37th  St., New York City, or to the nearest B ranch 
Office, 208-2 1 2  S. Jefferson St., Chicago, 111.; 140 Second St., San Francisco, C al.; 82 N. Pryor 

St., A tlanta, G a .; 70 Bond S t., Toronto, Canada.



M cC a ll’s M agazine for Septem ber, 1922
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2838 .Combination
7 sizes, 34-46

2839 Camisole Slip 
7 sizes, 34-46

2830
Set of Underwear

6 sizes, 34-44

No. 2839, L a d i e s ’ C a m i s o l e  S l i p ; 34-inch length from 
natural waistline; 2-inch hem allowed. Size 36 requires 
2$/% yards of 36-inch material. Width at lower edge, 
1H  yards.

2829 Nightgown 
Small, medium, large 

T ransfer Design No. 571

No. 2838, L a m e s ’ C o m b i n a t i o n ; 
brassiere and step-in drawers. Size 
36 requires 2 yards of 36-inch ma
terial. An original design with many 
attractions.

No. 2816, L adies’ and M isses’ E n 
velope C h em ise . Small size requires 
2 yards of 40-inch material. Tucked 
and lace-trimmed is this dainty 
chemise.

No. 2828, Ladies’ Corset Cover. 
Size 36 requires 1 yard of 36-inch 
material. This design will appeal to 
those who do not care for the corset 
cover with ribbon straps.

No. 2829, Ladies’ and M isses’ 
N ightgown . Small size requires 33-jj 
yards of 36-inch material. Transfer 
Design No. 571 may be used for the 
butterfly motif.

No. 2830, L adies’ Set of Under
w e a r ; camisole and step-in drawers. 
Size 36 requires 2 yards of 36-inch 
material. Camisole Yi yard and 
drawers 1-Hs yards of 40-inch.

Make this gown yourself with Belding’s Silks
The silk fo r this gown in size 36 ( making it all one 
sort) will cost not to exceed $ IS.00 for Belding’s 
Taffeta, $18.85 fo r  Belding's Crepe de Chine, and 
$26.90 fo r  Balding's Crepe Cashmere—a most mod
ern crepe weave with the lovely dull lustre o f old- 
time cashmere. Use the New McCall's Pattern No.
‘2825 requiring fo r  size 36. 6 yds. o f Belding's 36- 
inch Taffeta, and 5% yds. o f Belding's 40-inch 
Crepe de Chine or Crepe Cashmere. ‘This pattern 
may also be made up using 4 % yds. o f 36-inch and 
4 yds. o f 40-inch material with an additional 1 % 
yds. of contrasting 40-inch material fo r yoke, sleeve 

insets, and panel facings.

GOJVN , a bit of dainty lingerie, or the lining to 
your new wrap will cost but little more when made 
from Belding’s Silks, but it will have an enduring 
beauty possible only in pure silk, free from harmful 
loading, and manufactured with the most experienced 
skill. W e weave our name—Belding’s—into the sel
vage of our fabrics as a guarantee of satisfactory wear. 
You will also find our guarantee tag on ready-to- 
wear garments made of Belding’s Silks. There is 
real economy in the use of Belding’s Silks.
Our booklet, “ Enduring” sent upon request, w ill tell you more about silks 
and silk •values. Belding Bros. Company, go2 Broadway, N ew  York City.

3 2  elding’s
^Makers of Gndurinq Silks
for ({owns, {filings, {ingerie
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Needed by  
E very Baby
Here are two powders essen
tial to the health and comfort 
of your Baby.

You, of course, know Men- 
nen Borated Talcum. It has 
been endorsed and insisted 
upon by three generations of 
mothers, nurses and doctors, 
because it is pure, has a cor
rectly balanced formula and is 
more adhesive than ordinary 
talc.

Kora-Konia is not a talcum. 
It is a combination of healing 
and protective agents and is 
wo nd e r f u l l y  ef f icient for 
prickly heat, chafing and babv 
rashes. It places on inflamed 
flesh a velvety film of cooling, 
soothing powder, which clings 
for a long time, protecting 
while it heals.

H ave you sent for Aunt 
Belle’s Baby Book? It is a 
substantial book, in stiff covers 
and contains all you need to 
know about babies. It will 
help you every day to keep 
Baby healthy and happy. It 
costs only 25 cents (35 cents 
in Canada). In de luxe bind
ing—$1.50 .

Th ^  P 'le rc r itE n  < C o m p d n v
341 Central Avenue

n tW f lR K ,  H J .  V J.Sd .
T H E  M ENNEN COM PANY, LIM ITED  

M ontreal, Quebec

N ew ark, N . J.

I  enclose 25 cents (C anada 35 cents) for 
Aunt Belle’s Baby Book.

Name

If Baby Does Not Gain
Then He Does Not Stand Still—He Goes Backward

B y C harles G ilm ore Kerley, M .D .

WHEN breast milk fails, it means 
that some other form of nourish
ment must be supplied the baby; 
a substitute must be found for 

the mother’s milk and that substitute must 
be one which the child’s digestive organs 
and digestive juices are fashioned to utilize.

Cows’ milk supplies the best substitute 
for the reason that it is available and con
tains similar nutritional elements, but in 
different proportions from those that exist 
in human milk. Further, the fat and pro
tein of cows’ milk are unlike those of 
mothers’ in certain respects which render 
cows’ milk more difficult than human milk 
for the infant to digest. Remember that 
cows’ milk is made for the stomach of the 
calf, and the baby is not to be criticized 
if cows’ milk disagrees with him.

Both human milk and cows’ milk con
tain milk sugar, but human milk contains 
almost twice as much as does milk from 
the cow. In substitute feeding, it is neces
sary to change the proportions of the fat, 
sugar and protein of cows’ milk in order 
to make them conform as closely as pos
sible to the fat, protein and sugar of human 
milk.

This procedure has given rise to the 
term “modified milk.” Either top milk or 
whole milk is used, with the addition of 
water and milk sugar to make up the sugar 
deficiencies. All this is done for the pur
pose of making the nutritional elements 
correspond quantitatively to similar nutri
tional elements in human milk.

Such treatment of cows’ milk will make 
it suitable for a great many infants. In 
others who do not take kindly to artificial 
feeding, the m i l k  
must be adapted to 
the child’s digestive 
possibilities as well 
as to his nutritional 
requirements.

This f e a t u r e  
makes it extremely 
difficult in a com
munication of this 
n a t u r e  to give a 
series of formulas 
that will answer for 
all infants. In fact, 
a few infants cannot 
tolerate fresh cows’ 
milk regardless of its 
manipulation; others 
will take it without 

| much inconvenience 
but fail to thrive.
In such instances, 
evaporated milk or 
one of the dried 
milk foods for in
fants may have to 
be substituted for 
temporary use until the child’s digestive 
organs can care for other food.

An error frequently made in the use of 
cows’ milk in infant feeding, is to give the 
milk mixture too strong at the beginning. 
As a result, the digestive organs are over
taxed, the child vomits, has colic or 
diarrhea, or has obstinate constipation, and 
of course fails to grow.

In the feeding formulas which will ap
pear later, it is to be understood that they 
are arranged for the nutritional wants of 
the average, well infant for the given ages. 
In the matter of feeding, every infant is a 
law unto himself and must have personal 
consideration.

Evidence of Successful Feeding: The
infant gains weight, at least four ounces a 
week. He is hungry at the feeding hours, 
satisfied and comfortable when the bottle 
is empty. There should be two smooth 
yellow stools daily.

Cows’-milk-fed babies are often troubled 
with constipation. In such infants lime 
water is omitted from the formula, plain 
water added to maintain the right pro
portions in the mixture and milk of mag
nesia, one to two teaspoons, is stirred into

the milk formula, when it is ready for the 
bottles. As much may be used as is found 
necessary to relieve the constipation. It is 
best not to put the magnesia into one 
feeding portion.

Evidence, of Unsuccessful Feeding: 
Vomiting, discomfort after feeding, habitual 
colic, green stools with undigested milk 
curds and a loss or a very small gain in 
weight.

A peculiar feature of a baby is the 
necessity for a gain in weight. If his weight 
remains stationary, it means more than 
that the infant is not growing; it means 
that the muscles will soften, the bones will 
fail to develop and the blood and the 
nervous system will take on retrograde 
changes.

It is the infant’s business to grow, and 
when he does not grow, it does not mean 
that he simply stands still; he goes back
ward.

IT is in such infants, non-growing and 
suffering from insufficient food, that 
rachitis is apt to develop. A frequent 

error in family life—particularly with the 
third or fourth or later child under con
sideration—is to be satisfied with small 
results. Every infant should be weighed 
regularly and inspected, stripped, by a 
physician once a month.

Agencies that influence the digestive 
processes: It is very essential that the
infant be kept clean, comfortably clad and 
not handled too much. A vast majority of 
the infants who, because of feeding diffi
culties, are brought to me, belong to the 
unfortunate first-born. The greater the 

number of the adult 
relatives, so much 
more difficult is the 
situation for the 
child and the doctor. 
The fourth or fifth 
child never suffers 
from over-attention 
in the b e s t  of 
families.

Excessive atten
tions mean nervous
ness, indifferent sleep 
and indifferent food 
assimilation. A tired, 
overworked i n f a n t  
will invariably have 
a poor digestion. In 
my management of 
the t r o u b l e s o m e  
first - born in the 
average family, I am 
required to exert 
more energy often
times w i t h  t h e  
family than I do 
with the baby. 

Market milk may contain bacteria and 
it is best to heat all milk fed to babies.

The terms commonly employed to desig
nate the heating process are, Sterilization 
and Pasteurization: Milk is said to be 
sterilized when it has been heated to 212 
degrees Fahrenheit and kept at this point 
for thirty minutes.

Pasteurized milk is milk heated to 155 
degrees Fahrenheit and kept at this tem
perature for thirty minutes.

For pasteurizing, a special apparatus is 
required which is not practicable for many 
people. As a general proposition it is safer 
to bring the best milk obtainable to the 
boiling point when it may be removed from 
the fire, allowed to cool a bit and then 
made up according to physician’s formula.

When the formula is prepared it should 
be poured into as many nursing bottles as 
there are feedings in the twenty-four hours. 
Absorbent cotton should be used for 
stoppers. The bottles should be cooled 
rapidly by placing them in the cold water 
and when cool they should be put in the 
compartment where the ice is kept and 
should remain there until a bottle is re
quired for the feeding.

W HAT is “modified m ilk?"
How can you be sure baby's 

formula is agreeing with him?
Why is it so desperately im

portant for him to gain in weight?
W hat is the fatal result of wrong 

feeding?
Js it wise to pasteurize his milk 

at home?
These are only a few of the 

questions that throng into the 
young mother's mind about her 
bottle-fed baby. She will find the 
answer to them in Dr. Kerley's 
clear, concise rules set down on 
this page.

Cheer Food
With 25 %  flake bran

Bran is a cheer food. It ends the cause 
of m any a grouch. Everybody needs it, 
as everybody knows.

Pettijohn’s makes it delightful. Here the 
bran is hidden in delicious flakes of wheat.

Thit* m orning dainty, loved by 
all, hides 25 p e r-cen t, flake 
bran.

Every doctor approves it. 
M illions of hours of good cheer 
have been due to it. See how 
30 days of Pettijohn’s helps the 
folks about you. Learn how 
they enjoy it.

The Quaker Oats Company

BE A U TIFU L In fa n ts  S ty le  Book se n t free.
P ic tu res every th in g  fo r li t t le  to ts  — from 

simplest separate garments to elaborate hand
made layettes. Tasteful designs, fine materials, 
dainty trimmings. Also blankets and_ nursery 
furniture. All a t low prices. Satisfaction guar- 
anteed. Style Book sent Free. W rite for it today, j 
C5 3 8 ’-  ST. at FIFTH AVE.KLTie Jjrijailt m New York,

....Ml...... I. " I1 IflTflll i'ir 11*1" . Ml 'MI'I1' JIIMIII' '11 ''I. ''I'li ' JAddress
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THE MCCALL 
FOOD BUREAU

Summer’s Late Fruits
Turn Them Into Jellies and Jams for Winter

B y  L ilian  M . G u n n

Department Foods and Cookery, Teacher’s College, Columbia University

7 , T

WHEN conserving fruits and 
vegetables for the winter 
menus, keep these general do’s 
and don’ts in mind:

Cleanliness should be the keynote in 
canning.

Have all products as fresh from the 
garden as possible.

Be sure to provide yourself with a 
new rubber for each glass and jar you 
fill. Much good material which goes 
into the containers may be spoiled and 
the contents wasted if you try to 
economize by using old rubbers.

Paraffin may be used more than once 
if it is carefully washed and reheated.

For the average family, use small 
cans, as all the contents can be served 
and eaten at one time, and small quan
tities of vegetables or fruits may be 
preserved often.

Provide yourself with labels which 
may easily be pasted on the jars and 
cans. I t is well to 
add the date of pre
serving so that one 
may use the older 
product first.

The making of 
jellies is much sim
plified n o w a d a y s  
by the fruit pectin 
one may o b t a i n  
ready for use. Anx
iety for fear the 
jelly will not harden 
no longer exists, and 
the length of time 
in cooking is short
ened if one uses the 
pectin product.

Fruit butters may 
be made from the 
pulp left from many 
jellies and also from 
bruised fruits which 
could not be used 
for canning.

Fruit juices and 
shrubs m a k e  re
freshing drinks. Be 
sure to make some.

Don’t fail to put 
up marmalades and 
pickles. They are in
valuable for winter.

covered overnight. Strain through a 
jelly bag and for every pint of juice 
use three-fourths pound of sugar. Stir 
until the sugar is dissolved and heat 
slowly to the boiling point. Skim, let 
boil five minutes and bottle while hot. 
Seal the corks with paraffin or sealing 
wax.

P IN E A P P L E  M ARMALADE

1 pineapple 
3 cups sugar

3 lemons 
2 cups raisins

\ \ •r° ye"

C H IN E S E  PEARS

8 pounds pears 
4 pounds sugar 
14 pound Canton ginger 

cut in small pieces 
3 lemons

Wipe the pears, 
remove the stems, 
quarter and core.
Slice in thin slices.
Add the sugar and 
ginger and let them 
stand o v e r n i g h t  
closely covered. Slice the lemons very 
thin, rejecting the seeds; add sliced 
lemons to the pears and cook very 
slowly for two hours.

Q U IN C E  H O N E Y

7 large quinces _ 5 pounds sugar
1 pint boiling water

Pare and grate the quinces, add the 
sugar and the water and stir until it 
commences to boil; then boil twenty 
minutes, pour into jelly glasses and cover 
with paraffin. If a red color is pre
ferred cook the mixture a little longer.

P L U M -A N D -R A IS IN  J A M

Pare the pineapple, saving all the 
juice; cut into small cubes. Add the 
sugar and the grated rind and juice 
of the lemons. Cook thirty minutes or 
until thick; add the raisins. Cook five 
minutes longer and pour into glass con
tainers.

PRESERVED P U M P K IN  RIND

Remove the inside of the pumpkin, 
peel the rind and cut into inch squares.

Cover with vinegar 
and let stand for 
twenty-four hours. 
Drain and make a 
sirup of the vinegar 
and brown sugar, 
using three-quarters 
cup of sugar to one 
of vinegar. Add two 
teaspoons of cloves 
tied in a bag. Put 
the pumpkin in the 
sirup and boil slowly 
until it is trans
pa r e n t ,  skimming 
when necessary.

If a very sweet 
product is desired, 
e q u a l  p a r t s  of 
vinegar and sugar 
may be used.

CH OPPED GREEN 
TOMATO P IC K L E

1 peck green tomatoes
2 green peppers 
12 medium-sized onions

Remove the seeds 
from the peppers; 
chop them and the 
tomatoes. Slice the 
onions fine, add four 
tablespoons salt and 
let stand overnight 
in a colander. Cover 
with vinegar a n d  
add one tablespoon 
each of cinnamon, 
clove and allspice. 
Boil five minutes.

GRAPE M ARMALADE 

Pick over, wash 
and mash the grapes. 
Cook slowly until 
they are soft. Force 
through a sieve until 

all has gone through but the seeds and 
skins. Rinse the seeds and skins in a 
very little water and add this to the 
pulp. Let it simmer half an hour. Mea
sure the pulp and add an equal amount 
of sugar. Reheat and boil ten minutes 
or until very thick.

S H IR L E Y  SAUCE
1 peck of ripe tomatoes 3 cups sugar

peeled and sliced 3 green p e p p e r s  
3 onions peeled and seeded and shredded

sliced 2 tablespoons salt
1 quart vinegar

Mix and simmer for three hours. 
Bottle or put into jars.

TOMATO CA TCH U P

Peach-and-Raisin
Conserve

4 pounds peaches skinned 
and stoned 

3 pounds sugar 
3 cups water 
2 cups raisins seeded 
\ /  cups blanched almonds 

shredded

Cook the peaches, water 
and sugar about fifteen 
minutes, add the raisins 
and cook until the mixture 
thickens; add the almonds 
and cook five minutes 
longer. Pour into glass 
containers. Label the con
tainer with name of the 
conserve and date of pre
serving.

6 cups pitted plums 
3 cups water

2 cups seeded raisins 
4 cups sugar

Cook the plums in the water until 
they are soft, add the raisins and sugar, 
cook very slowly about thirty minutes 
or until the mixture is thick; stir 
occasionally. Pour into jelly glasses 
a»d cover with paraffin.

RASPBERRY SH RU B

Put the raspberries in a porcelain 
kettle and crush with a wooden spoon. 
Cover with cider vinegar and let stand

y2 b u s h e l  ripe 
tomatoes 

1 quart vinegar 
cup salt

2 tablespoons each of 
clove and allspice 
and black pepper 

1 tablespoon cayenne

Cut up the tomatoes and boil until 
soft, strain through a colander. Add the 
other ingredients and boil until it is 
reduced one-half in bulk. Bottle when 
cold. Seal.

Catchup is a flavoring not only for 
meats and soups but can be used in a 
variety of ways all winter. Salad dress
ings, for instance, are livened by a dash 
of good, homemade catchup.

Home-canned Tomatoes 
firm enough lor Salads
HOME-CANNED Tomatoes, firm enough for salads— how 

interesting! Usually, canned tomatoes are nothing more 
than a pulpy mess, with none of the firmness, and little of the 
color and flavor of the fresh vegetable.

The picture of the big jar, made from an actual photograph, 
will give you an idea of the appearance of Lorain-canned tomatoes. 
But, neither pictures nor words can possibly describe the fresh
tasting deliciousness of fruits and vegetables canned at home by 
this new method, which is so simple that a child can understand it.

T h o u sa n d s  u p o n  
th o u sa n d s  of happy 
housewives who own 
L o r a in -e q u ip p e d  gas 
ranges now do all their 
canning in the oven, and 
do it quicker, easier, 
cheaper, and with far 
better results.

If you owned a gas 
range equipped with the 
Lorain Oven Heat Regu
lator this is the way 
you’d c a n  tomatoes:
First you’d scald them to loosen 
skins: Then you’d dip them quickly 
into cold water; and peel. Next, 
you’d pack them whole in sterilized 
jars, or, if too large, you’d halve or 
quarter them.

No water is used. A  teaspoonful 
of salt is put into every quart jar, 
half that amount in every pint jar. 
Then the scalded rubber is placed 
on the filled jar, and the cover 
loosely adjusted.

The filled jars are then put into 
the lighted oven, the Lorain Oven 
Heat Regulator set at 250  degrees, 
and the door closed. Quart jars are

left in the oven one 
hour, pint jars forty min
utes. After putting the 
jars in the oven you’d set 
the alarm clock. Then 
you’d go out of t h e  
kitchen. When t h e  
clock signalled you’ d re
turn, remove jars from 
oven, tighten the lids, 
and your canning would 
be done.

Any fruit or vegetable 
canned by the Lorain 

Oven Method will keep indefinite
ly, and have a firmness, color and 
flavor that you expect to find only 
in things that come fresh from 
the garden.

Wherever gas is used you’ll find 
dealers who’ll gladly demonstrate 
themarvelouscooking-achievements 
ofaLorain-equipped gas range—oven 
canning, u n atten ded  whole-meal 
cooking, and baking that neverfails.

If you’ ll fill in and mail the 
attached coupon we’ ll send to you, 
free of charge, a chart that explains 
in detail the best way to can 37 dif
ferent fruits and vegetables.

159 Chouteau Ave., St. Louis, Mo.AMERICAN STOVE COMPANY,
L a rg es t M a kers o f  G as R a n g es in th e  W orld

W e  m a n u fa c t u r e  o il  a n d  c o a l  s to v e s  f o r  u se  w h e r e  g a s  is  n ot a v a ila b le , 
b u t the **L o r a in  R e g u la to r *  * c a n n o t  b e u s e d  on  th ese .

One easy turn o f the Lorain 
red wheel gives you a choice o f 
44  measured and controlled 
oven heats for any kind o f oven 

cooking or baking

LORAIN
o v e n  h e a t  r e g u l a t o r

Only these famous Gas Stoves are equipped 
with the “ Lorain"

CLARK JE W E L -G eo rg e  M. Clark & Co.
Div., Chicago, 111.

DANGLER—Dangler Stove Company Div., 
Cleveland, Ohio

DIRECT ACTION—National Stove Company 
Div., Lorain, Ohio

NEW  PRO CESS—New Process Stove Company 
Div., Cleveland, Ohio

QUICK M EAL—Quick Meal Stove Company 
Div., St. Louis, Mo.

RELIABLE—Reliable Stove Com pany Div., 
Cleveland, Ohio

AM ERICAN STO VE COMPANY 
159 Chouteau Ave., St. Louis, Mo.

Please send me free copy of “ Lorain Oven Canning 
Chart. ”

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

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

City...................................................................................................

State..................................................................................................

M y favorite stove is ............................................................
1922
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F o r  y o u r  D r a p e r i e s ,  
F u r n i t u r e ,  W a i l s

For the finest mansion or the humblest cottage, 
KAPOCK is the fabric ideal.

The beautiful designs and lustrous colorings are the 
acme of quality and refinement. The sunfast, tub-fast 
colors and the double w idth  for sp littin g  make 
KAPOCK truly economical.

Send 6c in stamps for w indow  drapery 
" K A P O C K  S K E T C H  B O O K ”  

beautifully illustrated in colors.

A. THEO. ABBOTT &c CO.
D e p t. S  P h ilad e lp h ia , Pa.

B e  s u r e  i t 's  K A P O C K .  G e n u in e  h a s  n a m e  
o n  s e l v a g e .

Make the walls of your home indicate your good 
taste by decorating in the exact color to best 
harmonize with your rugs and furnishings soft 
mat-like finishes in any one of the myriad of 
tones and tints produced by mixing or inter
mixing the standard colors of

T h e  ( 'r o s s  a w l  c i r 
c le  i s  p r i n t e d  in  
r e d  o n  e v e r y  g e n 
u i n e  p a c k a g e .

Pleasing walls 
for tasteful homes

Instead of Kalsom ine or W all Paper

Alabastine comes in five pound packages. It is in powdered 
form. One package mixed with two quarts of pure water 
either hot or cold makes a wall coating which can be 
applied with a suitable brush to any interior surface. 
Alabastine is artistic, sanitary, economical and can be 
obtained at almost any store selling paints.

ALABASTINE COMPANY, 664 Grandville Avenue, Grand Rapids, Mich. 

A sk  Y ou r D ealer A b o u t the A la b a stin e  Opaline Process

No Postcards
[Continued from page j i ]

V et he kep t silent. A nd the thought 
w hich  w as upperm ost in his m ind w as th is : 
th a t  while M a rq u an d  w as hun ting  several 
yards too  sho rt, H acke tt had  already  passed 
over th is very  spo t, tw ice— passed it  over, 
and either been blind, o r calculating.

H e w as th ink ing  fast. T he m en had 
agreed to  p lay  to u rn am en t rules, an d  there 
is no rule in golf w hich requires a  m an to 
find his opp o n en t’s ball. T he  only rule 
w hich is p e rtin en t requires the  p layer to  
find the ball w ith in  five m inutes, or to  con
cede the hole. T o  concede the  hole, in th is 
specific instance, m ean t to concede the 
m atch . A nd he co u ldn 't u n d erstan d  how  
H ack e tt could possibly have gone w ith in  
a club ’s-length o f th a t  little  w hite  sphere, 
and  n o t m arked  it.

T w en ty  yard s aw ay, M a rq u an d  and  the 
caddies w ere still th rash ing . B ehind him, 
H acke tt w as poking ab o u t w ith  h is iron. 
“F o u r m inu tes,” said  M r. G risw old.

I t  occurred to  him , then , th a t above 
all things, he m ust be judicial. H e m u stn ’t 
condem n H ack e tt, on suspicion, because it 
w as perfectly  possible, even if  it w ere as
tounding , th a t  H ack e tt h a d n ’t  seen th e  ball 
a t  all. “F o u r  m inu tes an d  a ha lf,” he said, 
an d  w heeled abou t. H ack e tt w as standing 
alm ost on the  ball itself, as M r. G risw old 
rem em bered the  location.

As he w ent over to w ard  it, H acke tt 
m oved aw ay . M r. G risw old, his eyes on 
his w atch , found  the tu f t  of grass and  the 
m ole-hole— opened his m o u th — an d  left it  
open. T h e  ball w a sn 't there.

In s ta n tly  he knew , as clearly as though 
he had  w itnessed the  action , th a t  H acke tt 
w hether accidentally  o r on purpose, had  
struck  his foot against th a t  tu f t, an d  th a t 
the ball h ad  d isappeared , forever, u nder
ground. I f  he accused H ack e tt, M a rq u an d  
w ould  n a tu ra lly  dem and  to  know  w hy M r. 
G risw old him self h ad  concealed h is in fo rm a
tion . I t  w ould  be a  delicate th ing  to  
explain.

A nd there  w as som ething else. I f  he 
ever charged H ack e tt w ith  deliberate cheat
ing, there w as an o th er step  w hich m ust 
inev itab ly  follow . H ack e tt w ould  have to 
be separa ted  from  the  G ib ra lta r T ru s t 
C om pany, an d  H ack e tt w as a valuable m an.

F inally , it w as quite  w ith in  the  bounds 
of reason th a t  H ack e tt h ad  kicked th a t 
ball dow n the  m ole-hole b y  sheer accident. 
In  th is  case he should, of course, have 
published th e  fact a t  once. H e h a d  de
p a rted  from  the  code, an d  cou ldn’t  be held 
blameless. H e h ad  upheld  M r. G risw old's 
early  in tu itio n , and  he h ad  w eakened under 
fire.

“ F ive m inu tes,” said M r. G risw old.
“Oh, come on ,” said  H ack e tt. “We 

d o n 't  need to  run  it  as fine as th a t.”
M a rq u an d  h ad  left off beating  the grass, 

and  cam e u p  to  them . H is smile w as 
m echanical, b u t a t least it  w as a smile. 
“T h ere ’s no sense playing a gam e a t  all if 
you d o n ’t  stick to  the  rules,” he said. “ I t ’s 
y o u r hole an d  m atch , F ra n k .”

“T h a t’s the  toughest k ind  of luck, Roger. 
Y ou had  me lashed to  the m ast. I  d id n 't 
th in k  I h ad  the  chance of a  w ax ca t in a 
bonfire.”

M a rq u an d  laughed fitfully . “Well, 
s tric tly  betw een ourselves, /  d id n ’t  th in k  
you  did, e ither.”

T hey  shook hands, form ally, an d  to 
gether w ith  M r. G risw old, w ho h a d n ’t  ye t 
u tte red  a  syllable, th ey  s ta rte d  fo r the  
clubhouse. As they  reached th e  steps M a r-  

! q u an d  said, w ith  an  effo rt: “W ell, sir, I ’ll
see abou t getting  m y passport, M o n d a y .” 

“ R ig h t,” said M r. G risw old  an d  drew  
a long b rea th . “A nd I  hope w e’ll have  a 
good tr ip , R oger.”

H e w as w ondering  w h a t he should  tell 
Peggy. F o r  if he even m entioned  th e  in 
ciden t to  her, he knew  th a t  i t  w ould  destroy  
an  ideal. I t  w as a t  th is  in s ta n t th a t  in 
spiration  came to  him .

A nd so, w hen he found  h e r  w aiting  on 
the clubhouse veranda, he  sm iled a t  her so 
oddly th a t  she w as a t  once inquisitive. 

“ W h a t on e a r th ’s the  m a tte r , d a d d y ? ” 
H is smile broadened. “Oh, noth ing. 

W e’ve arranged  fo r R oger to  m ake the  tr ip .” 
T he tw o  young  men nodded . “I ’m so rry  

to  miss it, m yself,” said  H ack e tt, regre t
fully, “ b u t R oger’Il be a b e tte r  m an— and 
then th ere ’s a lw ays a conso lation .”

She laughed and  b lushed a  little , and  
glanced a t M arq u an d . “W ill y o u  rem em ber 
to  send m e a p ic tu re -p o stcard  once in a 
w hile, R o g e r?”

“ N o ,” said h e r  fa ther, unexpectedly, and  
alm ost explosively. “ H e w o n ’t .”

T hey  all tu rn e d  to  h im ; an d  fo r a 
m om ent there w as a  silence— the silence of 
bew ilderm ent. T hen  Peggy s a id : “W hy n o t ?” 

H is sense of hum or h ad  risen to  the 
level of h is sense of justice. “Because the 
t r ip ’s begun to  look so different to  m e,” 
said M r. G risw old, “ th a t  I ’m th ink ing  of 
tak ing  you  along, too, Peggy. T h a t is, if 
you  can get ready  in tim e. C an you— do 
you th in k ? ”

H e never fo rgo t the  expressions w hich he 
saw , then , upon the  faces of those three 
young  people— especially could he never 
fo rget H ack e tt’s.

Sani-Flush does the work that 
you formerly had to do by hand, 
or by other uncertain methods.

Simply sprinkle a little of it 
into the bowl, follow the direc
tions on the can— and flush.

Sani-Flush makes the closet 
bowl and the hidden trap spot
lessly clean— and consequently 
odorless. And it cleans without 
injuring either the bowl or con
nections. Keep it handy in your 
bathroom.

Sani-Flush is sold at grocery, drug, 
hardware, plumbing and house
furnishing stores. If you cannot 
buy it locally at once, send 25c in 
coin or stamps for a full sized can, 
postpaid. (Canadian price, 35c; 
foreign price, 50c.)

T H E  H Y G IE N IC  P R O D U C T S  C O . 
C a n to n ,  O h io

Canadian Agents
Harold F. Ritchie & Co., Ltd., Toronto

CPThe secret of killing ra ts
^ ^ R a ts  won’t eat food they know has killed other rats. 

That’s why or. inary rat poisons fail. Rats remember 
them from night to night. But Rough on Rats is mixed 
with ether foods, a different food each night. This fools 
rals. Rough on Rats economically exterminates in 
three night . Don't die in house. A t drug and general 
stores. Send for free booklet, “ Ending Rais and Mice.”  

E.S. WELLS. Chemist

S ta n d a rd  U n d erw o o d s
5 - Y e a r  G u a r a n te e

Yes, this genuine Standard Visible W rit 
ingr U n d e r 
wood newlyr  
rebu ilt, at 
much le s s  
than factory 
price, yours 

for$3.00down 
and then easy 

monthly payments.
10 Days’ FREE Trial 

Try tt for 10 days s t  our risk.Monev back guarantee. Send now free book. Big bargain offer.
T Y P E W R I T E R  E M P O R I U M  1 1 7 6  S h i p m a n  B u i l d i n g

N e w  M o n e y  M a k i n g  P l a n
D o  y o u  w a n t $2 an hour or m ore for your 

spare t im e — $ 3 i  to  $60 a w eek  for en tire  tim e  i 
Our n e w  sa les  system  is m ak ing  b ig m o n ey  for 
m en and w o m en  as factory agen ts in  s e ll in g  

MALLOCH KNIT HOSE
G u a r a n te e d  f o r  6  m o n t h s

and q u a lity  u n d erw ear— direct from m ills  to 
w earer. L et us start you  in  a b usin ess of your  
ow n  w ith  our F ree Sam ple O utfit and n ew  
p lan s. W e  pay  all ex p ress . B ecom e  
o u r  D is tric t M an ag er— ap p o in t su b-agents  
and w e  pay you  a com m ission  on  the goods 
th ey  s e l l— W rite  to d ay .
MALLOCH KNITTING MILLS

229 OTTAWA STREET GRAND RAPIDS, MICH.

0 3 2 5
A T FA C T O R Y  P R IC E

Wing Pianos and Players shipped di
rect to you on 4 w eeks’ trial. Save 25 to 
50 per cent. Rich mellow tone. 40 year 
guarantee. Thousands in use. Write 
at once for new book showing 38 styles.
Rasy terms arranged i f  desired. O ne o f  o u r  S8 s ty le s
W IN G  &  S O N ,  ( E s t .1 8 6 8 ) ,  D e p t . l 9 - A ,  9 t h  A v e .&  1 3 t h S t . ,N .Y .

r— M ildred Roberts m ade $886.79— ;
So C a n  Y ou

B y  selling  our beautiful D re ss  floods. D ain ty 
H an dk erch iefs, D urable H o siery , etc. W hole or 
part tim e. P rotected T erritory . E xp e rien ce  or 
m oney un n ecessary .W riteto d ay fo rF re e  Booklet. 
M itc h e ll  ft  C h u rc h  C o . ,  I n c , ,  D e p t .  3 7 ,  B in g h a m to n ,  N .Y .
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Walls Grave and Gay
B r i l l i a n t  C o l o r  a n d  D e s i g n  M i n g l e  W i t h  P l a i n  T o n e s

By Ruby Ross Goodnow

PA R IS sets the styles for in terio r 
decorations ju st as she does fo r 
clothes, an d  in P aris  now  is an  ex 
tra o rd in a ry  vogue fo r figured w all

papers. All the young a rtis ts  are am using 
them selves (an d  filling their pockets be
sides) by  designing en trancing  papers. The 
difficulty o f selecting these papers is th a t 
th ey  are to o  entrancing. A little  p a tte rn  
goes a  long w ay  in decorating.

I t  is tru e  th a t  w e have  g row n tire d  of 
hav ing  room s w ith  th e  sam e plain wall 
finishes as those of o u r neighbors, so w ith 
ou t d o u b t we shall tak e  -certain of the  new 
figured w all-papers in to  favo r. B u t we 
m u st n o t use to o  m any  of them . In  Paris 
alm ost every  room  is papered  w ith  the new 
figured papers, an d  I  w as am azed to  find, 
opening one in to  ano ther, room s w ith  
th e  m ost ex trao rd in ary  colors an d  designs. 
C onsidering each room  as a  separa te  un it 
th e  effect w as in teresting , b u t a ltogether 
the  various designs w ere confusing.

V arie ty  m ay be the  spice of life, b u t too 
m uch of i t  will certa in ly  spoil th e  flavor 
of good decoration . P a tte rn s  are fascinat
ing, b u t  th ey  m u st be separa ted  by  plain 
spaces to  be enjoyed. A succession of 
room s opening one in to  an o th e r  and 
papered  in varied  p a tte rn s  is cheapening, 
b u t if a  p la in -toned  hallw ay  connects tw o 
room s, th ey  m ay  have to ta lly  different 
papers. A plain light yellow  hallw ay m ight 
connect a  s itting -room  papered  in g ray- 
b lue stripes, fo r instance, and  a  dining-room  
papered  w ith  a green an d  g ray  landscape 
pap er of bold  design, an d  each w ould  help 
the  o ther. If , on the  co n tra ry , the hall 
w ere papered  in a  bold ly  p a tte rn ed  paper, 
all the  room s opening from  it  w ould have 
to be hung w ith  papers of plain effect. 
S triped  p apers an d  sprigged papers are so 
conventional in  th e ir  repeated  form s as to 
have  the  effect of being plain, how ever.

TH E  selection o f w all-papers m ay be 
governed by  m any  th ings—your
w oodw ork , y o u r curtains, o r even 

y o u r  fu rn itu re .
I f  y o u r  w oodw ork  is of some stained 

w ood, y o u  can use papers of deep tones, 
an d  th e  w eigh t of the  w oodw ork  will be 
lessened. W ifh  oak or w a ln u t trim , the 
o ld-fashioned landscape papers an d  those 
representing  the designs of crewel w ork  or 
blocked linens are excellent. O r, such plain 
papers as m iddle tones of pow der blues, 
deep grays, tans , an d  sage-greens.

W ith  m ahogany w oodw ork  an insipid 
o r too  d a in ty  paper will m ake the  trim  
seem very  red  an d  coarse, an d  the  trim  
w ill m ake the  pap er seem feeble an d  pale. 
M aho g an y  fu rn itu re  alw ays loses its  d is
tinction  in a room  w ith  m ahogany  tr im — 
w hite  p a in t is alw ays b e tte r, and  w ith  it 
a p aper o f sharp , clear color, or no color, 
such as g ray . Y ou  m ust never forget th a t 
the  eye sees m ahogany  n o t as a dark  w ood 
b u t as a dark  red mass.

I f  y o u  can p a in t y o u r  w oodw ork , you 
m ay  use light, cool papers, an d  p a in t the 
trim  from  th e ir  basic colors. A paper w ith  
a  w hite  ground , fo r instance, is pleasantest 
w ith  w hite  w oodw ork . C ream  w oodw ork

sim ply m akes the  w hite  paper look blue, 
an d  itself takes a d ir ty  tone . Therefore, 
y o u r papers should be chosen before your 
w oodw ork  is pain ted . W hite w oodw ork 
is a lw ays charm ing, b u t w e are so accus
tom ed to  it th a t  the m odern m ethod  of 
pain ting  the tr im  pale blue, w ith  a paper 
of blue ground , or pale green, w ith  a  paper 
in  w hich  th e  dom inan t color is green, gives 
our room s a  certain  sm art a ir  th a t  is very 
agreeable.

S harp  differences in color are som e
tim es excellent. A brigh t lettuce-green 
pain t on trim  and  a w hite  pap er do tted  
w ith  green, w ill m ake a fresh, sum m ery 
room . Few  houses are  to o  light, a n d  one 
m ay  alw ays choose a  scheme th a t  m akes 
for g rea ter light, ra th e r  th an  a  dark  and 
“ rich” scheme. “ R ich ” papers are in 
ev itab ly  gloom y an d  taw dry -look ing  in  a 
strong light. Papers im itating  dark  
tapestries have  noth ing  to  recom m end them  
except th a t  they  do n o t “ show d ir t,” b u t 
the  reproductions of old landscape papers 
— Chinese, Ita lian , A m erican— are fine and 
inexpensive decoration , an d  are especially 
valuable in  hallw ays and  d in ing-room s, 
w here there  is a  certain  m onotony  of 
fu rn itu re .

PL A IN  papers shou ld  be used in fine 
room s— by w hich I m ean room s of 
fine arch itec tu ra l detail, o r room s in 

w hich the  fu rn itu re  is so in teresting  th a t 
the  w alls m u st be kept as backgrounds. 
T he m anufactu re rs to d a y  give us dozens 
of papers o f pale tones.

I  am  now  struggling w ith  a ta ll, th in  
city  house bu ilt like an elevator, an d  I 
have  had  a  difficult tim e reconciling m y 
theories of sane an d  simple decorating  w ith  
m y passion fo r w all-papers.

T he house is five stories high, only tw o 
room s on each floor, w ith  the sta ir  hall 
going u p  th rough  the  center of the  house. 
T he en trance hall is on the  street level. 
F orm erly  i t  w as th e  k itchen, b u t in order 
to  gain space, I am  using the full w idth  
of the house, and  th a t  is only tw elve feet, 
fo r th is entrance hall. T h is  hall-room  is 
papered  w ith  pale gray-b lue paper, per
fectly plain, to  suggest pain t. T his pale 
F rench blue is a p leasant color in relation 
to  the o th er colors, so it goes stra igh t up 
th rough  the five floors of the  house, and 
is em phasized by the trim  being pain ted  
the sam e tone, and  ceiling a slightly lighter 
tone of the same color.

Against th e  charm ing blue of th is hall 
I  shall hang , as it were, m y collection of 
fram ed  b its  of w all-papers, old an d  new, 
large an d  sm all, in the  room s opening from  
the hall. Y ou can im agine w h a t a trium ph  
it is to be able to  enjoy all these patterns 
an d  colors, and a t the same tim e to  stick 
to  m y p rincip les! I have old bandbox  
papers, old squares o f I ta lian  book-papers, 
an d  m any  squares, o r “repeats,” of m odern 
papers reprin ted  from  old blocks. These 
new  papers are  glazed slightly to  give 
them  a used look, and  m y collection of 
“ docum ents” is brillian tly  decorative, in 
finitely m ore so th an  a  lo t o f p ictures 
w ould be.

Latest Styles 
Low Prices

New Bargain Book
Showing Advance

NEW YORK STYLES
for Fall and Winter

H ERE you w ill find all of 
the charming N ew  York 
Styles— the very cream 

of F i f t h  A v e n u e  Fashions 
selected by our experts from 
among the choicest, newest and 
most desirable offerings in the 
N ew  York market.

A nd every  one is an  excep tional 
v a lu e — ev ery  one a b a rg a in  w e  are  
p roud  to offer to the  o ld and  nevv 
frien d s  o f the C h a rle s  W illia m  
Stores. T h is  m oney -sav in g  book 
of n e a r ly  8 0 0  pages offers you a 
sp le n d id  se lection  to choose fro m — 
W e a r in g  a p p a re l fo r  w om en, m iss
es, g ir ls , and  fo r  m en an d  boys—  
c lo th in g  fo r d ress , w ork , school o r 
p lay — and  a ll a t p rices th a t  reflect 
o u r id e a l location  h ere  in  the  cen
te r  o f the  w o r ld ’s m ark e t-p lace  an d  con
sequen tly  o u r excep tional b u y in g  fac ilitie s .

But, not a lone  on the th ings you w e a r , 
w ill th is book sav e  you m oney; h e re  also 
you w ill find h u n d re d s  o f pag es show ing  
h igh g ra d e  m erch an d ise  o f a lm ost every  
k ind  fo r the  hom e, the  shop and  the fa rm  
— all a t the sam e low  p rice  level.

Send  fo r your F R E E  copy o f this book 
— w ith o u t o b lig a tio n s— m ail coupon today.

W e pay D e liv e ry  C h a rg e  on P ra c tic a l
ly A ll Style M e rch an d ise .

This Bargain Book 
Will Save You Money On

C lo th in g  fo r  th e  e n t i r e  fa m ily ,
F u rn itu re , D ra p e rie s , C a rp e ts  an d  Piece 

G oods,
F a rm  an d  G a rd e n  Im plem en ts , S porting  

Cioods,
A utom obile  T ir e s  and  A ccessories, 

D rugs, T oys, Jew elry ,
C a rp e n te rs ’, M a ch in is ts ’, P a in te r* ’, 

and P lu m b ers’ S upplies an d  T o o ls . 
To o u r  p r e s e n t  c u s to m e r s  th is  b o o k  w i l l  be  
m a ile d  w i th o u t  r e q u e s t  b e fo re  A u g .  1 5 th .

Women’s garments 
all of distinctive 
New York styles, 
d e v e lo p e d  from 
choice and most 
enduring materials. 
Splendidly finished 
and b e c o m in g ly  
i ri m m e d.
Goats rang- 
ine f r o m

(H A R L E S  ̂  LLl AM  S T O R E S

M A IL  T H IS  O R SE N D  P O S T A L  T O D A Y

T H E  C H A R LE S W ILLIA M  STO RES, 819 Stores Building, New York City.
Please send me Free your New Fall and Winter Bargain Book including New York Styles.

.Yante . .  ...................................................................................................................................

Rural Route or Street X o .................................................................................................

C ity  and S ta te ....................................................................................................................
P lease  W rite  N am e and A d d ress P la in ly
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Standard for 
more than fifty years

A  new, clean p u ff  
w ith  every box

DIS C U S S  face  p o w d e r  w h e re v e r  
w o m e n  a re  g a th e re d  a n d  y o u  
w ill f in d  s ta u n c h  ad m ire rs  o f  

G a rd a . W h y ?  T h e  an sw er is b es t 
g iv en  in  th e  O n e -W e e k  G a rd a  S am 
p le . S e n d  fo r  it. L ea rn  fo r  yo u rse lf 
th e  new  e n tra n c in g  frag ran ce  — th e  
so ftness a n d  sm o o th n e s s  a n d  ra re  
cling ing  q u a li ty  —  o f  th is  rea lly  re
m arkable p o w d er.

A R D .A
F A C E  P O W D E R .

G a rd a  p ro d u c ts  o n  y o u r  d r e s s in g  
ta b le  assure  co m p le te  h a rm o n y  o f  
f rag ran ce  a n d  q u a lity :

F a c e  P o w d e r  
T o i le t  W a te r  
N a i l  P o l is h

C re a m
P e r fu m e

R o u g e
T a lc u m  P o w d e r

G a rd a  to ile t  req u is ite s— a n d  o v e r  150 
r th e r  W a tk in s  P ro d u c ts— are  deliv 
ered  d ire c t to  th e  h o m e  by  m o re  th a n  
5500 W a tk in s  D ea le rs . T h e  W a tk in s  
D ea le r  w h o  ca lls a t  y o u r  h o m e  re n d e rs  
y o u  a  d is tin c t serv ice. H e, o r  she , 
saves y o u  t im e  a n d  m o n ey . H e  b rings 
you  rea l W a tk in s  P ro d u c ts , k n o w n  
fo r  th e ir  q u a lity  th ro u g h o u t  54 years 
a n d  used  by  m o re  th a n  tw e n ty  m illio n  
p eo p le  to d a y  1 I f  a W a tk in s  D ea le r  
h as n o t  ca lled  recen tly , w rite  us a n d  
w e w ill see th a t  y o u  a re  supp lied .

One Week Sample FREE

Send today for liberal One-Week Sample o f 
Garda Face Powder perfumed with the dainty 
new Garda odor; also our attractive booklet 
on  beauty and G arda products.

Territories open for live salespeople. Write.

THE J. R. WATKINS CO.
Established 18 6 8 — The Original

D ep t. 219 W in o n a , M in n .

% Beautifully Curly,
«“ Wavy Hair Like 
: “Nature’s Own”

Try th e  new  w ay — th e  '
Silmerine w ay—and you’ll 
never again use  the  ru inous heated iron. 
The curliness w ill ap p ea r a lto g e th er n a tu ra l.

Liquid Silm erine
is  easily applied w ith  b rush . Is  n e ith e r s ticky  
nor greasy. Perfectly  harm less. Serves also a s  
a splendid d ressing  fo r  th e  hair. D irections 
w ith  bottle. A t d ru g  and dep artm en t stores $1. 

P a rk er-B elm o n t P o w d e r  C o m p a c t • .  $1.00 
P a rk er-B elm o n t R o s e  C o m p a c t •  • • 1.00
P a rk er -B elm o n t B ea u ty  C ream  . . 1.00
P o w d er ed  B a rr if lo w er  ( d e p i l a t o r y )  . . 1.00 y  

\ PARKER BELMONT & CO.. 2358 Clybourn Ave.. Chicago ( /

FRECKLES
H o w  m a n y  t i m e s  h a v e  y o u  

t r i e d  t o  c o n c e a l  t h e m !
Only one  w ay  to  do  i t  safely  an d  su re ly . U se 
S tillm an-sF reck le  Cream . Rem oves freck les 
qu ick ly  a n d  k eep s  th em  aw ay. W h at a  re lie f 
to see them go. end h a v e  again a 
fair skin that neither sun nor 
wind can harm.
S tillm a n ’s: sa fe a n d  reliab le.
The standard freckle remover 
for over 30y eare. All druggists.
Don’t accept a substitute.
Sent free: Completion Booklet and Treatment of Freckle*.
. Full Strength, SOc

STILLMAN CREAM CO, 
AURORA, ILL. D ept. 4
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Light Magic
[ Continued from page i 6 [

“ P re tty  aw fu lly  late. G ood-n igh t, m y 
little  girl, an d  sw eetest dream s.”

“ Oh, M ichael,” cried L isbethan, a  very  
passion of p ity  in h er voice. “ Oh, 
M ichael, M ichael, I ’m so so rry !”

“ Sorry  for w h a t, m y foolish F a iry ? ” 
A nd because she w as so sorry  she drove 

the  q u iver from  h er voice, an d  the m ist 
from  her eyes, a n d  the te rro r  from  her 
heart, and  sm iled up  a t him  bravely.

“ W hy, sorry  th a t  w e’ve w asted  so m uch 
tim e,” laughed his F airy .

BU T, M ichael,” th e  strange, p re tty  w r it
ing on th e  g ray  paper had  said, “ I 
th in k  th a t  it  is too  dreadfu l th a t  you 

have never h ad  a b ir th d a y  cake. A nd since 
tod ay  is y o u r  b irth d a y , w o n ’t  you  please 
come and  have one w ith  m e? A very 
form al d inner p a r ty —you and  I an d  Boots 
and a b ir th d a y  cake— a t seven o’clock. 
C yprian  will w a it fo r an answ er— and  so 
will L isbethan.

“ Oh M ichael, I  do like yo u .”
A nd a t  seven to  the m inute M ichael, 

clad very form ally  indeed in honor of Boots 
and L isbethan an d  the  b irth d a y  cake, was 
ringing the door bell.

“ W hat are you  looking fo r? ”
“ Looking for you, F a iry !  W here are 

you flying now ? W hy d o n ’t  you  come to 
m y p a rty , L isb e th a n ? ”

“I ’m upsta irs— w ait, I ’m com ing dow n 
in ju st a m inu te. A nnette  cou ldn’t fix my 
h a ir rig h t, an d  she couldn’t fix it  right, and 
I nearly w ent m ad, b u t oh, I ’m so b eau ti
ful now ! Ju s t  w a it till you see me— ”

“ I can ’t  w ait m uch longer,” M ichael 
w arned  her.

“ I know — neither can I . .Oh, M ichael, 
y o u ’re going to  expire from  sheer ad m ira 
tion. L o o k !”

A nd M ichael looked. She w as ra th er 
a vision, dancing dow n the b road  sta irw ay . 
F rom  the  huge carved  am ber com b to 
the m inu te  black slippers laced over her 
w hite stockings, she w as enchanting . N earer, 
nearer— he could see th a t the  silken gown 
w as golden w here it w asn’t  rose an d  th a t 
it pulsed in the  ligh t like an  opal— nearer 
still— he could see no th ing  b u t L isbethan, 
w ith  her dancing eyes, her laughing m outh , 
her tilted  brow s. B u t before he could touch 
her she had  floated aw ay , ju s t ou t of reach.

“N o— oh, no indeed. Ju s t  the tips of 
m y fingers— the tip s of m y little  fingers— 
the tip  of one little  finger.”

"L isbethan , you  w itch , w here d id you 
come f ro m ? ”

“ L et me g o !” gasped the  F a iry  d is
trac ted ly . “ M ichael, d o n ’t — y o u ’re ruffling 
it all up— you— ”

“ D inner,” announced C yprian  cavern- 
ously, “ is se rved .” H e held back the heavy 
curtains, and  L isbethan, p ink  to  the  tips 
of her ears an d  incredibly dignified, floated 
by , M ichael follow ing w ith  a look of b land 
abstraction .

“ Y ou ought to  be asham ed of yourself,” 
she said  to him  severely, w atching a p 
prehensively over one shoulder fo r the 
scandalized C yprian .

“ I t ’s sim ply charm ing o u t here to -n igh t, 
L isbethan .”

“I t  is, ra th e r,” replied h is hostess, de
m urely  com placent. A nd it was, r a th e r ! 
T he s ta rlit terrace, the v iv id  little  table 
under the b rillian tly  pain ted  parasol, the 
candles, flickering in the  breeze, lighting 
the  gay spring flowers, nodding in their 
V enetian glasses— lighting the  gayest of 
flowers, L isbethan ’s face— M ichael drew  a 
long b rea th  of pleasure.

“ L isbethan, th is  is a beau tifu l p a rty , 
b u t the re ’s ju s t one th ing  th a t  y o u ’ve fo r
g o tten .”

“ M ichael, w h a t? ” H is hostess’ eyes 
w ere round  w ith  consternation .

“ Oh, ju st the  u n im p o rtan t fac t th a t  it  
happens to be a  b ir th d a y  p a r ty .”

“Oh, M ichael— oh, M ichael, how  dread- 
ju l!  T ru ly , tru ly , I  rem em bered until 
A nnette  p u t the com b in m y h a ir!  A nd 
then I  looked so w onderfu l th a t I  forgot. 
Oh, how  could I  have fo rg o tten ?”

“ D o n ’t bo ther— i t ’s qu ite  n a tu ra l,” re
m arked M ichael in a  tone o f beau tifu l 
resignation.

“M ichael, y o u ’re laughing! T hen you 
d o n 't  m ind, tru ly ?  Oh, y o u ’re a darling 
n o t to  m ind 1 I  h a d  such a  beau tifu l speech 
all ready fo r y o u —listen, M ichael.” She 
leaned far fo rw ard  over the  lights and the 
flowers, slipping bo th  her hands in to  his, 
w ith  her loveliest smile. “ M any , m any  
hap p y  re tu rn s o f the  d ay .” A nd as M ichael 
kissed those hands, ju s t below  the little  
black velvet bow s, ne ither of them  rem em 
bered poor C yprian  a t  all.

“ M ichaek” asked L isbethan, h er voice 
hard ly  above a  w hisper, “are  you  going 
aw ay n o w ? ”

“T here’s an o th e r  d ay ,” M ichael re 
m inded her. “W ho’s going to  m easure you 
under the  m agnolia tree a t  daw n if I  go
a w a y ? ”

“N o one,” w hispered the F a iry . “ N o 
one.” I t  w as as though  som eone had  
blown o u t the  light th a t  had  been shining 
th rough  her— surely, surely th is w an and

drooping little  creatu re w as never the  L is
bethan  w ho had  been b u t a m om ent ago 
so rad ian t.

“ L isbethan ,” M ichael en trea ted , “you 
aren ’t  going to  spoil m y b ir th d a y  p a rty , 
are y o u ?  W h a t’s a  day  m ore o r a day  
less, m y F a iry — a m onth  m ore o r  a  m onth  
less? W h at m ore can they  give us th an  
April has g iv en ?”

“W hy, n o th in g !” cried the  F a iry , and  
she stood  s tra ig h t as a sw ord , an d  th rew  
him  a kiss an d  a laugh across th e  flowers. 
“ Of course I ’m n o t going to  spoil yo u r 
b irth d a y  p a rty . I t ’s—i t ’s going to  be a 
succes jou , y o u r  p a r ty .”

“ L isbethan , look w h a t is com ing in 
th rough  th a t  d o o r! M y  lucky stars, was 
there ever an y th in g  qu ite  so gorgeous?” 

A nd L isbethan , looking a t  the  p re tty  
m iracle in rose and  w hite , w ith  its  crow n 
of flame, nodded  rad ian t approval.

“ I t ’s b eau tifu l— i t ’s the beau tifu lest cake 
in the  w orld , and I m ade i t .”

“ Y ou  m ade i t ? ” dem anded the as
tounded  M ichael.

“ I can cook,” ad m itted  the  F airy  
m odestly. “ N ow , M ichael, ju s t bu rst into 
tea rs  o f sheer ad m ira tio n .”

“M ercifu l H eav en s!” invoked  M ichael 
devoutly . “ I t ’s— i t ’s a  revelation . H ow
did you guess th a t  I  w as f ifteen ?”

“ I  d id n ’t  know . I d o n ’t know  aw fully  
much ab o u t y o u ,” she sa id  w istfu lly . “ B ut 
I p u t tw elve candles, because they  m ade 
a splendid circle—an d  then  th ree  in the 
m iddle— a p ink  one fo r y o u  to  w ish on, 
and  a p ink  one fo r me to  wish on, and 
a  w hite  one for luck .”

“W h a t do we w ish on them , F a iry ? ” 
“W e wish fo r the  th ing  th a t  we w a n t 

m ost in all the  w orld , an d  then  we blow 
ou t the  candle, carefully , carefu lly— because 
if i t  doesn’t  go ou t, the  w ish w o n ’t  come 
tru e .”

L isbethan hung breath less over the  magic 
cake for a m om ent, an d  then  blew, a  small, 
p rayerfu l b rea th . T he candle flared, 
flickered, w avered— w ent out. M ichael’s 
w as ou t as sharp ly  as though  th e  w ick had 
been cu t off.

“ I w ished,” said L isbethan , “ th a t you 
w ould be very , very  h ap p y , M ichael.” 

“ A nd I w ished,” said M ichael, “ th a t 
you w ould be very, very  happy , L isb e th an .” 

Very, very  happy , L isbethan ! F o r  ju st 
a  second, th e  sm all, shim m ering person 
staring  a t  th e  candles saw  a  vision— m any 
lights gleam ing on w hite  sa tin , w hite  tulle, 
w hite  flowers, sta te ly  an d  ex u ltan t music, 
h a rd  g ray  eyes suddenly passionately  tender 
— she pushed i t  from  her, th a t  shining 
vision.

V ery, very  h ap p y , M ichael! F o r  ju st 
a second the  m an sta ring  in to  the  candles 
saw a vision— m any lights gleam ing on 
w hite  sa tin , w hite  tulle a n d  w hite  flowers, 
sta te ly  an d  ex u ltan t m usic, w ide eyes 
suddenly passionately ten d er— he pushed it  
from  him , th a t  shining vision.

A nd, ears deaf to  the far-off music, 
eyes b lind  to  the  far-off lights, M ichael 
an d  h is F a iry  smiled across the  candles 
very  gaily indeed.

IT  seemed to  M ichael th a t  she h ad  never 
looked so small as she d id ly ing  there 
curled u p  und er the  m agnolia tree, a l

m ost lost in the  g rea t w h ite  cape. T here  was 
som ething u nbearab ly , absu rd ly  pathetic  in 
the confiding w ay  th a t  she h ad  curved her 
cheek in to  the  sm all hollow  of her hand, 
in the  gay, w istfu l tw is t to  h er m ou th . He 
w ould  go now — now  while she w as smiling 
in her sleep— now  w hile she w as dream ing 
of happiness. A nd he kne lt beside her, 
kissing Ihe closed eyes w ith  infin ite care. 
B u t L isbethan  stirred  an d  clung to  him , 
even in her sleep, an d  M ichael ben t his 
head to  catch the  d row sy  w hisper. “W ell, 
b u t B oots said— no, he sang— he sang— ” 
the  sleepy m u rm u r tra iled  off in to  a  h appy  
tigh . A nd M ichael w as suddenly  shaken 
w ith  an  insane an d  laughable jealousy. So 
she w as n o t dream ing of h im — n o t of love 
— n o t o f A pril, b u t o f th a t  ancien t p lay 
m ate  —  th a t  am b er-fu rred  com rade —  oh, 
she should w ake— she should  w ake an d  re 
m em ber h im  now , she w ho  could forget so 
easily 1 H is arm s closed ab o u t h e r  so 
fiercely th a t  she w oke indeed  w ith  a  sta rtled  
little  gasp.

“O h,” she b rea th ed  in  th a t  still voice 
of hers, th a t  a lw ays rang  peace an d  m agic 
to  h im , like a  bell from  some fa iry  spire.
“ Y o u !”

A fter a  m inu te  she reached u p  h er han d , 
touch ing  his cheek in a so ft an d  ten ta tiv e  
inqu iry , lingering shy ly . M ichael h ard ly  
dared  b rea the , fo r fear th a t  suddenly  i t  
w ould  n o t be there, th a t  sm all, gentle han d  
— so rare ly  d id  she v en tu re  a  caress, h is 
F a iry — she w ho fo r all h e r  passionate 
hu m ility  w as p ro u d er th a n  a  queen.

“T h e  su n ’s u p ,” chided L isbethan , b u t it 
w as difficult fo r h er to  keep th e  jo y  o u t 
of h er eyes and  h er voice w hen his arm s 
were a ro u n d  her. So safe she felt, in those 
a rm s! “A nd y o u  w ere so long— w hy, I  
alm ost w en t to  sleep.”

[T urn to page 6 7 ]

L , t m e ' C e m "
I A C A R A

The B ra n d  N am e fo r  Q uality Notions

" /^ ■ E M  O F  N I A G A R A ” fa s te n e rs , 
h o o k s  a n d  ey es a n d  sa fe ty  p in s  a re

— absolutely rust proof 
— superfine in finish 
— smooth working 
— economical, they last

I f  your dealer is not yet supplied send to us for in
formation where to get "Gem  o f Niagara”  Brand.

F R A N C IS  M FG . CO ., Niagara Falls, N . Y .  

Famous for Fine Notions fo r  Over a Quarter Century

Corns?

—just say

Blue=jay
to your druggist

Stops Pain Instantly
The simplest way to end a corn is 
Blue-jay. A touch stops the pain in
stantly. Then the corn loosens and 
comes out. Made in two forms—a 
colorless, clear liquid (one drop does 
it!) and in extra thin plasters. Use 
whichever form you prefer, plasters 
or the liquid— the action is the same. 
Safe, gentle. Made in a world-famed 
laboratory. Sold by all druggists. 
F r e e :  W rite B a u e r  &  B la c k , C h ica go , D ept. 19, 
f o r  va lu a b le  book, “ C o rrect C a re  o f  the Feet.**

B U Y  finest q u a lity  P eace D ale  y a m  
d ire ctfro m  m ill a t  b ig  m on ey-savin g! 

Sp e c ia l new S C O T C H  y a m  fo r  on ly 
14% c per ounce! —  in 4-ounce skeins on ly 
a t  58c each.

O ther y a m s , a ll wool w orsted , fibre silk  
end w orsted , 17 c  to  25c  per ounce. L o ve ly  
colors. G u aran teed  free  from  knots, so ft 
and sm ooth. O ld N ew  E n g la n d  firm .

F R E E - S e n d  fo r  hundred  beautifu l free 
sam ples of P eace  D a le  yarn s. A ddress 
P eace  D a le  M ills , D e p t. 742, 2 5  M adison 
A v e .,  N ew  Y o rk .

Peace Dale Yams
P P r r H a i r  and
JT X V j L a J u  Beauty Books

LR89 2 0 7

S h o w  th e  la t e s t  s ty le s  o f
T r a n s fo r m a tio n s , C urls.
Bobs, Puffs, e tc. Natural 
wavy hair sw itches as low 
as$1.48. N ew est creations 
in Braids, Pompadours,
W aves, Ladies’ and Men’s 
W igs a t low est prices. /
F inest quslity n atu ra l 
hair. P e r f e c t  m atch  
g u a r a n te e d . Contum 
a p p r o v e d  m o d e r n  
methods o f  B ea u ty  L  
Culture, e tc . ,  - ..

Do not fail to  g e t these . 
valuable books at once. Write today.

PARIS FASHION COMPANY ........................
S . Wabash Avsmis. P sp t. 4 9  Chicago. Illlnolg

H i g h  S c h o o l  C o u r s e  
in  2  Y e a r s You can complete

th is sim plified H ig h  
S c h o o l C o u rse  a t  h o m e in 

side o f tw o years. Meets all requirements for entrance to college 
and the leading professions. This and thirty-six other practical 
courses are described in pur Free Bulletin, Send for it  TODAY

A M E R IC A N  S C H O O L
O tft . H -6 6 0  -Orsxsl Ava. *  50th  S t. CHIC4



McCall’s Magazine for September, 1922 67

Good Taste In 
Wall Covering
is easily expressed by hanging 
Sanitas in styles that typify your 
individuality.

s
A N I T A '

M O D E R N
W ALLCOVERING s

is adaptable to  every interior decorative 
problem. I t  harmonizes with any color 
scheme, any rugs or drapes. Sanitas is 
m ade on cloth, machine painted with 
colors th a t do  no t fade, crack or peel. 
C an be wiped clean with a dam p cloth.

Sanitas can be had in  decorative, dull- 
finished or plain tints which can be hung 
as they are or used as a base for stencil, 
fresco or panel decorations. Glazed tile 
effects also. See Sanitas at your decora
to r’s. Look for the  trade-m ark.

Send fo r  Booklet and Samples 

T h e  St a n d a r d  T e x t il e  P r o d u c t s  C o . 
3 2 0  Broadway, D ept. 6 New York, N.Y*

“ H ow  the elusive perfum e of Lablache takes 
me back — Grandm other’s lightly powdered 
cheek — M other's dim pled ch in — and hom e.”  
Fifty years of dainty custom —three generations 
have established Lablache 
as the finishing touch 
to the toilette o f well- 
groom ed wom en.
Refuse Substitutes.

They may be dan
gerous. Flesh,W hite,
Pink or Cream, SOe. 
a box.of drugtrists or 
by mail. Over two 
million boxes sold 
annually. S e n d  10c. 
fo r  a  cample box.

B E N . L E V Y  CO .
French P er/u m e rt, Dept
125 Kingston Si.. Boston, Mass.

S e c r e t s  o f  B e a u t y

Formerly Closely Guarded Secrets, Now Yours
W e  m a k e y o u  e x p e r t  In a ll b ra n ch es, su ch  a s  m u sc le  str a p , 
m u d  p ack , d y e in g , m arcel, s k in  w o r k , m a n ic u r in g , e tc .  
Earn $ 40  to  $7 5  a  w eek. N o e x p e r ie n c e  n e c e s sa r y . S tu d y  a t  
h o m e  In  sp a r e  t im e . E a rn  w h ile  y o u  learn . A u th o r iz e d  
d ip lo m a . M pney-back  g u a r a n te e . Get FREE book. Oriental 
System  o f  Be&oJy Culture, Dept. 339 1000 D1 versey Blvd, Chicago

EARN MONEY AT HOME
11 v c o lo r in g  a n d  selling: o u r  lin e  of b lac k  an d  w h ite  G ree t
in g  C ard s  a n d  F o lders. R e a u tifu l desig-ns—F a sc in a tin g 1 
w o rk —B ig p ro fits . O ur 1922 C h ris tm a s  an d  ev e ry d a y  lin e  
is in s to ek . O u r i l lu s t r a te d  C atalog- “ P le a s a n t  P a g e s” g-ives 
a ll  in fo rm a tio n . I t ’s free . O r send  Si.00 fo r sam p le  box 
o f c a rd s  a n d  fo ld e rs. W hen co lo red  w ill  r e ta i l  fo r  $4.f>0. 
L i t t l e  A r t  S h o p ,  I n c . ,  6 0 8  F  S t . ,  N .  W . W a s h in g to n ,  D . C .

An Easy W ay to
Remove Dandruff

I f  you  w an t p len ty  o f  th ick , b eau ti
fu l, glossy, silky  h a ir , do by all m eans 
get r id  o f dandruff, fo r  it  w ill s ta rv e  
yo u r h a ir  an d  ru in  it  i f  you don’t.

T h e  best way to  get rid  of dandru ff 
is to d isso lve it. T o  do th is , ju s t  apply a 
li ttle  L iqu id  A rvon a t  n ig h t befo re  re 
t ir in g  ; u se  enough to  m oisten  th e  scalp, 
and  rub  it  in gently  w ith  th e  finger tips.

By m orn ing , m ost, if  no t all, of your 
dan d ru ff w ill be gone, an d  th re e  or 
fo u r m ore app lica tio n s should  com plete
ly rem ove every  sign  and  tra c e  of it.

Y ou w ill find, too , th a t  all itch in g  of 
th e  scalp  w ill stop, an d  your h a ir  will 
look an d  feel a h u n d red  tim es better. 
Y ou can get L iqu id  A rvon a t ariy d rug  
sto re . A fo u r-ounce  bo ttle  is  usually  
all th a t  is needed.

T h e  R . L . W a tk in s  C o ., C leve lan d , O hio

Light Magic
[Continued from page 66]

“A lm o st!” he laughed. “I f  you w eren ’t 
asleep, you were giving such an adm irable 
im ita tion  of i t  th a t  any  dorm ouse th a t  
h ad  happened  along w ould  have been 
sim ply devoured w ith  env y .”

“ G racious,” m u rm u red  L isbethan fa in tly , 
“ I  d o n ’t  see how — well, I ’m aw ake now  
anyw ay. A t least, I ’m p re tty  nearly  aw ake, 
M ichael. I f  you  shake me ju s t a little , 
ra th e r  carefully , I  th in k  th a t  I ’ll p robab ly  
be aw fu lly  b rig h t an d  a le rt.”

M ichael shook h er ju s t a little , very  
carefully , looking so conscientious th a t  she 
m ade the m orning ring w ith  her laughter.

“ T h a t’s enough —  oh, th a t ’s p lenty  
enough, th a n k  you . I ’m w ide aw ake 
enough to  su it even y o u r exacting tas te—  
wide aw ake— ” T he laughter died o u t sud
denly, an d  she clutched a t  him  desperately, 
hiding her face against h is arm . “I— I  had  
fo rgo tten ,” w hispered  the  sm all, despairing 
voice.

“F o rg o tte n ? ”  M ichael’s lips w ere on 
her hair.

“ W h a t day  i t  w as— w h a t day  it  w as.” 
“ Such a  beau tifu l day , m y F a iry .”
“Oh, M ichael, M ichael, d o n ’t. W h a t do 

I  care how  tall I  am  ? O r how  small I  am  ? 
W h at do I  care ab o u t an y th in g ?  Oh, 
M ichael, how  can y o u  go aw ay , w hen i t ’s 
so b eau tifu l?”

“L isbethan , how  can you  h u r t me so ? ” 
“ H u r t  you— I ? ” H er face w as a  small 

m ask of incredulous ho rro r.
“ W ho else b u t you , m y F a iry ?  T here’s 

ju st one w ay  in the  w orld  to  h u r t me, and  
th a t  is to  m ake me feel th a t  I  have m ade 
you  suffer— th a t  I , w ho m ean t to  b ring  
you  joy , have b ro u g h t you  pain .”

“Oh, no, no— noth ing  b u t joy , M ichael. 
T ru ly , tru ly . I  w as ju s t being stu p id ; I  
d o n ’t  m ind  like th a t, tru ly . I — I  w as ju s t 
flirting .”

Oh, th a t  beloved small liar, try in g  to 
p u t guilt in to  her clear an d  anxious eyes! 
M ichael laughed a loud  fo r jo y  of her, an d  
L isbethan  echoed it, trem ulous w ith  relief.

“W ell, then  th a t— th a t 's  all r ig h t!  N ow  
I ’ll be m easured, o f course. I t ’s very  im 
p o rtan t— I can ’t  im agine how  I  w aited  so 
long.” She flung off the  g rea t cape, s tre tch 
ing up , u p  on th e  tips of her small toes 
un til i t  seemed to  M ichael th a t  she was 
h a rd ly  touch ing  the  ea rth  a t  all, b u t hung 
there like a  m o th  in her film y w hite . “Oh, 
quick— I  can ’t  go any  h ig h e r!”

“ I t ’s p re tty  high, fo r a F a iry ! ”
“ H igher— th a n  b efo re ?”
“N o t m ore th an  an  inch ,” he said  re 

gretfully .
“Oh, oh, how  w o n d e rfu l! W h a t are 

you  doing n o w ? ”
“ Going to  carve i t  on the  tree, goose.” 
“N o , w ait— you— y o u ’re going aw ay  

j p re tty  soon, a re n ’t  y o u ? ”
“ P re tty  soon, in a m inu te , m y F a iry .” 
“ T hen please n o t to  w aste  tim e carving 

lies on m y m agnolia tree— please n o t to , 
M ichael.”

“ L ies?” repeated  M ichael, sternly.
“ D id  you  th in k  th a t  I  believed you , b e 

cause I  sounded so h appy , because I  said 
th a t  i t  w as w onderfu l?  Oh, I  w as happy, 
I  th o u g h t it  w onderfu l, because you  cared 
enough to  lie to  m e !”

“L isbethan , a  la d y ’s idea o f eth ics is 
th e  m ost dem oralizing th ing  th a t  an y  poor 
b u t honest m an  can en co u n te r!”

L isbethan , leaning against the  m agnolia 
tree, laughed, a  sm all, scornful, tender 
laugh. “Oh, y o u  m en, w ith  y o u r  ethics—  
all those p re tty  w ords of yours— justice, 
tru th , honor, s treng th— I  th in k  th a t  the  
L o rd  H im self m u st laugh a t  you  som etim es, 
fo r all H is sadness. W hy, y o u ’d  die ra th e r  
th an  cheat a t  cards, b u t  y o u ’d  b reak  a  
prom ise to  a child w henever i t  su ited  your 
convenience.”

M ichael shoved h is han d s deep in h is 
pockets, con tem plating  th e  w istfu l, m ocking 
face w ith  an  am azem ent in w hich pleasure 
w as conspicuous by  its  absence.

“ Oh, y o u  needn’t  frow n  a t  m e— no, no, 
you  need no t, M ichael. I  w ould  ra th e r ,” 
she said, h e r chin a t  an  absurd ly  defiant 
angle, “ have a  m an  forge a  check th an  
speak cruelly to  a  w om an w ho loved him .

“ W hy, i t  seems as clear as can be to  
m e th a t  m ercy can be m ore ju s t th an  
justice, th a t  a  kindness can be m ore h o n o r
able th an  honor, th a t  gentleness can be 
s tronger th a n  streng th , th a t  a  lie can be 
tru e r  th a n  t ru th — w hy, an y  goose, any 
child, an y  w om an, any  angel can see th a t  
— i t ’s only m en w ho can ’t .”

“L isbe th an ,” he to ld  h e r  s te rn ly , “you 
d o n ’t  know  w h a t y o u  are  saying. Y ou 
could no  m ore do a  dishonorable th ing  
th an  a cruel one.”

“I  could ,” cried h is strange F a iry  p as
sionately. “ I  could do a  m illion. I ’d  like 
to  know  w here m en w ould  be if we d id n ’t  
love y o u  m ore th a n  honor, o r life— o r even 
death , w hen y o u ’ve m ade life ju s t a  b ad  
dream . W e’re ju s t ab o u t n inety  m illion 
tim es b e tte r  th a n  an y  m an th a t  ever lived .” 

“ D ear m e, L isbethan , I  never realized 
w h a t an  a rd en t little  fem inist you  w ere 1 
W ell, a re n 't  y o u  going to  say  good-by  to  
m e? I t ’s getting  la te .”

A nd L isbethan, shaken w ith  te rro r , re
m em bered th a t  he w as M ichael an d  th a t  
he w as going aw ay , an d  th a t  in some 
m ysterious an d  dreadful fashion, th ey  w ere 
angry  w ith  one ano ther.

“N o, w a it,” she asked p iteously . “ Please 
w a it ju s t a m inute— please w a it.”

“W hy, of course,” he assented am iab ly . 
I f  only she could th in k — oh, there w asn ’t 

tim e to  th ink . She m ust hold h im  back 
som ehow  w ith  her sm all, inadequate  hands.

“M ichael, I  never m eant to  m ake y o u  
an g ry .”

“ A ngry? M y  dear child, w h a t on earth  
do you  m e a n ? ”

“ N o, no .” H er voice w as a  sm all gasp 
of te rro r, a t  herself, w ho could so lack  
pride, a t  h im , w ho could so lack  m ercy. 
“ D o n ’t  be like th a t— n o t now — n o t now , 
M ichael! M ichael, d o n ’t  you  rem em ber? 
I t ’s me— i t ’s L isbethan— and  y o u ’re going 
aw ay .”

A nd suddenly, lit b y  the desperate eager
ness in those eyes, M ichael rem em bered.

“I  w as a fool to  forget. P u ll the  cape 
ab o u t you— closer— d o n 't sh iver so .”

“ I ’m n o t shivering— M ichael, le t’s re 
m em ber.”

“ Yes, m y little  g ir l? ”
“ L e t’s rem em ber the  day  w e sta rted  ou t 

to  m ake a  call on the  Clayfields, an d  found  
a  lane all gay  w ith  dogw ood, an d  it  led 
us on and  on, past day ligh t, p as t sunset, 
p as t tw iligh t, r igh t to  the silver edge of a 
little  new  m oon. W e lost o u r cards a t  the 
stile, w e lost our w ay  a t  th e  edge of the 
b rook— w h a t did we find, M ich ae l?”

“ A s ta r  to  w ish on,” w hispered  M ichael. 
“A little  laugh ter— great peace—ligh ts in 
the  darkness to  welcome us hom e.”

“M ichael, how  could we have fo rg o tten ?  
L e t’s rem em ber the  dance a t  the  V an 
Z orns’. T here  w ere cushions on th e  v er
anda steps, because i t  w as w arm  as sum 
m er, and  I  h ad  on a new  green dress, w ith  
little  flow ers in m y hair an d  on m y slippers, 
an d  you  kissed th em .”

“T he little  flow ers?” asked M ichael.
“I  can rem em ber quite  w ell,” she to ld  

him , “ th a t  you  kissed the  little  flowers. 
T hey  w ere playing a  w altz— a new  w altz—  
oh, a lovely, lovely w altz— ”

“ Som ething ab o u t love,” he said. 
“M ichael,” said L isbethan , “a ren ’t  you 

g lad  th a t  we have so m any  b eau tifu l th ings 
to  rem em b er?”

“ So glad, m y F a iry .”
“ B u t if you  w aited  ju st fo r a  little  

w hile ,” she w hispered, w ith  her shadow ed 
eyes lifted  no h igher th an  his hands, “ we 
could have some th a t  were ju s t as w o n d er
ful, couldn’t  w e? Y ou— y o u ’re going aw ay 
forever, an d  if you  w aited  ju s t a  little , little  
while to  go, w e m igh t have an o th e r  picnic 
th is  evening.”

M ichael, holding her fast, said noth ing. 
“ I  m ight w ear th a t  gray  dress, you  

know . A nd I  w o n 't  take  Boots. We 
w ou ldn’t  have to  stay  late, if y o u  d id n ’t  
w a n t to , M ichael.”

Still no answ er— and  “M ich ae l?” p rayed  
the  little  voice.

“ L isbethan ,” said M ichael, very  low, 
“ I ’m going now .”

“O h,” she cried, shaken from  head  to  
fo o t w ith  a  sudden passionate incredulity . 
“ H ow  can y o u — how  can y o u  care so 
li t t le ? ”

“ D o I , then , care so li t t le ? ”
L isbethan  to o k  h er hands aw ay  very  

qu ie tly  an d  rose to  her feet.
“ G ood-by , then , M ichael,”  she said 

gently , holding o u t her h an d  w ith  qu ite  a 
friendly  smile. “Y o u ’re righ t— the picnic w as 
a silly idea. W hen th ings are finished, th ey ’re 
finished, a ren ’t  th e y ?  T h an k  you  fo r every
th ing , an d  all k inds of good luck to  y o u .” 

“Are you  going to  le t m e go—like th is ? ” 
asked M ichael. H e had  n o t tak en  h is eyes 
off h er face, so perhaps he d id  n o t see the  
ou tstre tch ed  hand.

“ I  am  going to  le t you  go,” said L is
b e th an  in  a  very  careful voice, “ th e  best 
w ay  th a t  I  can. A nd if y o u  d o n ’t  m ind, I  
w o n ’t  stay  an y  longer. G oo d -b y .”

“W ait,” said  M ichael. “ Y ou have fo r
go tten  y o u r cloak .” A nd as she tu rn ed  to  
tak e  it  from  him , suddenly his arm s were 
a ro u n d  her, holding her, hold ing her as 
though  they  w ould  never let h e r go.

“ D id  y o u  th in k  th a t  y o u  could leave 
m e— th a t  w a y ? ” he cried, an d  “ D o n ’t  go, 
d o n ’t  go 1” gasped L isbethan  desperately, 
as she clung to  him .

“ I  m ust, m y F a iry .”
“Y es,” w hispered  his F a iry  p iteously , “ I  

know . I  never m ean t to  say th a t— I  d id n ’t 
m ean to  tr y  to  m ake y o u  stay . I— I  d id n ’t  
th in k  th a t  I  w as th a t  k ind  of a person, 
tru ly . M ichael a re n ’t  yo u  ever com ing back ?” 

“I f  I  could give yo u ,” he said, “any th ing  
one half so gay an d  lovely a n d  tender— so 
peaceful an d  enchanted— I w ould  never go.” 

“W ell, th e n ,” said L isbethan, an d  she 
curled her lips in to  ju st a  w isp o f a  smile, 
“ then  w hy  should  y o u  stay  even a  second 
longer?  G odspeed— no, I  fo rgo t. One 
second m ore can ’t  h u r t. M ichael, w ill y o u  
say som eth ing?”

[ Turn to page 7 2 ]

IF you wish a shade 
that day by day 

gives silent, depend
able, unnoticed ser
vice, simply insist on 
Hartshorn ShadeRoll- 
ers. They insure the 
smoothness of action 
lhat means the ab
solute elimination of 
your shade troubles.

SHADE ROLLERS"
.  A N D ,

xW IN D O W  s h a d e  
L ^ T a b r i c s

F o r  f u r t h e r  i n t e r e s t i n g  a n d  v a l u a b l e  i n f o r m a t i o n  o n  
h o w  to  s o l v e  y o u r  'w in d o w  s h a d e  p r o b l e m ,  w r i t e  

S T E W A R T  H A R T S H O R N  CO
250 F ifth  A ve., New Y ork C ity S ffk

FREE-25c BookOn 
Home Beautifying

propf.r t b e m went
t l o o r s .w o o d w o r k

TH IS  b o o k  co n ta in s p ra c tic a l suggestions 
on  how  to  m a k e  y o u r  h o m e  artistic , 
ch eery  an d  in v itin g . E x p la in s  how  y o u  c a n  

easily  an d  ec o n o m ic a lly  refin ish  fu rn itu re , 
w o o d w o rk , floors an d  lin o leu m .

J O H N S O N ’S
Pasfe  - L/Q.uid ^Powdered

P R E P A R E D
W A X

Jo h n s o n ’s P re p a re d  W a x  co m es in  th ree  c o n 
v en ien t fo rm s— P a s t e  W a x ,  for po lish ing  
floors and  lin o le u m — L i q u i d  W a x ,  th e  dust- 
p roof p o lish  for fu rn itn re , w o odw ork , lin o 
leum  and  a u to m o b ile s— P o w d e r e d  W a x .  
m ak es p erfec t d an c in g  floors.

B u ild in g  ? ?
D oubtless y o u  w ant th e  m ost h o u se  fo r th e  
least m o n ey . O u r  b o o k  w ill he lp  y o u  rea lize  
that am b itio n  w ith o u t “ cu ttin g  c o rn e rs .”
E xp la in s  how  in exp en sive w oods ean  be finished 
as b eau tifu lly  a s  m ore co stly  varieties. T ells  w h a t  
m a teria ls  to use and lw w  to  use them . Includes 
c o lo r ch arts—g ives  coverim ? ca p acities, etc. I f .  
a fte r  receiv in g book, you wish further in form ation, 
w rite our In d iv idual A d vice  D epartm ent. E x p e rts  
will g lad ly  so lve  yo u r problem  u'ithout charge. 
W e’ ll g lad ly  send the book FREE and postpaid fo r the 
n am e and address o f the p ain ter you u su a lly  em ploy.
S. C. JOHNSON & SON, Dept. Mc9, Racine, Wis.

(Canad ian  F ac to ry —B rantford)
“  The W ood  F inishing A u th o r itie s  ”
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\bu  cannot lose your way
M cCall S treet

T h e r e  i s  

n o  g u e s s w o r k

on McCall Street. You can make your own 
dresses without fear of mistake when you fol- 
low the way of the printed pattern.
For the first time in the history of patterns 
all directions are printed in plain English on 
the face of the pattern itself.
No guide or chart is needed. There are no 
puzzling perforations to be explained —no 
symbols to be misunderstood.

The minute lines of distinction, which mean 
all the difference between Paris and “the 
home-made look,” are reproduced for you by 
the scientific, modernized pattern—

T h e  N e w

M c C A L L  P A T T E R N
“ i t ’s  p r i n t e d ”

N ew  M cC all 
Pattern 2 7 7 8

There is never a doubt which way to turn, 
what to do next. You do not say, “I think this 
is the way it should go.” You know. And 
knowing, you save precious material as well as 
your own time and nerves.
Most important of all, the style o f Paris ap
pears in your garment because the printed pat
tern is an exact reproduction of the master 
pattern. You preserve this accuracy by cut
ting along a heavy printed cutting line—not a 
wavering paper edge.

Price List o f New McCall Patterns
L ead ing  d ea le rs  n ea rly  ev ery w h ere  sell M cC all P a t 

te rn s . If you  find th a t  you  c a n ’t secu re  them , w rite  to 
T h e  M cC all C o m p an y , 2 3 2 -2 5 0  W est 3 7 th  S tree t, New 
Y o rk  C ity, o r  to th e  n ea re s t B ran ch  Office, s ta tin g  n u m 
b e r  an d  size desired  and  en closing  th e  p rice  s ta ted  h e re 
u n d e r  in s tam p s o r m oney  o rd e r. B ran ch  Offices, 208-12  
S. Je fferso n  St., C h icago , 111., 140 Second  St., San F ra n 
cisco, C al., 82 N. P ry o r  St., A tlan ta , G a., 70 Bond St., 
T o ro n to , C an ad a .

No. Cts. No. Cts. No. Cts. No. Cts. No. Cts. No. Cts. No. Cts.
2732 .25 2750 .25 2768 .25 2786 .45 2804 .45 2822 .45 2840 .30
2733 .25 2751 .30 2769 .45 2787 .25 2805 .45 2823 .30 2841 .45
2734 .45 2752 .45 2770 .25 2788 .25 2806 .45 2824 .30 2842 .45
2735 .45 2753 .45 2771 .25 2789 .25 2807 .45 2825 .45 2843 .25
2736 .40 2754 .25 2772 .25 2790 .30 2808 .45 2826 .45 2844 .40
2737 .45 2755 .45 2773 . 25 2791 .25 2809 . 45 2827 .30 2845 .45
2738 .25 2756 .30 2774 ! 25 2792 .25 2810 .45 2828 .25 2846 .40
2739 .25 2757 .45 2775 .25 2793 . 25 2 8 11 . 30 2829 .25 2847 .25
2740 .40 2758 .45 2776 .45 2794 .’ 45 28 12 .30 2830 .25 2848 .30
2741 .25 2759 .45 2777 .25 2795 .45 28 13 .30 2831 .45 2849 .30
2742 .30 2760 .45 2778 .45 2796 .25 2814 .25 2832 .40 2850 .30
2743 .45 2761 .30 2779 .45 2797 .30 28 15 .25 2833 .30 2851 .30
2744 .35 2762 .30 2780 .25 2798 .45 2816 .25 2834 .30 2852 .45
2745 .45 2763 .25 2781 .25 2799 . 45 2817 .25 2835 .45 2853 .40
2746 .45 2764 .30 2782 .45 2800 .45 28 18 .45 2836 .45 2854 .40
2747 .35 2765 .25 2783 .25 2801 .30 2819 .45 2837 .30 2855 .45
2748 ’ .40 2766 .45 2784 .30 ;2 8 0 2 .30 2820 .25 2838 .25 2856 .45
2749 .45 2767 .45 2785 .4 5 '2 8 0 3 .30 2821 .45 2839 .25 2857 .45
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if
Y o u r  B o y  

W a n t s  M o n e y

to  sp e n d  th is  su m m e r— he 
c a n  e a r n  i t  e a s i l y  a n d  
p leasan tly .

cTVIcCall’s h as a w on d erfu l p lan  th a t 
req u ire s  no  m o n e y  or p re v io u s  ex p eri
ence  b u t o n ly  a  few  h o u rs  o f p le a sa n t 
w o rk  each  m o n th . H a v e  h im  w rite  
u s  for full de ta ils .
Dept. D.

t h e  McCall C o . 2 3 2 - 2 5 0  W e s t  3 7 th  S t . ,  
N e w  Y o r k  C ity , N . Y .

Bad teeth dangerous!
A ch in g  cav ities a re  a  m enace to  health. 
T reat them  regularly w ith  D en t’s T ooth -  
a c h e  G u m .  I t  d o e s  f o u r  t h i n g s  fo r  b a d  t e e t h .

DENTS
T O O T H A C H E  G U N
1. S to p s  t o o th a c h e  i n s t a n t l y
2. C l e a n s e s  & p r o t e c t s  c a v i t y
3 . R e t a r d s  f u r t h e r  d e c a y
4. D e s t r o y s  a l l  o d o r

Dent*» Toothach Com c o n t a i n s  n o  c r e o s o t e  or 
h a r m f u l  i n g r e d i e n t s .  D o e s  n o t  s p i l l  o r  d r y  u p  
l ik e  l iq u i d s .  G e t  i t  t o d a y  — a n y  d r u g  s to r e .  
M a d e  f o r  35 y e a r s  b y  C . S . D e n t  &  C o ., D e t r o i t .

D r P r i c e  5
Va n il l a

P r i c e ' s  v a n i l l a  is  ai-
w ays th e  sam e h igh  q u a lity  Look for
—alw ays tru e , pu re  and de- Price's
licious, of even ly  balanced, Tropikid
ju s t-r ig h t s tre n g th , n e ith e r label
weak no r too  strong.

The Girl of Lazy 
Lekart’s

[ Continued from page 2 4 ]

else splash in to  it, an d  in stan tly  he leveled 
h is rifle along th e  surface o f th e  w ater 
an d  fired. H e th o u g h t he go t one o f them , 
th a t  tim e ; fo r  he heard  w ild  cursing an d  a  
gasp, an d  then— silence.

H e rolled aw ay  from  the  d itch  w ith  
bullets spa tte rin g  m u d  ab o u t h im ; he fired 
a t  th e  gun flashes in f ro n t an d  on each side; 
an d  as he  saw  how  th ey  w ere w orking 
a ro u n d  h im , he realized th a t ,  if  he stayed 
there, th ey  h ad  him .

H e ju m p ed  up. T hey  seemed to  have 
been w aiting  fo r th is  m o v e ; o r p erhaps ju st 
a t  th a t  tim e som eone th o u g h t o f the  spo t
light o f th e  car an d  crept back  to  use it. 
T h e  beam  of ligh t glared  o u t an d  caught 
F re d ; a n d  in s tan tly  they  sh o t h im  dow n. 
H is r ig h t leg collapsed, an d  he fell on his 
side an d  rolled o u t o f th e  ro ad  w ith  the  
spo tligh t follow ing h im . H e fired a t  it 
and , a f te r  several shots, he  sm ashed it. 
B u t th e  d a rk  w as o f little  use to  him  
n o w ; all i t  could do w as to  p u t off the  
m om ent w hen th e  gunm en w ould  get him .

F red , ly ing  in  th e  m ud, tr ie d  to  figure 
th e  tim e since E lsie h ad  called h im  a n d  he 
h ad  to ld  h er the  tra in  w as a t  th e  bridge; 
he tried  to  figure th e  least tim e in w hich 
she w ould  have  spread  the  w o rd  in R o- 
q u an d  an d  in  w hich help  m igh t a r r iv e ; and 
he could n o t figure th a t  tim e sh o rt enough. 
T hey  w ould  come in cars by  the  cem ent 
road, he th o u g h t; an d  Elsie w ould  come 
w ith  them , a n d  she w ould  find  h im  here 
in the m ud, dead.

WH E N  Elsie ran  o u t in to  th e  rain  
she h ad  no p lan  except to  reach 
F re d  as quickly as possible. Of 

course she h ad  no  idea w h a t he w as d o in g ; 
she h ad  only  a  vague im pression of the  
conditions o f th e  ho ld -up . “I ’m  going to 
Siblee’s,” she th o u g h t; an d  she w en t a round  
to  th e  b a rn  to  get a  car, w ith  an  idea  of 
driv ing  to  the  farm  an d  finding F re d  there 
doing som ething ab o u t th e  hold-up.

By th e  light from  th e  w indow  of the 
sw itchboard  room , she opened th e  barn  
door. T here sto o d  h er fa th e r’s old, half 
b ro ken-dow n  “ flivver” an d , beside it, the 
new  six-cylinder to u rin g  car o f a  neighbor. 
Elsie ju m p ed  in to  th e  new  car, sw itched 
on th e  headlights an d  drove from  the  shed, 
sw inging on to  the  cem ent h ighw ay  an d  then 
tu rn ing  in to  th e  clay an d  m u d  an d  m ire 
of the  pike. As the  w heels sank in and 
splashed an d  skidded, she glanced dow n a t 
th e  dials on the  d ash ; sixteen m inu tes afte r 
ten , th e  clock to ld  her. I t  h ad  been ten 
o ’clock w hen N eelan firs t called h er from  
Q uinby, she rem em bered; th e  ho ld-up , of 
course, m ust have sta rted  before th a t— a t 
least a  q u a r te r  o f an  h o u r before. She 
th o u g h t, “ P ro b a b ly  i t ’s a ll over an d  th ey ’ve 
g o t aw ay .”

H ow  th ey  w ou ld  have  g o t aw ay , she did 
n o t th in k . H er im age of th e  tra in  robbery  
w as o f m en lying w aiting  in am bush , o f one 
w aving a  red  lan te rn  to  s to p  th e  tra in , of 
them  all gathering  ab o u t th e  cars an d  strik 
ing sw iftly  an d  mercilessly. “ I ’m  to o  la te ,” 
she th o u g h t; an d  th o u g h t n o t only of the  
b an d its ’ hav ing  loo ted  the  tra in  a n d  escaped, 
b u t  of F re d ’s hav ing  been killed o r  w ounded 
by  them  before th ey  go t aw ay . “T h ey ’ve 
killed h im !” she agonized. “I ’ve killed 
him  !” Oh, w h y  h ad  she called h im  ?

T hen quick  sounds— sounds w hich 
seemed to  have a  so r t o f im pact in  them —  
b ea t th rough  th e  ra in  above th e  w h ir  of 
the engine an d  th e  splash o f th e  wheels. 
I t  w as firing. T h e  fight fo r th e  m illion 
and  a  h a lf  w as n o t y e t over, th e  b and its 
h ad  n o t y e t tak en  th e  tra in  1 N o w  th rough  
the ra in  she m ade o u t th e  fa ra w ay  lights 
of the  tr a in ;  she could see the  beam  of 
the engine head ligh ts an d  som e distance 
behind it, th e  row s of illum ined transom s 
and  w indow s w hich  m arked  th e  Pu llm an  
cars. B u t th e  firing w hich  she w as hearing 
w as n o t so fa r  aw ay  as th a t ;  no w  she saw 
the  flashes o f th e  guns alm ost before her. 
T he fight w as n o t a ro u n d  the  tra in — it  w as 
righ t here. She alm ost ra n  i t  d o w n ; she 
w as runn ing  i t  dow n. G lass sp lin tered  on 
her a r m ; she fe lt quick, sha rp  thu d s—• 
bullets piercing h er w indshield  a n d  strik ing  
the steering p o s t;  b u t she d id  n o t realize 
w h a t th ey  w ere ; she still w as driv ing  as 
fast as she could, an d  before her, in  the  
pools o f th e  road , a  m an w as ly ing , a  m an 
w ho h ad  been faced th e  o th er w ay  b u t 
w ho tu rn ed  a ro u n d  as she d rove on him  
an d  fired a t  h er an d  getting  up , tried  to 
scram ble o u t o f h er w ay . H e slipped in 
th e  clay, an d  she h i t  h im  an d  fe lt a  wheel 
go over him . T h en  she s to p p e d ; h er lights 
w ere gone; she felt fo r h e r  sho t-gun , and 
w hen som eone in  f ro n t fired  a t  her, she 
fired back  b o th  barre ls o f  h e r  sho t-gun  as 
she tum bled  from  h er car an d  la y  in  the  
m u d  an d  w a te r  o f th e  road.

She fired h er gun several tim es, while 
th e  fight on th e  ro ad  seem ed to  go on as 
she h ad  found  i t ; th en  i t  suddenly  w as over.

She sa t up  an d  s ta rte d  ra th e r  fearfully  
to  call F red , w hen she h e a rd : “ Hello. 
Hello, y o u !” T h a t w as F re d ’s voice. 

[T urn to page 7 o]

Send
for it
[NOW!

35M 10. F ro m  m an y  of th e  a t t r a c t iv e  new  s ty les 
to r  F a ll  w ear, p ic tu re d  in  o u r  F a ll  a n d  W in te r  C ata lo g  
w e se lected  th is  o n e  because  of i ts  excellen t lines an d  
th e  w onderfu l v a lu e  i t  rep re se n ts . T h e  q u a li ty  of 
th e  A ll-W ool, so ft-n a p p e d  v e lo u r a n d  th e  b e a u ty  of 
th e  em b ro id ery , w h ich  is  d o n e  in  c o n tra s tin g  color 
a n d  ac ce n tu a te s  th e  long  lines, is excep tional in  a 
d ress  selling a t  less th a n  $12.00 . C o n tras tin g  piping 
ou tlin es  th e  neck  a n d  d e e p , n a rro w  vestee . E n c irc led  
a t  w aist w ith  one of th e  n ow  l in k  gird les. C o lo rs :  
B row n, n a v y  b lue, o r  r e in d e e r  t a n .  S iz e s :  32 to  46 
b u s t,  s k ir t  len g th  39 in ch e s ; a lso  for m isses, 32 to  38 
b u s t,  s k ir t  len g th  37_inches. P o s t a g e  p a id

Genuine Dyed Fox Scarf
29M 11. T o  in tro d u c e  o u r  e x cep tio n al fu r  values 
to  new  frien d s, w e h a v e  p riced  th is  beau tifu l 
D y e d  F ox  F u r  S ca rf  a t  on ly  $11.98. F ine , long, 
s ilk y -h a ired  fu r  in  b r o w n ,  b la c k  o r  d a r k  g ra y .  
M easu res  a b o u t  42 I n c h e s  lo n g ,  includ ing  full 
b u sh y  ta i l .  S p rin g  h ead  c lasp  a n d  paw  
fas ten in g . C o m p a re  i t  w ith  an y  
517.50 fox fu r. P o s t s  
p a id  t o  y o u r  d o o r

241 Styles 
o f Shoes 

in Our New 
Fall & Winter 
Style Book- Latest
astŝ Bî  Values!

T h e  
F lap per  

M ahogany C alf 
G oo d y ea r  W elt

20M 202. T h is  p o p u la r  s ty le  F la p p e r  P u m p  
h as  a  genu ine G o o d y ear w elt so le  w hich  w ill 
o u tw e a r  tw o  o rd in a ry  soles. ; V ery  a t t r a c 
t iv e ly  s ty le d  w ith  p r e t ty  p e rfo ra tio n s, an d  
m ad e o f e x tra  g o o d q u a li ty M o h o g a n y  B ro w n  
C alf-fin ished  L ea th er. B ro ad  flap p e r s tra p ;  no
prong  b rass  b uckle . O ne-inch  ru b b e r  
heel. S iz e s :  2 H  to  8. W id th s :
B , C , D , a n d  E . P o sts  
p a id  t o  y o u r  d o o r .

.Lowest Prices, 
in

Country
G en u in e^

K id ,
B row n or B lack  
G en u in e  G ood year  W e ft'
20M 200. W e d o u b t t h a t  yo u  could  find  a  gen u in e  
B la c k  K id sk in  H ig h  S hoe w ith  G o o d y ea r w e lt soles 
elsew here for les3 th a n  $5.00. D ressy , so ft as  a  glove, 
a n d  exceedingly serv iceab le . M ilita ry  ru b b e r  
heel. S iz e s :  to  8. W id th s :  C , D . o r  E . fl*o QQ
P o s ta g e  p a id  t o  y o u r  d o o r ............................. i p * * * /«

G en u in e  
K id sk in  

G en u in e  
G ood year  W elt

20M 229 B ro w n . 20M 230 B la c k .  S m a rt  O xford 
of g enu ine  K id sk in , w ith  G o o d y ear w elt sole. Im ita 
tio n  t ip  a n d  m ilita ry  ru b b e r  heel. S p len d id ly  con
s tru c te d  an d  will w ear exceedingly  w ell. S iz es : 
2 H  to  8. W id th s :  B . C , D , an d  E .  flJO 
P o s t a g e  p a id  t o ^ y o u r d o o r ...........................

Satisfaction 
or Your 
Money 
Refunded

. ...B e l l a s  H e s s
Service WASHINGTON. MORTON A BARROW STS

N E W  Y O R K  C IT Y . N Y
Fill out blank below with your name and address. [Cut out oo dotted line and mail to us.]

B E L L A S  H E S S  &  C O ., N ew  Y o r k  C i t y ,  N . Y .
G e n t le m e n :— P le a se  se n d  m e  y o u r  F R E E  C a ta lo g  o f  N ew  Y o r k 's  L a t e s t  S ty le s .

N A M E __________ ______________________________________________________________________

S T R E E T .  

T O W N ___ ..S T A T E ..
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Vaseline
Reg US Pat Off

WHITE
PETROLEUM JELLY 

♦ ♦ ♦
I F a summer of out

door life has rough
ened or sunburned your 
skin, you can restore its 
texture and smoothness 
wi th ap p l i c a t i on s  of 
“ Vaseline”  W hite Petro
leum Jelly. It is pure and 
bland — better for the skin 
than elaborate cosmetics.

C H E S E B R O U G H  M F G . C O M P A N Y  
( C o n so lid a te d )

State Street N ew  Y o rk

TellOnly One Way to
rwhich Depilatory is Best

A P P L Y  D eM irac le  to  o n e  sp o t 
a n d  any  o th e r  d e p ila to ry  to  

a n o th e r .  W a i t  a  w e e k  a n d  th e  
re su lts  w ill p ro v e  th a t  D eM irac le  
is th e  b e s t h a i r  re m o v e r  o n  E a rth .

Y o u  n e e d  n o t  r isk  a  p e n n y  in  tr y 
in g  D eM irac le . U se  it  ju s t o n c e  
a n d  if  y o u  a re  n o t  c o n v in c e d  th a t  
i t  is t h e  p e rfe c t h a ir  re m o v e r  re 
tu r n  i t  to  u s  w ith  th e  D eM irac le  
G u a ra n te e  a n d  w e  w il l  r e f u n d  
y o u r  m o n e y . F o r  y o u r  p ro te c tio n  
in sis t t h a t  an y  o th e r  d e p ila to ry  is 
g u a ra n te e d  in  th e  sam e m a n n e r .

D eM ira c le  is n o t  a  sea lin g  w ax , 
p o w d e r , p a s te  o r  so  c a lle d  C re a m . 
Y o u  sim ply  w e t h a ir  w ith  th is  n ice  
D eM irac le  s a n ita ry liq u id  a n d  it  is 
g o n e . D eM ira c le  is th e  m o s t eco 
n o m ic a l b ecau se  th e re  is n o  w aste .

T h re e  S izes! 6 0c, $ 1 .0 0 , $ 2 . 0 0

A t a l l  to i l e t  c o u n te r s  o r  d i r e c t  f r o m u s ,  
i n  p l a i n  w r a p p e r ,  o n  receip t o f  p r i c e .

JUoUliraefe
D e p t .  M IS . P a r k  A v e . a n d  1 2 9 th  S t . ,  N e w  Y o r k

The Girl of Lazy 
Lekart’s

[Continued from page <5p]

“ Hello, y o u  w ho drove in like th a t  1 W ho 
are y o u ?  H ow  m any  of y o u ? ”

“ Fred 1” cried Elsie. “Oh, F re d ! Y o u ’re 
h e re !”

“ E ls ie!” answ ered F red . “ So you  came 
w ith  th e m ; you  d id come w ith  th e m !” 

“Yes,” Elsie replied, fo r she d id no t 
understand  th a t  he though t an d  the tra in - 
robbers also tho u g h t, th a t  h er car m ust 
have been full of m en ; anyw ay , she w as 
not th ink ing  m uch of w h a t she w as saying.

“ Some m ore cam e dow n the  track  from  
R oquand  on ‘speeders,’ I guess. T h ey ’re 
m opping u p  ab o u t th e  tra in ,” F red  said. 
“ Can you  come over here, E ls ie?”

She w as com ing and  soon w as beside 
him . “ F red , y o u ’re h u r t ! ”

“ N o ,” he denied, “ n o t m uch, anyw ay . 
Y ou, Elsie? Y o u ’re all r ig h t? ”

“I 'm  all r ig h t.”
“ Y our bunch go t here  ab o u t in tim e. 

T h a t one y o u  ran  over, he w as back of 
m e, an d  I  d id n ’t  k n o w ; he  m ust have 
been the  one tagged to  k ill m e, E lsie .” 

“ F red , w ho  w as w ith  you  here?  . . . 
F red , you  w ere fighting them  alone.”

“W ho cam e w ith  y o u ? ” F red  dem anded 
now . “W h a t happened  to  ’em ? W here 
are th e y ? ”

“ W hy, n o b o d y  cam e w ith  m e,” she said. 
“ I — I  w as ju s t  try ing  to  reach y o u  in tim e, 
F red . I  w as ju s t  d riv in ’ dow n th e  road  
try in g  to  get to  y o u  w hen I  ran  in to  i t .” 

“ I  see,” F re d  said an d  sa t u p  stra igh ter 
an d  pow erfully  pulled  h er dow n to  h im  and  
clasped h e r  in  h is arm s.

TH E  sta tio n  w ire o u t o f R oquand  had  
to  bear th e  burden  o f  the  new s th a t 
n ig h t; fo r, in  add ition  to  the  official 

ra ilroad  rep o rts  an d  police business fo llow 
ing the  ho ld -up , it  h a d  to  carry  th e  bulk 
of the  press m a tte r  to  C hicago; a n d  C het 
W indsor w orked  u n til h is w rist seem ed use
less, sending messages l ik e :

“ A dd tra in -b a n d its ; sixteen now  know n 
to o k  p a r t  in h o ld -u p ; tw o  killed, one shot 
by  express clerks in fight in w hich  tw o 
clerks lo st lives; one killed b y  F rederick  
Siblee, farm er, in fight on road . Six taken , 
fo u r in ju red , th ree by  fire from  tra in  o r in 
fight w ith  Siblee; one ru n  dow n by  car 
d riven  b y  E lsie L e k a rt . . . ad d  re 
covery o f bonds. All gold  found  in original 
boxes in  to u rin g  cars aban d o n ed  on ro ad ; 
bon d  loss now  to ta l  p ro b ab ly  u n d er tw o  
h u n d red  thou san d  . . . ad d  casualties 
tra in  crew , engineer, P . J .  D alton , head 
w ound , unconscious, serious; firem an, shot 
in side, n o t serious; D . F . W inter, of R o 
q u and , in  posse w hich a rriv ed  by  ‘speeders,’ 
sho t in shoulder, n o t serious; F red  Siblee, 
flesh w ou ld  in th ig h ; n o t serious. . . .”

O f course th e  s ta tion  w ire could n o t 
carry  all th e  new s th a t  n ig h t; m uch of it 
w ent b y  telephone from  the  Siblee farm  
w here th e  new spaper m en gathered . Nellie 
L ek art, on d u ty  a t  th e  H ow erby  sw itch
board , listened in.

She herself h ad  used  the  w ire to  ta lk  
d irectly  w ith  E lsie; so she w as sure th a t  
Elsie w as all r ig h t an d  th a t  F re d  w as going 
to  recover. D uring  th e  la te r  hours of the 
n ig h t she h eard  conversation  from  Chicago 
to  th e  Siblee f a rm : “ Hello there , Siblee
farm . I  w an t to  ta lk  to  th a t  R oquand  
correspondent. . . .  All r ig h t;  now  
ab o u t identifica tion  o f those b a n d its ; are 
y o u  sure o f T om m y F o g a r ty ?  . . . D o 
y o u  know  th e re ’s been five th o u san d  re 
w a rd  o u t fo r h im ?  . . . W ho w as he?  
T he one ru n  over in th e  ro a d ; n o t  killed, 
b u t  y o u  hav e  him . . . .”

I t  w as slow ly th a t, in  th e  g reat excite
m en t an d  confusion of h er th o u g h ts  an d  
feeling, N ellie L e k a rt realized th a t  E lsie 
h a d  rendered  helpless, an d  therefore  w as 
considered to  have  cap tu red , a  dangerous 
crim inal an d  w ou ld  be rew arded  th ere fo r 
w ith  five tho u san d  dollars. A little  la te r  
she heard , from  th e  new spaper in  Chicago, 
th a t  persons concerned w ith  th e  sh ipm ent 
of gold an d  bon d s h ad  been roused from  
bed an d  to ld  how  m o st o f th e ir  sh ipm ent 
h ad  been sav ed ; an d  already  th ey  h ad  
pledged a  rew ard  of five thou san d  dollars 
to  th e  farm er a n d  the  te lephone girl.

N ellie L e k a rt w as h a rd ly  able to  listen 
o r th in k  m uch a f te r  th a t. T en  th o u sa n d  
dollars— th e  sum  requ ired  to  set her 
dau g h te r free, th e  sum  so hopelessly u n a t
tainab le  un til th is  n igh t— ten  thou san d  
dollars h a d  com e to  Elsie 1 Nellie L ek art, 
w hile she w aited  fo r Chicago to  finish th a t  
conversa tion , m u rm u red  a  p ray e r o f th a n k 
fulness. T hen  w hen Chicago w as th rough , 
she herself p reem ptied  th e  w ire to  th e  Siblee 
farm  an d  spoke w ith  Elsie.

“T h ey ’re giving you  ten  th o u san d  do l
la rs  fo r ton igh t, E lsie,” she said. “T h ey ’re 
giving it  to  y o u ; I ’ve heard  th e m ; i t ’s yours. 
T en  th o u sa n d ; y o u ’re free, E lsie ; y o u ’re 
free to  m arry  F re d !”

“ W e’re m arry ing , m am m a,” said Elsie. 
“W e’re m arry ing  as quick  as w e can. W e’re 
aw fu lly  g lad  ab o u t th e  ten  thou san d , b u t 
w e d id n ’t  w a it to  hear o f it, m a m m a !” 

“ Of course y o u  d id n ’t ,”  said Nellie. 
“ N o t to n ig h t.”

“  T h e  L i t t l e  N u r s e  
f o r  L i t t l e  I l l s ”

d j x e d

3 e e t

A C H IN G , T I R E D  F E E T  
_TX that make you so 
miserable, are quickly 
relieved by m assaging 
generously with

Aluimn made under ihlt I isnahtrt

T h e  co o l, so o th in g  a c t io n  o f  
M e n th o la tu m  m a k e s  th e  fe e t  
fe e l r e s te d  a n d  c o m fo rta b le .
M e n t h o la tu m  h e l p s  o th e r  
" l i t t l e  i l l s ”— c u ts , b u r n s  an d  
n e rv o u s  h e a d a c h e .

M e n t h o l a t u m  i s  s o ld
e v e ry w h e re —tu b e s , 25c; 

ja r s ,  25c, 50c.

The Mentholatum Co.
B u ffa lo , N . Y .

W ic h ita ,  K a n s .  B r id g e b u r g ,  Ont*

1

H av e  a  b e a u tifu l ,  h e a lth y  com 
p lex ion . D on’t  le t  u n s ig h tly  
b lem ish es  h ide
o f  y o u r  sk in .

l* th e  re a l  b e a u ty
Use

P r o f .  I. H u b e r t ’ s

MALVINA ... 
CREAM  ̂ *

Y ou’ 11 be surprised at th e ' 
results. Best when used  
with Maivina Lotion and 
Malvina Iclithyol Soap.
Sold everywhere. Cream 60c.
Lotion 60c. Soap 30c. Post
paid on receipt of money order.
W rite for free booklet with story s 
“ She W on a Husband.”  and beauty 
hints and helps. A g e n t s  w a n t e d .
PROF. I. H U B E R T ,
Dept. 292, Toledo, Ohio

H F I V K T I T f H I N f l  and P icoting attachm ent r i E i l T l O l l I i n i r i l J  w o rk so n  an y  se w ing m a
chine, ea s ily  a d ju sted . P rice  $ 2 .5 0  w ith full in struc
tions. O r ie n ta l  N o v e lty  C o . ,  B o x  1 1 , C o r p u s  C h r i s t ! ,  T e x a s .

Don’t Be Gray
A  clear, colorless liquid, clean as w ater, 
will restore your grayin g  hair in from  
four to eight days. Y o u  apply it y o u r
self, w ith a com b, no m uss or bother, 
nothing to w ash or rub off— no in ter
ference with shampooing. Results sure and 
certain— no streaking or discoloration, 
restored hair perfectly natural in all lights.

T r i a l  B o t t l e  F r e e
M ail coupon for free tr ia l  bottle, an d  test as 
d irec ted  ou a single look. Then when you 
know positively th a t  your gray h a ir  can  be 
restored  easily , safely, surely, get a  fu ll  size 
bottle from your d ruggist or d irec t from  me.
Mary T . Goldman’s Hair Color Restorer

|  Alary T. Goldman, 1839 Goldman Bldg.. St. Paul.Minu.
|  P lease send  me your F R E E  tr ia l  bottle of 
I  M ary T. G o ldm an 's  H a ir  Color Restorer. The 
I  n a tu ra l color of my h a ir  id
|  je t b lack ......... b lack  or d a rk  brow n ..........m edium
I  brow n......... l ig h t brown, d ra b  or a u b u rn ..........
I
i  N am e....................................................................................
■
■ A ddress................................................................................
I  P lease p r in t  your nam e a n d  address p lain ly

................■ ■ ■ ■ ■ m o .
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The Quest Eternal for Youth and Beauty
By Elsie Ferguson

TH E  p a in te r, toiling un til th e  dayligh t 
fades to  catch the  t in t  o f mellow 
gold in h is la d y ’s h a ir ;  th e  sw arthy  
hodcarrie r, scrim ping to  ad d  to  the 

h o a rd  th a t  will enable h im  to  view  once 
m ore  the  u ltra m a rin e  sky  an d  brillian t 
orange groves o f h is n a tiv e  S icily; the 
arch itec t, p lann ing  an o th e r  tow er o f light 
an d  streng th  like th e  W oolw orth  B uild ing; 
the  tired  dressm aker, sew ing am id  h er silks; 
th e  sh ipping clerk, stand ing  in line a t  th e  
savings b an k  to  ad d  to  th e  little  sum  th a t  
one d ay  w ill bu ild  a  h o m e; the  poet, lin k 
ing sound  a n d  sense in  a  m igh ty  skyscraper 
of rh y m e ; th e  archeologist, burrow ing  
in to  th e  ru in s o f a  fo rgo tten  c i ty ;  th e  
exp lo rer; th e  m erch an t; the  scientist—

All these search and  suffer fo r beau ty . 
T h e  search m ay  be long o r  short, the 
suffering m ay  be sw eet; b eau ty  m ay lie in 
the hills of th e  C aucasus o r  in th e  smile of 
th e  girl nex t door. B u t th e  desire is in  
us all. W e w a n t b e a u ty ; w e w a n t th ings 
th a t  a re  beau tifu l an d  w e w a n t to  beau tify  
w h a t w e possess.

Sm all w onder is i t  th a t  w om an, too , 
desires b eau ty , desires n o t  only to  be sur
rounded  b y  i t ,  to  ow n b eau tifu l things, 
b u t also to  be b eau ty , to  b rea th e  b eau ty , 
to  ty p ify  i t ,  to  personify  it.

I  object to  a  w om an  try in g  to  beau tify  
herself only  w hen h er efforts defea t th e ir 
ow n ends— w hen th e  rouge im p arts  too  
flam ing a  red  to  h er cheeks, w hen th e  lines 
m ade b y  th e  lipstick  are  to o  obviously  u n 
n a tu ra l. E xaggera tion  o f an y  k in d  is ugly, 
even grotesque. T o o  o ften  a  w om an  w ho 
has one ugly  fea tu re  serves on ly  to  call 
a tte n tio n  to  i t  b y  try in g  to  redeem  it.

WH E N  th e  F rench w ere seemingly 
beaten  a t  th e  M arne , they  a ttacked . 
A rm y m en say th a t  th e  best de

fense is a lw ays a n  a ttack . A  w om an  w ho 
concen tra tes h e r  a tte n tio n  on h er b ad  
fea tu res is m aking  a  m istake. She should  
ask  herself n o t w h a t is  w rong  w ith  h e r  face 
an d  h e r  figure b u t  w h a t is  e ternally  righ t 
w ith  i t ,  an d  th e n  m ake th e  m o st o f th is.

T here  is som ething “ r ig h t” w ith  every 
one o f us w h eth er i t  be  a  p re tty  smile, 
good tee th , fine coloring, in teresting  eyes, 
o r  a  p rovocative  nose.

D o n ’t  im ita te . Im ita tio n  spoils m ore 
good looks th a n  u n h a p p y  love affairs do. 
D o n ’t  th in k  th a t  because a  w om an you  
kn o w  looks w ell w ith  fine eyebrow s or 
rouged lips o r a  pa le  com plexion th a t  any 
of these necessarily w ill becom e you . I t  
p ro b ab ly  w ill n o t, because w e are  a p t  to  
adm ire  a  ty p e  different from  o u r ow n.

T h is  is  a  ra th e r  safe ru le : I f  y o u  a d 
m ire a th ing , d o n ’t  copy it.

T h e  m ost a ttrac tiv e  b eau ty  is alw ays 
the  m ost n a tu ra l, b u t  th is  does n o t m ean 
th a t y o u  can  look y o u r  best if y o u  m ake 
y o u r to ile t carelessly. “ I  have  beau tifu l 
h a ir  no  m a tte r  ho w  I  arrange i t ,”  m ay  be 
tru e , b u t the re  a re  certain  w ays o f a r 
ranging it  th a t  will set off y o u r  face to  
best advan tage . T h e  curves of y o u r  lips 
m ay be very  p re tty , but they  m ay n o t be

T 7 L S IE  F E R G U S O N , th e  g rea tly  
lo v e d  a n d  fam o u s ac tress , b e 

g ins h e r e  a se rie s  o f th re e  a r 
tic le s . I f  y o u  w o u ld  l ik e  to  know  
h o w  M iss F e rg u so n  g u id es h e r  
ow n  life , in  o rd e r  to  re ta in  h e r  
r a re  b e a u ty , w r ite  to  h e r  in  ca re  
o f M cC all’s M agazine , 236 W est 
37th S tre e t, N ew  Y o rk  C ity , en 
c lo s in g  a s ta m p e d , se lf-ad d ressed  
en v e lo p e .

noticed  w ith o u t a  touch  of color. Y our 
eyelashes m ay  be m ore effective if slightly 
enhanced. T here  is a r t  in  “ m ak e-u p ” if  it  
is used discreetly.

T h e  w om an w ho is beau tifu l is fo rtu 
na te , b u t  h e r  b eau ty  does n o t belong to 
herself alone. I t  is a  g ift o f w hich she is 
m erely th e  trustee.

One reason m ore  girls an d  w om en are 
n o t beau tifu l an d  w hy  some w ho have real 
b eau ty  re ta in  i t  fo r so sh o rt a  tim e  is the 
n ig h t life w hich  no w  is in  the  ascendancy 
all over th e  coun try . N o  girl can, n ight 
a f te r  n igh t, dance in a  crow ded, ill- 
ven tila ted  re s tau ran t u n til th e  early  hours 
o f the  m orn ing  an d  re ta in  h er v ita lity  an d  
h e r  good looks.

I  m yself indulge v e ry  little  in  the  
forced an d  artific ial frivo lity  th a t  goes 
u n d er the  nam e of gaiety . O nly a t  g reat 
in tervals an d  w hen  I  feel fu lly  fit do I  
d issipate to  th e  ex ten t o f rem aining u p  la te  
a t  n igh t, fo r I  find  th a t  sleep during  the  
day tim e does n o t  com pensate m e fo r rest 
a t  m ore n o rm al tim es. I  m ake i t  a  practice 
to  go to  bed as early  as m y professional 
duties p e rm it an d  to  rise early  in o rder 
to  ge t as m uch fresh a ir  an d  sunshine as 
I  can. A fte r all, i t  is  b e tte r  to  o b ta in  a 
g rea t deal of en joym en t o u t o f each year 
th a n  to  crow d i t  all in to  a  single tw elve- 
m on th  an d  hav e  n o th in g  left.

BU T  there  a re  o th e r  enem ies of b eau ty  
ju s t  as harm fu l an d  even m ore in 
sidious th a n  n ig h t life. W e are learn 

ing to d ay  how  closely th e  m ind an d  the 
bod y  are  in tertw ined  an d  w h a t influence 
o u r th o u g h ts  have up o n  o u r h ealth  an d  
our appearance. W e w om en perm it ex
ternal circum stances, tr iv ia l annoyances, 
little  w orries to  m ake to o  deep an  im 
pression upon us. W e m u st learn  to  cast 
ou t ideas th a t  are n o t in harm o n y  w ith  us; 
if we do n o t, the sto ry  will be w ritte n  on 
o u r faces in  tigh tened  m ouths, lines of 
care, uneasy  eyes, pallid  complexions.

T h is is one of th e  h ardest lessons fo r us 
to  m aster. Suppose a  w om an has ju s t h ad  
h er w indow s cleaned. She is going to  give 
a  luncheon the  next day . I t  begins to  rain. 
T he w indow s will be d ir ty  in spite o f the 
troub le  and  expense to  w hich she has gone. 
T h a t  is to o  bad, b u t it canno t be helped. 
R egret over the incident m ust be shaken off.

Or suppose a  girl is n o t in v ited  to  a 
p rom  to  w hich her chum  has been asked. 
She m ay  feel she is missing a  g rea t deal, 
b u t th e  tim e w ill come w hen she will have 
such a  chance an d  h er friend  will no t. I f  
th is is an y  consolation to  her, le t h e r re
m em ber it b u t  n o t  grieve over w h a t cannot 
be remedied.

Som etim es I  th in k  w e w om en love 
sorrow .

See how  w e all cling to  i t !  See how  
w e cherish each tin y  annoyance! I f  a 
w om an h as  a  dispute w ith  a  m aid  o r a 
tradesm an o r  an o th er w om an, she m ust 
tell ab o u t i t  to  the  first friend  she sees. 
A nd to  th e  second. A nd to  th e  th ird . A nd 
perhaps to  th e  fo u rth  as well. E ach  tim e 
she tells the  sto ry  she enlarges h er ow n 
unhappiness, fo r m isery  is a p lan t th a t 
th rives u nder careful tending. A nd in the 
m eanw hile those little  w orries, like m in ia
tu re  devils w ith  tin y , w icked pitchforks, 
are harassing  her, s ta rtin g  m icroscopic sores 
th a t  g radually  enlarge un til her h ealth  and  
her good looks are  lo st together.

HOW  m uch b e tte r  i t  w ould be if th a t 
w om an w ere to  learn to  obliterate 
her bo thers an d  begin life afresh each 

m orning, confident, w ell-balanced, calm.
W ould n o t th is  be  reflected in h er face? 

Is  th e  Venus de M ilo rem arkab le only for 
th e  regu la rity  o f h e r  p roportions , fo r the  
sym m etry  an d  b eau ty  of h er fea tu res?  I f  
th is w ere all, th a t  s ta tu e  could be duplicated  
b y  half a  dozen scu lp tors alive today . B u t 
th a t  is n o t  h er secret. I t  is her poise and  
perfect seren ity  w hich  still a t tr a c t  us a f te r  
m ore th an  tw o  thou san d  y ea rs ; Which 
puzzle us too , fo r in  the  scurry an d  bustle 
o f the  tw en tie th  cen tu ry  w e have fo rgotten  
som ething th a t  classic Greece understood.

W h a t I  have  said  applies to  w om en in 
all w alks of life an d  a t  all ages. B u t in 
p a rticu la r I  no tice  th is feverish restlessness 
am ong th e  y ounger m arried  w om en of m y 
acquain tance . I  see so m an y  girls w ho, 
a f te r  a  y ea r  o r tw o of m arriage, become 
discontented , a n d  th is d iscon ten t is w ritten  
large on th e ir features.

T hey  m u st do som ething every  m inute 
an d  fly from  pleasure to  pleasure as though 
th ey  w ere a fra id  to  be le ft alone w ith  
them selves. T hey  a re  ja r re d  an d  th row n  
off th e ir equilibrium  by  th e  tin iest m ishap 
o r  annoyance ; they  hav e  n o t learned the 
lesson of developing th e ir  personalities—  
th ey  have  n o t y e t found  them selves.

I t  is n o t necessary fo r a  w om an to  en ter 
one o f the  professions o r  to  go in to  busi
ness in  o rder to  find herself. She m ay 
develop h er personality  to  ju s t  as com plete 
an  exten t in  h er ow n hom e.

L e t no  one th in k  th a t  th is  a ttitu d e  
to w a rd  b eau ty  an d  to w ard  life, of w hich 
b eau ty  is an  im p o rta n t p a rt, can  be a p 
plied only  to  tr iv ia l th ings— a to rn  gow n, 
an  ungratefu l friend. W hen g rea t sorrow s 
and  deep d isappo in tm en ts come th ey  should 
be m et and  faced in the  sam e spirit, w ith 
the  understand ing  th a t  every th ing  passes 
an d  th a t no th ing  can endure forever.

Women Marvel at New Beauty that

Boncilla Bestows
B onc illa  B eau tifier, a c lasm ic  F ac ia l 
pack th a t d erm a to lo g is ts  an d  beau ty  
spec ia lis ts  p ronounce the  g re a te s t 
a id  to n a tu ra l  b eau ty  ev e r  p roduced .

T h a t  has g iven  com plexion ch arm  
to m any  d isc rim in a tin g  w om en.

B onc illa  B eau tifie r is d ifferen t.

Its  action  goes deeper.

I t  is easy  to use.
So re s tfu l an d  re fre sh in g  and  r e 
su lts  a re  alm ost in stan tan eo u s.

T h is  c lasm ic  pack fo rm s a  “B eauty  
M a sk ” o v e r the en tire  face w h ich  
re v ita liz e s  the m uscles, tissues and  
skin of the face.

In  a few  m inutes you experience  its 
g en tle  action.

Y ou fee l its r e ju v e n a tin g  effects.

T h e n  w h en  it is rem oved  you see 
the  tra n sfo rm a tio n .

Y o u r skin has th a t  “T e a  R ose” 
co lor an d  fee ls like v e lv e t.

O ne Application Will 
Convince You

T h is  clasm ic  pack is g u a ra n te e d  to 
do these defin ite th in g s fo r  the  face 
o r y o u r m oney w ill  be re fu n d ed .

1. C le a r  the com plexion and  
g iv e  it color.

2 . C leanse  and  close e n la rg e d  
pores.

3 . R e m o v e  b lack h ead s and  
p im ples.

4 . L if t out the  lines.
5 . R ebu ild  d ro o p in g  fa c ia l t is 

sues an d  m uscles.
6 . M ake t h e  s k i n  soft and  

sm ooth.

B o n c illa ’s p o p u la r ity  h a s  b red  
m ita tions, th e re fo re  if you w a n t the 

gen u in e , ask fo r Boncilla Beautifier.
T h e  com plete "B o n c illa  M e th o d ” 
c o n s i s t s  o f B onc illa  B eau tifier, 
B o n c illa  C old  an d  V an ish in g  C ream  
an d  B o n c illa  Face P o w d er.

B o n c illa  B eau tifie r w h e n  used 
se p a ra te ly  w ill g iv e  you re su lts  you 
h av e  h ere to fo re  co n sid ered  im pos
sible, the best re su lts  a re  secured  
by u sin g  the  com plete  m ethod.

Boncilla “Pack-O-Beauty”
T h at you m ay t ry  B o n c illa  a t sm all 

cost, we have supplied m ost drug and 
departm ent stores with the B oncilla  
‘ ‘P ack -O -B eau ty”  to sell for 5 0 c. T his 
set contains enough B oncilla  B eautifier, 
B o n cilla  Cold and V an ish in g Cream 
and B oncilla  Face Pow der fo r three or 
four com plete B oncilla  face P acks. I f  
your dealer cannot supply you im m edi
ately , m ail the coupon below to us w ith  
5 0 c and receive the B o n cilla  “ Pack- 
O -B eau ty”  b y  return m ail, postpaid.

B o n c illa  t r e a tm e n t s  a r e  a ls o  g iv e n  in  B e a u ty  S h o p s  
fo r  w o m e n  a n d  in  B a r b e r  S h o p s  f o r  m e n .

B O N C IL L A  L A B O R A T O R IE S  
4 4 3  E ast South S treet 
Indianapolis, Indiana

I enclose 5 0 c. K in d ly  send your 
P ackage  O ’ B eauty  to :

N am e........................................................................

A d d re ss ...................................................................

C ity ...........................................  S ta te .................
Me 1



72 McCall’s Magazine for September, 1922

T o  undo  th e  w ork  of sun, w ind and w eather 
— th is is th e  a fte r-v aca tio n  problem .

N a tu re  is th e  g rea t healer, b u t  n a tu re  
w orks slowly. H e lp  is needed to  m ore quick
ly  restore  th e  soft te x tu re  o f th e  skin as well 
as to  b lend th e  ta n  o f sum m er w ith  th e  n a tu 
ra l soft t in ts  th a t  hav e  n o t been exposed to  
th e  w eather.

L e t th is  D a y  D ream  m ethod  help you.
At night, on retiring, apply D ay Dream Cold Cream 

liberally to hands, arms, neck and face. Rub in gently, 
but thoroughly, and allow to remain on all night. I n the 
morning remove the cream with a face cloth and hot 
water; then apply cold face cloths, rubbing the skin 
briskly. Dry thoroughly and apply fresh cream, again 
allowing this to remain. When dressing for the day, 
first remove the cream as in the morning, dry the skin 
thoroughly and apply D ay Dream Poudre Creme, well 
rubbed in; then D ay Dream Face Powder, in your 
favorite shade, which will cling unseen and give the 
final touch o f charm.

Ask for Day Dream Cold Cream, Poudre Creme and 
Face Powder at any of the better shops where toilet 
goods are sold, and let them help you solve the after- 
vacation problem.

ST E A R N S— P E R F U M E R
Detroit, Michigan Windsor, Ontario

Established 1855

’^kf Girl tjou 
Cant %rjet'

JjBend 23c In s ta m p s  o r  coin i o r W U  
/ D a y  D ream  A cq u ain tan ce  B o x ^ n g l
> con ta in in g  P erfum e, C o ld  C r e a m , ^
> P o u d re  C rem e, F ace  P o w d er a n d  ^  
\S o a p  in  m in ia tu re . A ddress S tearn s , 
lYPerfu m er. fisst East. Jefferson  Ave

Women Who Shave
o r  w h o  u s e  h a r m f u l  d e p i l a t o r i e s  c a n  d estro y  
t h e  h e a v i e s t  g r o w t h  w ith  th e  ro o ts  a b s o lu t e ly  
w i t h o u t  h a r m ,  b y  u s i n g  Z I P .
D e p i l a t o r i e s  a n d  r a z o r s  m e r e ly  t a k e  a w a y  s u r 
f a c e  h a i r s ,  l e a v i n g  t h e  r o o t s  t o  t h r i v e  a n d  
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you perspire

Who is Sylvia?
[ C o n tin u e d  jr o m  page 34]

sto ry  sta rted . A  stray  gust of w ind from  
the  hall blew  o u t one of the  candles on 
the  m antel. She w ould  ligh t i t  again in a  
m inute. I t  w as such a  com fortab le  chair.

T h e  w ind  w as certain ly  getting  stronger, 
b u t i t  d id  n o t seem to  m a tte r  so m uch now . 
H er m ind began to  catch  a t  fa r-aw ay  
things, places she h ad  been, m en w ho had  
seized her fancy. E v ery th in g  began to  
tw is t o u t o f shape too , no  one w ould  stay  
in his place. . . .

W ith  th a t  peculiar carry ing-over of im 
pression from  sleep to  sudden, sta ring  con
sciousness, she h ad  a  te rrify ing  sense of 
hav ing  heard  th e  loud, m etallic clash o f the  
door knocker. T hen  th e  ligh tn ing  blazed 
b lue again, w ith  an  accom panying crashing 
collapse o f th e  heavens. A  flood w as 
hurled  ag a in s t the  w indow s, an d  in  the  
fearsom e in terval o f silence w hich  follow ed, 
she h ea rd  d istinctly  th e  heav y  tre a d  of 
som eone w alking dow n the  u psta irs hallw ay 
from  th e  porch  w indow . A sickening h o rro r  
overcam e her. She leaned against the  back 
of the  chair an d  fough t th e  force w hich  
w as try in g  to  close h er eyes.

P erhaps she d id close them . Som ehow  
she knew  th a t  tim e h ad  passed. T h e  candles 
h ad  gone o u t;  the  room  w as dark . I t  w as 
com ing dow n th e  stairs, the  regular, sc rap 
ing steps. T ry  as she w ould , no sound 
could she get from  her co n trac ted  th ro a t.

T here  w as a  voice! Yes, in  a  ghostly  
crooning i t  came to  her, “Oh, believe me 
if  all those endearing young  charm s.” 
Sheer frig h t stopped her b rea th . I t  could 
n o t be th a t— oh, i t  could n o t be!

An ind istinc t shape, a  heav ier b lack 
shadow  in  th e  darkness, form ed in th e  
doorw ay . Sylvia’s voice failed again. She 
w as rig id  as iron , d ry -th ro a ted , freezing 
cold. W hen w ords d id  com e, i t  w as a  low  
w hisper, unguided  b y  h er m ind. “W ell, 
w h a t do you  w a n t? ”

A t h er first w o rd  the loom ing shape in 
th e  do o r recoiled. T hen  a  blue-yellow  line 
of sparks, th e  strik ing  of a  m atch . C andle 
flames jum ped  alive in quick succession and  
disclosed th e  room  again. Sylvia, huddled  
in  th e  g rea t chair, beheld a  m an.

She knew  him  in stan tly , in  spite o f th e  
golf coat an d  knickers w hich displaced the  
disheveled w h ite  th ings he h a d  w o rn  th a t  
n ig h t she h ad  m et h im  on th e  beach an d  
la te r  sa t beside h im  in th e  car, in  spite 
o f the  smile w hich  softened those tig h t-  
d raw n lips. She should have  been afra id . 
In stead , relief to o k  her. “Are y o u  robbing 
the  house, th e n ?  I  th o u g h t you w ere the  
ghost o f  the  m an w ho bu ilt th is  house.

“A great o ld fellow, w asn ’t  h e?  I ’ve 
read  h is m em oirs.” H e p o in ted  to  th e  book 
w hich  h ad  fallen to  th e  floor. “Y ou d o n ’t 
m ind, do y o u ? ”

F o r  a  m om ent Sylvia sm iled a t  him . 
She d id n o t know  w h y . A nd  th en , ju st 
as suddenly, she could b u t  w eep ; collapsed 
there in th e  g rea t chair, she sobbed  like 
a  h u r t child.

Som eone w as ta lk ing  to  her, saying the 
craziest things. “ D o n ’t, Sylvia. I ’ve been 
hoping y o u  w ould  come. I  a lm ost th o u g h t 
y o u  w ould . I ’m n o t a  ro b b er o r any th ing  
like th a t. Sylvia, listen. I  th o u g h t M rs. 
A bbo t h ad  locked m e o u t so I  cam e th rough  
th e  porch  w indow  upsta irs. I ’m  an  arch i
tec t, s tay ing  here to  stu d y  th e  place. Y ou 
rem em ber how  i t  struck  m e th a t  n igh t?  
I ’ve received a  com m ission to  do some 
m ore ju s t like it. Going to  pull th rough  
a f te r  all— fo r you , Sylvia. Oh, how  I ’ve 
hoped  y o u ’d  b reak  a w a y ! A nd I  fe lt you 
w ould  com e here. L ook  u p , p lease!”

She did. I t  w as funny . She h a d  seen 
h im  only  once before, an d  now  th e ir  hands 
w ere clasped. B u t she w an ted  them  to  be 
clasped. “ W ho are  y o u ?  N o— I  d o n ’t 
w a n t to  know . I  d o n ’t  care ; ju s t so you  
a re  different fro m  a n y  m an  I  ever knew  
before. Are you  ?”

H e laughed then. “ D ifferent a t  least 
from  th e  m an  w h o  w as w ith  y o u  in  th e  car 
th a t  n igh t, Sylv ia .”

“Yes, y o u  are. I  cou ldn’t  have  m arried  
h im . C ould  I ? ”

“N o. T h a t’s all se ttled  now . A ren’t  we 
h u n g ry  th o u g h ! L e t’s go fix u p  som ething, 
an d  a f te r  I ’ll go back  to  th e  sloop.”

S tu a r t W alco tt an d  Sydney Owen were 
sea t-m ates in the  sm oker of th e  Long Island  
evening local fro m  M ill N eck. Owen 
b rushed  th e  cigarette ashes from  his to p 
coat. “ H eard  any th in g  m ore o f Sylvia, 
S tu a r t? ”

“N oth ing  p articu larly . N o t since she 
an d  som e w ild  m an  an d  h is w ild  b o a t 
s tru ck  o u t fo r F lo rid a .”

“Y ou seem p re tty  heroic u nder the  
circum stances.”

S tu a r t laughed. “ F ran k ly , Syd, i t ’s a 
relief. She positively  scared m e som etim es; 
th e  m ost devilish, incom prehensible m oods 
im aginable.”

F o r Sylvia is a joyous little  lad y  w ith  
lights in her h a ir  w hich  m ake i t  alm ost 
gold. Yes, an d  Sylvia is a  seeress w ith  
gleam s of deep-set fire in h er eyes o f gray . 
Perhaps, unless one feels it, the re  is  no 
know ing— w ho is Sylvia.

Light Magic
[ C o n tin u e d  jr o m  p a g e  67]

“ Say w h at, m y  F a iry ? ”
“W ill you say— oh, I d o n ’t  care w hether 

i t ’s tru e  o r n o t, if you  will say it— will you 
say, ju s t once, th a t  th is  w asn ’t— flirting? 
T h a t th is  tim e i t  w as ju s t a  little— d if
fe ren t?  So th a t  w hen I  get frightened, I  
can te ll m yself th a t  y o u  said so. E ven—  
even if I  d o n ’t  believe i t .”

“W ell y o u  know  th a t  th is w as different, 
L isbethan .”

“Y es,” she said, “ th a n k  you. Y o u ’ve 
given me th e  m o st beau tifu l present in the 
w orld— I ’ll rem em ber. G ood-by, M ichael. 
I ’ll alw ays an d  alw ays be glad th a t  you 
found  me o u t there on the  balcony th a t  
n ight. P lease to  be glad, to o .”

“Y o u ’re so little ,” he to ld  h er in  the 
low  voice th a t  w as only  fo r L isbethan. 
“ Y o u ’re so sw eet.”

“Please, M ichael, ju s t m y eyes— n o t—  
n o t— please, M ic h ae l! L ike th a t  evening 
on the  terrace, w ith  th e  little  m oon .”

“ T here w ere tea rs  on y o u r  lashes then . 
N o  tears n o w ? ”

“N o  tea rs  now , M ichael. W hen y o u  get 
to  the  gate, w ould  you  m ind w aving to  me ? 
T hen— then  i t  w o n ’t  seem as though  you  
h ad  really  gone u n til then . T h en  i t  w o n ’t 
be so h a rd  to  le t you  go.”

“L isbethan , will y o u  rem em ber one 
th in g ? ”

“I ’ll rem em ber— every th ing ,” said L is
bethan .

“W ill you  rem em ber th a t  y o u  gave a  
w orth less devil w ho  d id n ’t  believe in an y 
th ing  in  the  w orld  belief in  everyth ing 
w o rth  fa ith ?  H e believes in  F airy lan d , m y 
F airy , because y o u  came from  there— in 
H eaven, little st angel, because y o u  will go 
there— in m iracles, in dream s, in  m agic, be
cause y o u  are m iracles an d  dream s and  
m agic, L isbethan . W hy are y o u  smiling, 
you  little  th in g ? ”

“I  w as sm iling,” said L isbethan  in h er 
hushed voice, “because I  w as so d readfully  
h appy . I  w as sm iling because there  w ere 
tea rs  in y o u r  eyes.”

A nd M ichael suddenly to o k  the  yellow  
head in  bo th  h is hands, fiercely gentle, and  
kissed th e  sm all, w avering  smile so lightly  
th a t  i t  never changed; an d  w as gone.

“ H e never— he never even said good- 
b y ,” w hispered  L isbethan , w ith  her hands 
a t  her th ro a t. “ I  th in k  th a t  he m igh t have 
said good-by . M ay b e  he w o n ’t  rem em ber 
to  w ave a t  th e  gate. Oh, M ichael I Oh, 
M ichael, please rem em ber.”

A nd M ichael rem em bered. F ro m  the  
o th er side of the  little  ga te  he tu rn ed  to  
look  a t  h er once m ore, am ber-headed , 
velvet-eyed, flinging o u t h e r  smile like a 
banner in to  the fresh sw eet a ir. T here  she 
stood, sm all an d  gallan t an d  fragile u nder 
th e  flow er-sta rred  branches, w ith  all the 
young m agic of A pril falling a b o u t her—  
smiling— sm iling— he could see th e  very  tilt 
to  her lips— he could see— he closed his 
eyes, gripped  suddenly by  despair— he could 
see th a t  she w as w eeping, as though  she 
w ould  nev er stop .

“N o !” cried M ichael. “N o, no , no  1” 
H e cleared th e  gate  a t  a  bound , and  

ran  to w a rd  her, stum bling  in  h is haste . 
L isbethan  never stirred— she stood  w a tch 
ing him  w ith  th e  tea rs  flooding across the 
sm all, frozen smile— n o t even breath ing  
un til she felt h is arm s once m ore about 
her. She clung to  h im  th en  as though  she 
w ere drow ning.

“ Oh, M ich ae l!” she w ep t, the  n igh tm are 
still in h e r  eyes. “ O h, M ichael, I  w as so 
frightened— oh, M ichael, M ichael, I  w as so 
frig h ten ed !”

“ H ush, h u s h !” he w hispered, h is lips on 
h er hair. “ G od forgive m e, I ’m  m ad  to  
stay— b u t I  can ’t  h u r t  you . D o n ’t  cry—  
d o n ’t  cry, d o n ’t  cry , L isbethan .”

“O h,” cried L isbethan , h er eyes tw o 
rad ian t m iracles. “ D id n ’t  y o u  know  th a t 
you  couldn’t  h u r t  m e, M ichael? D id n ’t  you 
k now ? I  alw ays, alw ays k n e w !”

“ I  th in k ,” said M ichael very  low , “ th a t 
tom o rro w  it  w ill still be A pril— an d  the 
nex t day— an d  the  next— it  w ill be April 
alw ays while I  ho ld  y o u , shining th rough  
y o u r tears. W here’s y o u r  m agic, m y F airy , 
m y F a iry ?  L isbethan , m ake th e  w orld 
s ta n d  s t i l l !”

A nd L isbethan , stand ing  fa r  u p  on h er 
tip toes in th e  pale spring sunlight, lifted 
th e  w hite  m agic o f h er face to  his— and  
i t  w as A pril— an d  th e  w orld  sto o d  still.
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M ade in  S q u a re ,  R ou n d , O val. F a n c y  a n d  H e a r t ,  
, o f  b la c k , g r a y ,  s e p ia ,  a n d  re d  g u m m ed  p a p e r . 

S lip  th e m  on  c o rn e rs  o f  p ic tu re s , th e n  w e t  a n d  s tic k . 
.. Q U IC K -E A S Y -A R T IS T IC . N o m u ss , n<> fu s s .  A t pho to  

su p p ly , d ru g  a n d  s t a t ’y  s to r e s .  A c c e p t n o  su b s t i tu te s ;  
_  * th e re  is  n o th in g  a s  g o o d . 1 0 c  b r in g s  fu ll  p k g . a n d  sam p le s , 

f r o m  E n g e l  M fg .  C o . ,  D e p t .  6 4  J ,  4 7 1 1  N o . C la r k  S t . ,  C H IC A G O

M oore Push-Pins
Glass Heads S t e e l  Points

M oore Push-less Range
To hang up things

te jp o u r d e a le r  to  shou) tn em  
S olo '  P e r

E veryw here X v  * p a c k e t
Moore P usH -Pin  Co.

W a y n e  J u n c t io n  P h ila d e lp h ia

A gen ts; $ 5 0  a Week
F o r  y o u r  s p a re  t im e .  M e n  o r  w o m e n  

selling- g u a ra n te e d  h o s ie ry . M u s t  w e a r  
12 m o n th s o r  re p la c e d  f re e —a ll  s ty le s ,c o l 
o r s  a n d  fa n c y  s tr ip e s ,  in c lu d in g ; s i l k  h o se . 

S e ll  fo r  L ess T h a n  S tore  P rices 
O ften  se ll  dozen  p a ir  to  one fam ily . E v e ry  

m an  o r  w om an , young- o r  o ld , can  m ak e  big- 
m o n ey  s e ll in g  th is  q u a li ty  line . W rite  fo r  

T ho m as M fg. Co.
D ayton , O hio

sam ples.
H -300 2,

WE WILL PAY YOU $50
M any re p re s e n ta tiv e s  re ce iv e  $ 5 0 0  a  yeai 
fo r sp a re  tim e , in tro d u c in g  P R I S C I
F A B R I C S ,  U N D E R W E A R ,  H O S IE :
e tc . You ca n  do a s  w e ll. W rite  today .

G O O D S  C O M P A N  
4 0 1  F lt z c h a r le s  B ld g .  T R E N T O N ,  I

Up and Coming
[ C o n tin u e d  fr o m  page jp ]

shrugging h er shoulders. “ I  had  lessons 
a t  convent schools, too , b u t  T om  never 
kep t me any  one place long enough to  have 
it coun t.”

“T om — T om  D u n lev y ?”
“ M y fa ther, an o th e r  te n t dw eller who 

plays the gam e w ith  loaded dice,” she said 
quickly, “ one o f those m agnetic, futile per
sons an d  a  ta rn ish ed  a ris to cra t to  1 oot. 
Please d o n ’t  ask  any  m ore.”

“W hy n o t? ” Jo n e s displayed rude p er
sistence. “ D o y o u  th in k  y o u  can leave 
here, never know  me o th er th an  as the  m an 
w ho did o r d id  n o t accept y o u r pictures 
w hen fo r years I ’ve th o u g h t of you  and 
talked  to  you  an d — ”

“ W hy should  I  kn o w  y o u ? ” w as her 
in s tan t question.

“Y ou do know  m e—you d o n ’t  im agine 
I ’ve consulted y o u r  p icture  ab o u t every 
detail of furnishing m y house— w hether to 
buy  a shaggy jow led airedale o r a  trim  
terrier— ab o u t every th ing  ! A nd— afte r all 
th is— you, m erely -in -the  flesh, dare  to  tu rn  
up  an artistic  little  nose a n d  say , ‘W hy 
should  I  know  y o u ? ’ ”

“ I t  is closing tim e, sir,” lisped a  clerk 
w ho  h ad  been in stru c ted  th u s  to rescue M r. 
B yn igh t from  tenacious callers.

“ Go ahead an d  close,” ordered  M r. B y 
n ight to  the clerk’s am azem ent.

“W h at have you  to  say fo r y o u rse lf?” 
he dem anded as th e  clerk disappeared.

She w as smiling, the g ray  eyes tender 
an d  friendly. “ I ’ll answ er questions,” she 
said  softly , “ if  y o u  are qu ite  sure— as to 
w h a t y o u  have  ju s t said.”

“I ’m qu ite  sure,” he to ld  her seriously. 
“ W ait, I  m ust explain some th ings. Please 

know , friend  of m any  years an d  questions, 
I  am  a  m uch traveled , sophisticated  person, 
as T om  D unlevy, b lack  sheep, ta u g h t me 
to  be. M o th e r died w hen I  w as four— and  
since th en  I ’ve been in an d  o u t o f schools. 
I ’ve been tra ined  to  help T om  off to  bed 
if  he w as d ru n k , telling collectors no one 
w as hom e w hen he w as hidden in  a closet, 
hearing  cheap, evil th ings from  th e  care
less lips o f h is com panions— an d  alw ays 
listening to  h is contem ptib le  w ails abo u t 
his fam ily ’s social landslide, th e ir h a rd 
heartedness as to  his shortcom ings, how  
he w as tu rn ed  ad rift, how  I  w as n o t old 
enough to  m arry  off to  som eone w ho w ould 
pay his bills! H e b ro u g h t me u p  w ith o u t 
faith  o r love. B oth  w ere represented  to  
me as handicaps.

“Y ou see, w e h av e  m uch in com m on.” 
She rose and  faced h im  in boyish so rt of 
frankness. “W hile y o u r  fam ily  w ere cau
tiously  clim bing, m ine w ere losing m ore 
each day . T om  trea ted  m e w ith  the  
cam araderie of a  boon com panion w ith  
n e ith er illusions n o r pro tection . I  w as w el
come only  w hen I  p roved  useful.

“ H e is qu ite  im possible— and  I  love him . 
I  blam e him , as y o u th  alw ays blam es those 
w ho tra in ed  them . I ’ve cut loose. H e’s 
gone to  S outh  A m erica on the  w ild  chance 
of m aking a  fo rtune  in ru b b er— I ’m  going 
to  struggle w ith  m y b rush . I  cam e hom e—• 
as nearly  hom e as there is fo r  m e. I  could 
grovel am ong old friends an d  w in  some 
educated  job , be a  re ta iner o f th e  rich by 
the  b o u n ty  o f fam ily  connections b u t I  
w o n ’t. I ’ll m ake m y ow n place o r  jo in  
T om  in earnest, fo r all tim e.” She w aited  
his verdict. H e w as realizing th a t  she w as 
a lovely, em bittered  w om an, as sensitive as 
violin strings, destined  fo r au th o rity , born 
w ith  vision, in tense in  the desire to  lead 
her ow n life.

H e laid  h is h an d  on h er shoulder. “M ay  
I  take  you  h o m e ? ” he asked, sighing as he 
recalled w ith  w hom  the  evening w as to  be 
spent. “ I  shall be engaged th is evening, b u t 
to m orrow , M iss D unlevy, you  will lunch 
w ith  me w hen we can ta lk  fu rth e r .”

H e fancied th a t  tea rs  s ta rted  in h er eyes, 
b u t  the  long, b lack  iashes preven ted  their 
detection.

“Y ou w ould  b e tte r  n o t,” she urged. “ I t  
w ill spoil ev e ry th in g !”

“ I ’ve the  r ig h t to  tell y o u  of m yself,” 
w as h is a rg u m en t; “you  ju s t prom ised to 
answ er questions. I  w an t th e  chance to  be 
as honest as you  have been. R egarding the  
pictures, I ’ll t re a t y o u  as an y  unknow n b u t 
prom ising exh ib ito r—y o u  can see H alliday  
ab o u t o u r con trac t. I ’m  in terested  in you 
— I  only called y o u  M iss D unlevy  as a  joke. 
Y ou are Ju s tin e  to  m e— alw ays.”

T he w atchm an  an d  th e  scrub w om an 
w ere engaging in tw iligh t gossip. Justine  
rose, gathering  h er old dolm an together. 
Jones no ted  th a t  her gloves w ere m ended.

“ I  live a t  45 G oodrich S tree t,” she a d 
m itted . “Are you  shocked a t  the  address? 
A w onderfu l place to  live, I  d o n ’t  need to 
leave the  house fo r m odels. E veryone is 
k ind . I f  one has a  p o t of soup— w e ail 
have a  taste . . . .” She w as leading the 
w ay  o u t of th e  store, ta lk ing  in h er b re a th 
less, p leasant m anner.

H ers w as th e  charm  of personality  which 
m ade new sboys call h e r “ la d y ” and  men 
lift their h a ts  w hen she entered  an elevator. 
She stepped in to  Jo n e s’ ro ad ste r w ith  an  
a ir  of pleasing au th o rity , com m enting on 
his display of tapestries.

[Continued in the October M cCa l l ’s ]
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New Discovery Explains Why 
H air Turns Gray

Science Shows How Any Man or Woman Can Now 
Quickly Restore Hair to Its Own, Original Color

GR A Y  hair is simply hair without 
color! Science has discovered 
that if a certain natural process 

in the root were not affected by worry 
or by advancing age, the hair would 
never become gray, but retain its 
natural color throughout life.

A  remarkable new discovery now 
makes it possible for the original color 
of the hair to be restored quickly and 
easily through a simple, natural process. 
Hair acquires its color (blonde, black, 
brown, auburn, etc.) from the presence 
of coloring matter or pig
ment in tiny cells found at 
the root of the hair. This 
coloring matter is given off 
at the tip of the papilla, 
enters the root and is dis
solved in tiny corpuscles in 
the middle layer of the 
hair. T he process is known 
as pigmentation.

Read Here How  
Hair Loses Its Color

As long as the process 
of pigmentation continues, 
the hair remains black or 
brown, or whatever the original color 
happened to be. But as soon as this 
process is affected by advancing age, 
or by shock, worry or illness the pig
ment supply lessens or fails— and no 
coloring is sent up into the hair.

T he result is that the hair becomes 
streaked with gray. This gray does 
not indicate a change in color. It In
dicates an absence of color. T h e hair 
has simply blanched.

How New Discovery Restores 
Natural Color

Tru-Tone, the marvelous new scien
tific discovery, quickly restores the true, 
original color to gray hair— to hair 
hat has blanched. It is not an ordinary 
dye, or stain, or tint. It is pleasant and 
simple to use— none of the muss and 
trouble of ordinary color restorers.

It makes no difference whether your 
hair was black, brown, blonde or 
auburn— T ru-T one works equally well, 
making your hair appear the same as it 
was before it had even a trace of gray 
in it. It makes no difference how gray 
your hair is— T ru-T one w ill restore it,

Our Guarantee Backed by 
M illion Dollar Bank 

State Bank of Philadelphia
To Whom I t  M ay Concern: 

This is to certify that 
DOMINO HOUSE has deposited 
in this Bank Ten Thousand 
Dollars. Out of this special 
fund this Bank is authorized 
and does hereby guarantee to 
return to any customer of 
DOMINO HOUSE the total 
amount of his purchase at any 
time, ‘within thirty days, if the 
goods purchased are not entirely 
satisfactory in every way, or if 
DOMINO HOUSE fails to do 
as it agrees.

and no one need know you are banish
ing your gray hair if you don’t want 
them to.

Wonderful for Thin, Falling Hair
It was only after extensive research 

and experiment that T ru-T one was dis
covered. It is just a clear, pure liquid 
—  almost colorless, containing tonic 
properties that stimulate the natural 
growth of the hair. Tru-Tone, there
fore, not only restores the natural color 
to your hair, but makes it thick, glossy 
and beautiful at the same time. You 

can use it w ith absolute 
confidence, knowing that 
it cannot possibly discolor 
the hair or harm it in any 
way.

Special Offer— If You 
Act At Once

If you w ill fill in the 
coupon and mail it to us 
at once, we w ill send you 
a full-size bottle of Tru- 
Tone in plain sealed 
package— no marking to 
indicate the c o n t e n t s .  
D on’t send any money. 

And don’t send a sample of your hair. 
Tru-Tone acts alike on all hair; it re
stores it to its own natural color.

W hen  th e  postm an  delivers T ru -T o n e  to 
yo u r door, give him

O N L Y  $ 1 4  5

Pres.

1 I f  Y o u  A c t  
a t O n ce

in  full paym ent. T h is  is 
a  special in tro d u c to ry  price 
— T ru -T o n e  o rd in arily  sells 
fo r  $3 .0 0 . I f  a f te r  a fa ir  te s t o f T ru -T one 
you a re  no t deligh ted  w ith  resu lts , if  T ru- 
T one does no t re s to re  your h a ir  to its  orig
inal color, sim ply re tu rn  w hat is le f t o f it 
an d  your m oney w ill be refu n d ed  a t  once 

Clip the  coupon and  m ail it  now, before 
you fo rget. B ear in m ind  th a t  th e  te s t of 
T ru -T o n e  need cost no th ing  if you a re  not 
abso lu te ly  delighted . A ct N O W ! A post
card  will do, if  you p re fe r  it. Dom ino 
H ouse, D ept. T -5 7 9 , 2 6 9  S outh  N in th  S treet, 
P h iladelph ia , Pa.

Dom ino H ouse, D ep t. T -579
26 9  South  9th  S t., P hiladelph ia, P a .

You m ay send me a  $3.00 bo ttle  of your Tru-Tone. 
I  w ill pay the  postm an only $1.45 plus postage. A l
though I  am  benefiting by th e  special introductory cut 
price, I  am  purchasing  the first bo ttle w ith the absolute 
guaran teed  privilege of re tu rn in g  i t  a fte r  a  fa ir  tr ia l 
and  you agree to  refund  my money if I  am not d e
lighted  w ith  the  resu lts  in  every way. I  am  to be the 
sole judge.

N am e............. • .........................................................................................

A ddress.....................................................................................................

C ity ............................................................................................................
I f  von wish you may send money with coupon.
(Price outside U. S. $1 .60 , cash with order.)
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FREE
T ria l strip  
o f  T i r r o .  
M ail co u - 
p o n b e lo w

A simple way
to m end broken th ings

China, crockery, rubber 
gloves, garden hose, 
baby’s toys, father’s fish
ing tackle and leaky 
canoe—mend them in
stantly this new way.
Tirro is a brand new 
idea in mending tape. 
E x tra  stick y , e x t r a  
strong and waterproofed. 
Sticks to china, metal, 
rubber cloth—anything. 
Insulates electric wires; 
seals and labels preserv
ing jars.
Try Tirro. Bauer & 
Black make it, so you 
know it’s good. You can 
color it to match the 
article mended.

T hree S iz e s : Sm all, 15 c ;  M e
d iu m , 25c; L a rg e , 50c

A t Drug Store9

MAIL t h i sI Irro  F o r  F r e e  S t r i p  
B A U E R  B L A C K ,

2500 D e a rb o rn  S t., C h ica g o .
M ail m e  a  s tr ip  o f  T ir ro .

N am e ......................................... .
A d d r e s s ............ ............... .. ..... .....
C ity ......... ......... . S ta te ....... ......

(Healthy Babies are 
always Happy Babies

NESTLE’S
M I L K  F O O D

/ orD abies
has made countless thou
sands of babies happy and 
their mothers free from care
S en d  f o r  ifre e  S a m p le  a n d  f o r  
7 2  p a g e  C M o th e r ’s  B o o k  -F R E E

Nestle’s. Food Company 
1 0 9  N e s tle s  B u ild in g , New Y o rk

The “ W omanly” 
W ay to

Remove Hair
El-Rado
S an ita ry  L iquid

Removing u ndesirab le  h a ir  from  
underarm s, lim bs a n d  arm s with 
a  razor is  d istas te fu l, as well as 
coarsening in  its  effect upon the 
h a ir. Kl-.Rado offers th e  tru e  
“ w om anly”  way. I t  leaves the 
sk in  sm ooth an d  w hite. I t  is 
d eligh tfu lly  sim ple to use and 
can n o t harm  the tenderest skin. 

G u aran teed  Satisfactory  or Money Refunded. Two 
sizes: 60c a n d  $1.00 a t  to ile t goods counters.
I f  you have any trouble obtain ing  E l-R ad o , send your 
o rder for $1.00 size d irec t to  us enclosing stam ps or 
money order. I t  w ill be forw arded by re tu rn  m ail. 
P ilg rim  M fg. C o ., D ep t. 2069, N e w b u rg h , N . Y.

F il m s  D e v e l o p e d
lO  Cents Per Roll, All S iz es . W e give you the beet results I 
possible. Two negatives printed without charge as samples of our I 
work. W e.are film specialists and amateur work and supplies is I 
our sole business. COLE & CO., Asbury Park, N. J .  I

a  ,  % p.-a

A Roadside Home
To Build on Property That Slopes from the Road

B y A ym ar Em bury II

IN  an y  piece o f p ro p e rty  w hich  is situa ted  
on a  hillside, the  lo t on one side of 
the  ro ad  has a  slope u p  from  the  street 
an d  on th e  o th e r  side a  slope do w n 

w ard . T he low er lo ts are  regarded gener
ally as being undesirable because drainage 
from  the  s tree t is a p t  to  flood th e  y a rd s ; 
i t  is very  difficult to  install p roper sewer 
an d  w ate r connections, an d  it  is also difficult 
to  in troduce an y  p rivacy  in to  the  premises, 
because people passing on the  stree t m ay  be 
on a  level w ith  th e  second-story  w indow s if 
the house is located  anyw here from  tw enty  
to  fifty  feet from  the  p ro p erty  line, as is 
custom ary  in  o u r suburban  A m erican de
velopm ents.

Some p ro p e rty  is o f course so restricted 
th a t  no house can be b u ilt nearer than  
tw enty-five  to  fo rty  
feet from  the street, 
an d  lo ts s l o p i n g  
dow n w ard  on such 
p roperty  are very 
open an d  hence u n 
desirable because of 
the  very  restriction  
w hich is in tended  to 
p rom ote  th e ir  de
sirab ility ; b u t  on 
p ro p erty  w hich is 
n o t restric ted  there  
is no p a r t i c u l a r  
reason w hy a  house 
s itu a ted  as on the 
accom panying d ra w 
ings can n o t be m ade 
m ost a ttrac tiv e .

T he house here 
illu stra ted  is obv i
ously a  developm ent 
o f th e  roadside co t
tage c o m m o n  in 
E ng land  or F rance, 
and  a lthough  it is 
so close to  the street, 
assured  by  the

S eco n d -sto ry  p lan

privacy  is am ply  
construction  o f a  wall 

from  seven to e ight fee t high across the 
f ro n t of the  p ro p erty  an d  by  the  loca
tion  o f the  living q u arte rs  o f the  building. 
I t  m ay  be ob jected  th a t  such a  w all is 
a  m a tte r  of unnecessary expense b u t  its  
cost w ould  be m ore th a n  offset b y  the  a d 
d itional expense o f roadw ay , sew er, w ate r 
an d  gas connections, grading, an d  so fo rth , 
were th e  house to  be set th e  custom ary  
distance from  th e  street, an d  th e  wall form s 
an  essential p a r t  o f th e  design of the  group.

I  have  assum ed th a t  th e  lo t is a  h undred  
feet w ide, th is  being n o t an  uncom m on 
w id th  fo r suburban  p ro p erty . H ow ever, 
any  lo t  from  eighty to  one h undred  and  
fo rty  feet w ide could be developed in 
an entirely  sim ilar m anner. I  have placed 
the garage exactly  on the  corner of one

side of the  lo t w ith  the autom obile  doors 
opening d irectly  on to  the  stree t so th a t  no 
roadw ay  is required . T he house is entered  
from  a  small arched  porch  a t  the  corner, 
and  an  a rb o r perm its d irec t connection to 
the  garage from  th is  porch.

ON  the  stree t f ro n t is a  sm all reception 
room  an d  the closets and  sta irw ay s; 
so th a t  th e  few  necessary openings on 

the  first sto ry  open on none of the  living 
room s of the  house. A t the  fa r end of the 
p ro p erty , I have placed a  hooded  gatew ay 
to  the service y a rd  w hich  w ould  contain 
clothes poles, garbage cans an d  so on, and  
should be sh u t off from  th e  rest of the 
p ro p erty  by la ttices to  screen its  appearance 
w hich frequen tly  is m ost u n a ttrac tiv e .

T he firs t floor o f the  house is 
show n planned  w ith  the  liv ing-room  
in the extrem e end of the  building, 
lighted on three sides an d  reached 
by  one o f the  n arro w  arched co rri
dors w hich form  so charm ing a 
fea tu re  o f m uch of the  English 
cottage design. T h e  w indow s in th is 
corridor an d  in all th e  principal 
room s open on to  the space betw een 
the  house and  the  garage, w hich 
could be m ost delightfully  developed 

in to  a  sm all co u rt
y a rd  garden as in 
d icated  on the  first 
floor plan.

On the  second 
floor I  have  placed 
th ree  bedroom s, all 
of w hich open on 
th e  garden  portion  
o f the  house an d  
have p ro p er b a th 
room s and  closets.

T he m aterials of 
the  ex terio r would 

p roperly  be o f te rra  co tta  blocks stuccoed 
w ith  a  sla te o r shingle tile roof an d  the 
w indow s should  be steel casem ent sash 
w ith  leaded glass, w hich n ow adays cost 
little  m ore th an  w ooden sash, an d  w hich 
ad d  to  th e  house a  p icturesque quality  
w hich I  know  how  to  ob ta in  in no  o ther 
w ay.

Especial a tten tio n  should  be pa id  to  the  
details o f th e  surfacing  m aterials in  a 
house o f th is character, fo r w ith o u t an  
in teresting  w all tex ture, bo th  on the  ex
terio r— w hether i t  be stucco o r  stone, an d  
on the  in terio r, th e  p laste r w o rk — th e  house 
becom es m echanical a n d  som ew hat papery  
in  appearance.

I  shall be m o st h ap p y  to  answ er any  
questions ab o u t the  house. A ddress me in 
ra re  o f M cC all’s M agazine, 236 W est 37th 
S treet, N ew  Y ork  C ity.

CU RTAIN R O D S

W rite  fo r o u r  up- 
to -d a te  a n d  p ra c 
tic a l b o o k  —  th e  
K irsch  R od  a n d  

W indow  D r a p i n g  
Book; g lad ly m ailed free. 
For neat, artistic effects, 
hang your d r a p e s  on 

K IR SC H  Curtain Rods.

Flat shape— no sag
Velvetone Finish — 
No rust or tarnish
Kirsch  Curtain R ods com e 
single, double, triple—ex 
tension style or cut-to-fit 
—V elveton e brass or V e l
vetone w h i t e — for any 
kind o f w indows.

T h e patented K irsch bracket is 
sim ple, strong, practical—permits rods to be 
put^on or detached with ease and safety, yet 
can’t com e down accidently.
Sold by better dealers everywhere. t

W rite Today for 
Valuable FREE Book
Pictures charm ing, correct w in 
dow s for every room, with prac
tical suggestions a s  to m ateri
als, colors, rods, etc.

KIRSCH MFG. COMPANY
2 5 1  Prospect A v e .,  Stur&is, M ich., U . S. A .
KIRSCH MFG. COMPANY OF CANADA, L td . 

302 T ecu tnseh  St., W o o d sto ck , Ont.

Remember to ark for jfuh^ck 
'yhe Original flat Curtain

O -^ d ar
l i i s i i r  ^ w a x

The New Member of the 
O'Cedar Family.

A  new form 
o f  O  - Cedar 
for those who 
prefer a wax 
tootherforms 
of Furniture, 

Woodwork and 
Floor Polish. 
R equires less  
rubbing and pro
duces a higher 
lustre.

50c to $2.50 sizes
AH D ealers 

Fully G uaran teed

a t  a  saving o f l/ z \
W r i t e  to d a y  f o r  b e a u ti fu l  ru g  
b o o k  d e s c r ib in g  t h e  O L S O N  
patented  p ro cess  by  w h ic h  w c 
rec la im  t h e  w o o l in  y o u r

O l d  C a r p e t s
^ R u g *  and Clothing

F irst, we wash, picker, 
card.and comb your ma

terial, and then spin, d y e , 
and re-weave it  into lovely, 

new, seamless, reversible

Olson Velvety Rugs
any c o lo r  you w an t, any s lz a —firmly woven ru g s  
th a tr iv a l  th e  h igh-g rade W iltons and  A xm insters, and 
will s tand  the  h a rd e s t kind o f  w ear. In  use  in o v er one 
million hom es. FR EE TRIAL-—S atisfac tion  g u a ran 
teed . W e pay you fo r your m ate ria l i f  no t satisfied.

E very order completed in  O N E W EEK. 
r p r t  W rite  fo r  R ug  Book in  ac tua l colors.

P re -w a r  prices. W e  p a y  e x p r e s s ,  
fre ig h t o r  p arcel p o st charges f ro m  all s ta te s.

SOlson Rag Co., Dept. F16,36 Laflin St., Chicago
(Largest rug fa c to ry  in  world dealing d irect w ith  home) ̂

AGENTS-$5 to$15 DAILY
I n t r o d u c in g  N E W  S T Y L E  G U A R 

A N T E E D  H O S IE R Y  — la t e s t  m o d es 
a n d  sh a d es—N u d e , c a m e l, s ilv e r ,  e tc . 

B ig  P ro fi ts .  R e p e a t  o rd e r s  b r in g  
yo u  r e g u la r  in c o m e . Y ou w r ite  
o r d e r s - W E  D E L IV E R  A N D  CO L
L E C T . E x p e r i e n c e  u n n e c e ssa ry . 
J .  R . S u t to n  m a d e  $14.60 f ir s t  d ay . 
L e e  H ig g in s  $21.45 f i r s t  d a y . (S w o rn  
p ro o f  fu rn i s h e d ) .  Y o u  s h o u ld  d o  a s  
w e ll.  O u tf its  c o n ta in  a l l  c o lo r s  a n d  

g ra d e s  in c lu d in g  f u l l  fa s h io n e d  s i lk s .
MAC O-CHEE MILLS CO. Desk 829 Cmcmniti.Ohio
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Don’t 
neglect t 

such hurts /
W as it bruised? W as the skin 
broken? H ere was need for a 
liniment or for an antiseptic. But 
which?
Absorbine, Jr. combines the bene
ficial properties o f liniment, anti
septic and germicide. All in one 
container for greater convenience 
in such emergencies.
Neglect o f the hundred little hurts 
that occur unexpectedly often 
means infection, unnecessary pain 
or slow recovery.
Thousands are never without 
Absorbine, Jr. in their homes. It 
is safe; o f a clean, pleasant odor 
and without the usual liniment 
stain. I t  is powerfully concentrated. 
Only a few drops are required in 
all ordinary applications.

A t your druggist's, $1 .2 5 , or postpaid. 
Liberal trial bottle, ioc. postpaid

W . F. Y O U N G , Inc.
3 9 5  T em p le S t., 
Springfield, Mass.

Absorbine. J!
THE A N TISE PT IC  L I N I M E N T

A  New Perfum e
As a  lo v er o f  r a r e  p e rfu m es , you w ill be 
charm ed by  th e  indescribable  f ra g ra n c e  o f 
R ieg e r’s new  c re a tio n —

H onolu lu  Bouquet
P erfu m e  $1.00 p e r  oz . T o ile t w a te r ,  4 oz. 
$1.00. Talcum , 26c. A t  d ru g g is ts  o r  d e 
p a rtm en t s to re s .
Send 25c (silv er o r  s ta m p s  ) fo r  generous 
tr ia l  b o ttle . M ade b y  th e  o r ig in a to r  o f— 

/ V | a c o i t t n w

W i e g e r A
PER Ffil^E Sc TOI^T'WATEa

Flower Drops
F low er D rops is  th e  m o st ex q u is ite  p e rfu ’ 
ev e r produced. M ade w ith o u t alcohol. B ottle  
w ith  lo n g  g lass  s to p p e r, co n ta in ing  enough 

! fo r6  m onths, L ilac  o r  C rabapp le  $1.60; Lily 
I o f th e  V alley , Rose o r  V iolet $2.00. A t d rug- 

gist9  o r  by  m ail. S en d  20c s ta m p s  fo r 
m in ia tu re  b o ttle . S end $1.00 f o r  S ouven ir B ox o f  five 
25c b o ttle s—5 d iffe ren t odors.
Paul Rieger & Co. (Since 1870) 192 Fir*tSt„ San Francisco

Sen d  2  5 4 fo r
T r i a l  B o t t l e

Learn in sp a re  tlm ea th o m e
.Earn $ 3 0 — $35  a week
E v ery  w o m an  sh o u ld  lea rn . W e 
t r a in  B eg in n e rs .P rac tica l N urses, 
M others a n d  R e lig io u s  W o rk e rs  
b y  o u r  F a sc in a tin g  H om e-study  
M ethod.L eadlng  C h icago  System . 
E nd o rsed  b y  p h y s ic ia n s . E s tab 
lish ed  22 y e a rs .

Earn while learning
I f  y o u  a re  o y e r  18 a n d  u n d e r  65
lot? a n d  32 S am p le  L esso n  Fagres w ith  
F R E E  d e ta ils  o f  M oney-B ack  G u a ra n 
tee a n d  F R E E  N U R S E S  E Q U IP M E N T .

Chicago School of Nursing Dept. 99 ,421 Ashland Bird. Chicago

Use

THE NEW McCALL PATTERN
" it ’s printed”

G irls! G ir ls!!  
Save Your Hair 
With C uticura

Soap  and  O in tm en t to  c lea r  d an d ru ff an d  itch in g , 26c.
aach . Sam ples f re e  o f  Cutloura, D ip t. D, Mild*B,Mfti».

H otels N eed Trained Women
N atio n -w id e  d em an d  fo r  t ra in e d  w om en; 

a l l  d e p a rtm e n ts ,  h o te ls , c lu b s , a p a r tm e n t 
ho u ses; u n c ro w d ed  field; f in e liv in g .q u ie k  
ad v a n ce m e n t. O ur m eth o d s  en d o rsed  b y  
le a d in g  h o te ls  ev e ry w h e re . W rite  fo r  
F R E E  BOOK, "Y o u r  Big- O p p o rtu n ity .”
L E W I S  H O T E L  T R A I N I N G  S C H O O L  
R oom  6013 W a sh in g to n , D .C .

Founded 1916

Kill The Hair Root
My m eth o d  is  th e  o n ly  w a y  t o  p re v e n t  th e  h a ir  fro m  g ro w 
ing-aga in . Easy , p a in le ss, h a rm less . No scars . B o o k le t free . 
W rite  to d ay , e n c lo sin g  3 s ta m p s . We teach Beauty Cnltnre. 
D. J .  M A H LE R . 65 -X  M ah le r Pa rk , P rov idence, R . I.

GO INTO BUSINESS
S pec ia lty  C a n d y  F a c to ry ”  in  y o u r  c o m m u n ity . ’

fo rY o u r s e lf
E s ta b lish  a n d  o p e r 
a te  a  ‘ 4 N ew  S y stem  

W e fu rn is h  e v e ry -

B ig C andy B o o k le t I 
W. H ILLYER RAGSDALE, Drawer 120 EAST ORANGE, N. J.

Wedding'I n v i t a t i o n s ,  A n n o u n c e m e n ts ,  E tc .
100 in script lettering, including two 
sets of envelopes, $3.50. W rite for

__  sam ples. 100 V isiting Cards, $1.00
C. OTT ENGBAVnrO 0 0 .,  1030 Chestnut S t., Philadelphia, Pa.

The Dashing Stranger
[ Continued from page 28]

m an w ho w as so sure o f him self an d  of 
the value of his e rran d  th a t  w hen he go t 
stuck  in th e  m ud he could pull o u t eight 
hu n d red  dollars and  pay  i t  over fo r a  horse 
w ith  w hich to  go on. A m an  w ho h ad  the 
will to  do the  daring  th ing . . . .

She th o u g h t she heard  som ething in  the 
distance. She peered  in to  th e  m ists th a t 
w rea th ed  the  road . T hey  w ere lifting  now , 
an d  she could see a  long w ay . B u t there 
w as no th ing . She sank  back  against the 
w indow -casing , h e r  head  resting against it.

She saw  a  m an  com ing dow n th e  road, 
leading a  horse. I t  w as J im m y . A nd  the 
ho rse ’s legs w ere bandaged. I t  m u st be the 
m are. She looked closer. I t  w as J im m y  
leading th e  m are hom e.

W h a t h ad  happened? W h a t d id  he 
k n o w ? W h a t should  she say?

A lthea  ran  dow nsta irs an d  opened the  
d ra fts  of th e  k itchen  range. H e w ould be 
hungry . She h eard  h im  opening the  barn  
door. T here  w as a  long silence while the 
w a te r  cam e to  a  boil. She knew  w h at 
J im m y  w as doing as well as if  she could see 
h im  th ro u g h  the  w all o f the  barn . H e w as 
tak ing  off th e  bandages, an d  scraping the 
m are dow n, an d  p u ttin g  a  ligh t b lanket on 
her, and  bedding h er dow n w ith  clean straw , 
an d  giving h er oats.

A lthea se t th e  b reak fast tab le  hurried ly  
—g o t o u t eggs an d  h am  an d  jam  an d  cream. 
She h ad  n o t finished w hen Jim m y  w alked 
in to  th e  k itchen.

“ W h at,” he said, “ u p  a lre a d y ? ”
“I  w oke early ,” she said. “ A nd I  saw 

y o u  com ing dow n th e  ro ad  ju s t  no w .”
“ G osh, I ’m  h u n g ry ,” he said. “T ook  

m e p re tty  n ea r  all n ig h t to  w alk  it. The 
m are  w as tired , to o .”

She sta red  a t  h im  fearfully . H e looked 
tire d ; b u t  there  w as a  g lin t in  h is eye— 
som e sign of triu m p h .

A lthea g o t the  b reak fast on the  table, 
exactly  th e  sam e b reak fast as she h ad  given 
th e  dashing stran g er less th a n  tw en ty -fo u r 
h ours before.

J im m y  sa t dow n a n d  ate. She sa t o p 
posite him . B u t she could n o t  eat. He 
w as som ehow  different. W as the  change in 
h im , o r in h er feeling ab o u t h im ?

A t last he leaned back an d  lit a  cigarette. 
“H o w  d id  he get the  m a re ? ” J im m y 

asked.
“ I  sold her to  h im ,”  A lthea said. She 

held  her b rea th  w ith  fear of w h a t he w ould 
say  next.

“W h a t? ” he cried.
“ F o r e igh t hu n d red  dollars,” A lthea said. 
She w en t to  the  cupboard  and  go t the 

bills, eight o f them , from  the  p itcher on the 
to p  shelf, an d  la id  them  on the  table in 
f ro n t of h im .

Jim m y  grinned, h is grin  b roadened  in to  
a  laugh, he  laughed heartily . A lthea looked 
a t  h im  in w onder and  in  fear.

“ G osh,” said J im m y , “ th a t’s rich .” 
“ B u t I  d o n 't  u n d erstan d ,” A lthea said. 
J im m y  rose to  h is feet.
“I ’ll have  to  get th a t  m oney back  to 

h im  som ew ay,” he said, a n d  tu ck ed  the  bills 
in to  h is  pocket. “ Y ou see I  th o u g h t of 
course he h ad  stolen the  m are. I  w as stuck 
in the  m u d  u p  here near S haron , an d  he 
cam e along an d  I  held h im  up. H e said 
the m are w as his, an d  I  said  she w as mine. 
I h ad  a  gun— so I  g o t the  m are.” H e paused 
to  grin  again.

“ N o w onder he w as m ad ,” J im m y  said 
to  himself. H e to o k  h is w allet o u t o f his 
coat pocket.

“B u t here’s w h a t I ’ve g o t to  tell you, 
A lthea,” he said. H e looked a t  h er gravely. 
“Y o u ’ve stu ck  fo r  five years  now  in  this 
place an d  y o u  h av en ’t  said  m uch— b u t I  
know  how  h a rd  i t ’s been to  w a it. A nd it 
m ust have seemed to  y o u  som etim es as if 
no th ing  w ould  ever h appen .”

H e paused to  look  a t  her. She could n o t 
m eet his eyes.

“ W ell,” he continued, “ som ething has 
happened. I  g o t there  first to d a y .”

H e to o k  o u t fo u r legal docum ents— oil
leases.

“T here ,”  he said, tap p in g  them . “There 
is fifty  thousand  dollars— m aybe m ore, b u t 
anyw ay  fifty  thousand . W c can go som e
where. W e can go anyw here y o u  like.”

She looked a t  him  fo r a  m om ent as if 
she did n o t u nderstand  (he m eaning of his 
w ords. She h ad  a  b linding sense th a t  she 
d id  n o t know  h im  a t  all, th a t  she h a d  never 
know n him . B u t she w an ted  to  know  him . 
She w an ted  to  know  h im  m ore th an  an y 
th ing  else in  th e  w orld .

“Oh, J im ,” she said, an d  p u t bo th  arm s 
a ro u n d  his neck.

I t  w as th e  firs t tim e she h ad  ever called 
h im  Jim .

A Group of Little Homes shows photo
graphs and building plans for twelve 
houses designed by America’s most ex
pert small-house architects. Price of 
the booklet, 10  cents.

Down the Garden Path gives clear, accurate 
directions for beautifying your home 
with flower gardens; directions, too, {or 
vegetable gardening. Price, a two-cent 
stamp.

Send your request for the booklets to 
Service Editor, M cCall’s Magazine, 236 
West 37th  Street, New York City.

VIKO—the better <way of roasting!
Viko Aluminum Roasters are sub< 
etantially constructed yet easy to 
handle—and the good things roasted 
in  them can be cooked slowly, thor
ou gh ly , to  a lu sc io u s, tooth som e  
brown. There are styles, sizes and 
prices for every need.

And Viko kitchen utensils not only 
enhance the pleasure o f good cook
ing with their bright, ever-clean ap
pearance—they are also very durable 
and economical.
VIKO, The Popular Aluminum, is 
popular in  p r ic e — alth ou gh  it is 
aluminum ware w hich combines

qualities usually found only in higher 
priced ware.
A  finely designed ware, sturdily con* 
structed  from  p u re, th ick  sh eet  
aluminum. Beautiful in finish. Does 
n o t rust. Sanitary in  every way. 
That is Viko.
You’ll find it worth while to visit the 
store in your community that sells 
Viko Aluminum kitchen utensils — 
no matter what cooking dish you may 
need. Remember, each Viko utensil 
bears the guarantee o f the world’s larg
est aluminum goods manufacturer.
Viko Booklet N o. 5V gladly sent on 
request.

D ealers — A sk  Y o u r  Jo b b er

A lum inum  Goods Manufacturing Com pany
General Offices: Manitowoc, W is., U . S. A.

3 Makers o f  E very th in g  in  A lu m in u m

The Popular Aluminum
P L A N T  BULBS N O W  
T o F lo w er  C hristm as

S la te 's  largo, h ea lth y  bulbs p ro 
duce the  handsom est of blooms. 
E ach  w rapped separately  w ith 
variety  and  color m arked.
24 bulbs —• H yacin ths, F reesia , 
N arcissus an d  C ro cu s— $1.00 
Postpaid . 50 bulbs— 12 H y a
c in ths, 12 Tulips, 14 N arcissus 
a n d  Jonqu ils , 6 F reesia  and  (? 
Crocus— $2.50 P o stp aid  to 4th 
zone— $2.75 beyond 4th zone in 
U. S. To have beau tifu l flowers 
for C hristm as an d  early  spring, 
order S la te 's  bulbs now. H elp 
fu l guide an d  catalog free.

T H E  S L A T E  S E E D  C O M P A N Y , B ox  4 3 1 ,  S o . t h  B o s to n , V a .

NO JOKE TO BE DEAF
—Every Deaf Person  K now s That
I make myself hear after being deaf for 23 years, with 
these Artificial Ear Drums. I 
wear them  day and night.

$ T hey are perfectly comfort- 
j  able. N o one sees them. Write 

/  m e and I will tell you a true
story, how I got deaf and how M . c„  n,„_
I make you hoar. Address K |BN“ Easr.° S  
GEO* P. W A Y , A rt if ic ia l E a r Drum Co. (Inc.) 

1 3 A de la id e  St., Detroit, M ich .

A steady income easily and pleasantly made 
by coloring and selling Birthday and Christmas 
Greeting Cards,Pictures, Mottoes, etc.; excellent 
designs, interesting and fascinating work. Our 
catalog contains more than one hundred and 
fifty designs specially made for hand coloring. 
Sent free on request.
FISHEL, ADLER & SCHWARTZ CO. Dept. 2 

338-340 342 East 59th Street, N. Y.

Agents! A Sale In Every Home
T ak e  o rd e rs  fo r  o u r  b e a u tifu l 
D ress G oods, S ilks, W ash  F a b 
r ic s  a n d  G enera l Y ard  Goods. 
O u r a g e n ts  g e t  b ig  business . 
N e a r ly  1000 h an d so m e  fa b r ic  
sam ples. W rite  today!

National Importing &
Mfg. Co., Dept. 38  X 
573 Broadway, N. Y.

Sheet Music 15c
cAsk fo r  Century Edition

^ p H E  m usic y o u  w a n t  for y o u r  p ian o  should co st yo u  o n ly  15c a copy.
J - T e ll y o u r  dealer y o u  w a n t  C e n tu ry  E d ition . Y o u  c a n ’t b u y  better 

sheet m usic th a n  C e n tu ry —it’s  b ea u tifu lly  prin ted  on th e b est o f paper— 
an d  each  selection  is  certified  to  b e correct a s  th e  m a ste r  w ro te  it.

T h e  C e n tu ry  C a ta lo g  em b ra ce ^  th e w o rld ’s  fin est m u sic—com posi
tio n s like “ H u n ga rian  R h a p so d y ” ,“ M oonlight S o n a ta ’\ “ S a lu t A  P esth ", 
“ P oet an d  P e a sa n t” , “ Rondo C apric io so ” , “ Sack  W a ltz ” , “ Seren aded  
“ F a llin g  L e a v e s ” , and2100 oth ers. P atro n iz e  th e  C e n tu ry  dealer. H e h a 9 
y o u rin te re s t  a th e a rt. C e n tu ry ’s  lo w p ric e  is o n ly p o ss ib le  b e c a u se o f h is 
sm all profit. I f  y o u r dealer c a n ’t su p p ly  yo u , w e  w ill.

Com plete c a ta lo g  o f  o v e r  2100 c la ss ic a l an d  popu
la r  s ta n d a rd  com position s free on request.

A sk  your dealer to show you M artin ’s “ Rudim ents fo r  the 
Piano” , Jahn’s  * ‘ Rudim  ents f o r  the Violin” , and. M artin ’s  |

“Seales and Chords” . Used by a ll modern teachers.
C e n tu ry  M u s ic  P u b l is h in g  C o .

241 W . 4 0 t h  S t . ,  N .Y .

M aternity Apparel
With. No Maternity Look

IA N E  B R Y A N T  M a te rn i ty  C lo th es  e n ab le  y o u  to  d re s s  
j  s ty lis h ly  d u r in g  a ll  s ta g e s  o f  m a te rn i ty —a n d  a fte r  
baby comes, as  well. V ery  la te s t modes, cleverly designed to 

conceal condition. P a ten ted  ad justm ents  provide expansion.
76-page S ty le  Book, p ictu rin g  la test sty les in M atern ity  Coats,
Su its, D resses, S k irts , C orsets. S e n t F ree . W r ite  f o r  i t  to d a y

janeffiryaitt A ddress D ep t 91  
3 8  -hS t a t Fifth Ave.
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The Modem Girl’s Suttee
No sacrifice is too great to make for an enduring love. 
But should women destroy themselves for love that is dead?

PA R A LY SIS of am bition , decay of b eau ty  and  charm , 
em otional b an k ru p tcy , is the u sury  some w om en 
render for the errancy  of their husbands or lovers. 

T o  w aste the  best in herself fo r the  w orst in a  m an 
has given m any a wife the sam e satisfaction  th a t  the H indu  
w idow  used to  find on her h u sb a n d ’s funeral pyre.

M odernism  has ended th e  su ttee. M odernism  also is 
abolishing spiritual im m olation  w hen love is dead.

In  every direction, life is opening u p  fo r w om en larger 
opportun ities fo r co n ten tm en t an d  happiness. B u t of w h at 
use are  these splendid path s to  the  girl w ho is blinded by 
tears fo r false love, lost love o r love unrealized?

H ere is a  com m on exam ple o f sp iritual suicide caused by  
an inciden t w hich  w ould  b e tte r be fo rg o tten :

D ear M rs. W ilcox:
T h is su m m er I m et m y idea l m an , a  h andsom e 

college g ra d u a te  w ho h as a  fine p o sition , w hose fu tu re  
ho lds a w o n d erfu l p rom ise.

H e w as a tte n tiv e ----an d  1 loved him .
O n e  n ig h t, a f te r  a dance , as he  w as leav ing  m e 

a t m y d oor, he  ask ed  m e to kiss him  g oodn igh t. N ever 
b e fo re  had  he  b ro a ch e d  th a t  su b ject.

It w as a lovely n ig h t; 1 w as u n d e r  its spell. H e 
k issed  m e rep ea ted ly , 1 lost m y h ead  a n d  re tu rn e d  
every  kiss— an d  th is w as th e  first tim e I ever had  
kissed a y o u n g  m an !

H e left, p ro m is in g  to  call m e up .
1 n ev er have  h e a rd  from  him , n ev er have  seen 

him  since th a t aw fu l even ing . C on seq u en tly , I am  
ash am ed  of m yself a n d  te rr ib ly  h u m ilia ted . 1 h av en ’t 
a sh red  of se lf-resp ec t left, I c an n o t look  a n y o n e  in 
th e  face, th in k in g  th ey  guess all.

My am b itio n  is gone. R eg re t gnaw s a t  m y h e a r t. 
I have  w o rried  m yself th in  w o n d e rin g  w h a t he  th inks.

T h e  affa ir h as w e ighed  upo n  m y m ind so th a t  o ften  
1 w an t to  end a ll in d ea th . . . . — M. A . D., Sain t
Louis, M issouri.

NOW  does any  reader suppose th a t  the  m an  in the  case 
is a t  all excited ab o u t the  little  affa ir?

I t  is a  g rea t p ity  th a t  the girl canno t tak e  i t  as calmly 
as he u n doub ted ly  is doing.

T he above le tte r  is p articu larly  im p o rtan t because its 
first parag rap h s em body  th e  average young g irl’s notion 
of th e  lover in an ideal rom ance. O therw ise it is n o t unique 
b u t is an  o rd in ary  sam ple of the  hyste ria  indulged in by- 
girls in any  sentim ental m isadventure.

F o r such lack of em otional contro l, w om an is n o t ac
custom ed to  censor herself. T oo  o ften  she looks upon i t  as 
n a tu ra l, therefo re  inevitable .

B u t i t  is qu ite  possible to  avoid  i t ; an d  because it  is 
destructive, it  is sheer folly to  indulge it.

T here  are tw o  schools of m odern love fo r w om en.
One flaun ts liberty  an d  equality  w ith  m an as the  goal 

of a  new er, finer, h igher k in d  of loving.
T he o ther is based on psychology as ta u g h t in the  

universities. I t  aim s to  p rove to w om an th a t  m any hum an 
em otions are  tra n s ie n t; an d  to  teach h er th a t  she w ho 
rules her em otions is happ ier th an  she w ho  is a  slave to  
them  even if th a t  slavery is disguised under th e  nam e of love.

Courage to Carry On!

FR O M  le tters w ritte n  by  w om en w ho  scorn sp iritua l 
suicide, I  quo te  some b rav e  lines:

D ear Mrs. W ilcox:
I am  c o n te n t— b u t I w as n o t a lw ay s so.
I’ve w alked  th e  floor, rav ed  w ith  m y h a n d s  sky-high, 

m ade  m o re  th an  one  fool of m yself, b ecau se  th e  love 
w h ich  I tru s ted  h ad  p ro v ed  a ch ea t.

In th e  end, I fo u n d  th a t  th a t  so r t  of th in g  do esn ’t 
pay, th a t  I had  b een  e x ag g e ra tin g  th e  v a lu e  of w h a t 
I had  lost. So I re ad ju s ted  m y values.

L ook ing  ou tsid e  o f m yself, I d iscovered  th a t  each  
day  has som e fresh  m iracle  of b e au ty  an d  du ty , to 
m ak e  life lovely, if w e tak e  it as it com es.
— N. B., Boston, M assachusetts .

D ear Mrs. W ilcox:
A fte r  1 had  b een  en g ag ed  tw o y ears, b u sin ess to o k  

m e to New Y ork, a th o u sa n d  m iles from  m y fiance.
B eing a  s tra n g e r , I n a tu ra lly  seized th e  ch an ce  to 

see th e  g re a t tow n w ith  a y o u n g  m an  w hom  I m et daily  
a n d  k new  to  be  tru s tw o rth y .

H e u n d e rs to o d  from  th e  first th a t  I w as engaged , 
an d  he liked  th e  o p p o rtu n ity  to go a ro u n d  w ith  a  girl 
w ho  w asn ’t sen tim en ta lly  inclined .

A ll th is  1 w ro te  to  th e  m an  1 loved. H e  o b jec ted .
I rep lied  th a t  I w ou ld  p a r t  w illing ly  w ith  m y 

p lea sa n t co m p an io n  if he  w ould  sto p  see ing  a  c e rta in  
g irl fo u r o r  five n ig h ts  a  w eek.

H e a n sw ered  th a t a ll m ust end  b e tw een  us un less 
I gave up  m y friend , b u t th a t  I c o u ld n ’t ex p ec t a  m an 
to  get a lo n g  w ith o u t fem ale  co m p an io n sh ip !

T o  th is  I rep lied  in tw o lines in fo rm in g  him  th a t  
his r in g  w as on  th e  w ay  to  him .

H e h as w ritte n  to  m e sev era l tim es p lead in g  w ith  
m e to  ren ew  o u r  en g ag em en t. A t first, th e  tem p ta tio n  
b ro k e  m y h e art.

But I used  m y sense  a n d  m y will.
I h ad  b een  en g ag ed  tw o y ears, it w as h a rd  to 

re a d ju s t m y o u tlo o k  on  th e  fu tu re . I h ad  to  b a ttle  
w ith  re g re t, to  p u t aside  m y d ream  of th e  hom e we

'T O  get one’s trouble off 
•*- one’s mind by telling it 

to someone else is an old 
practice which modern psy
chology recognizes and com
mends. I f  you have a per
sonal problem which baffles 
you, i f  you feel the need o f  
an understanding and sym
pathetic listener, su b m it  
your perplexity to a woman 
who has read over 100,000 
letters from confused and 
harassed persons. Sign in
itials only i f  you prefer. 
For a personal reply, send 
a stamped and self - ad- 

Address your letters to Mrs. 
W inonaW ilcox, M cC all’s Magazine, 236 West 
37th Street, New York City.

dressed envelope.

h a d  p lan n ed , to fight m y ow n g re a t y e a rn in g  to 
fo rg ive  him .

A t last I hav e  w on. Now I re tu rn  his le tte rs  u n 
o p en ed  a n d  feel so rry  fo r him  b u t m y p ity  is n o t 
ak in  to love.

W hen  1 feel like w eep in g  over m y dead  ro m an ce, 
I c u re  m yself by  a  p lain  q u estio n : If I a cc ep te d  his
s ta n d a rd  b e fo re  o u r  w edding , w h a t m isery  m ig h t I 
n o t e x p ec t a f te r  m arriag e ?  . . . — R. E. K., New
Y o rk  C ity.

Flapper Frankness

RE F O R M IN G  the  flapper is very  fa r from  an y  purpose 
o f m ine, o r  any  w ish ; b u t m any  persons have  w ritten  

me suggesting th a t  I  have a  large o p p o rtu n ity  along th a t  line.
T o  try  seems to  me qu ite  a w aste  of energy. T he flapper 

can be ta u g h t only by  her ow n experience. Indeed, th a t 
is p a r t  o f h er credo.

N o one need be a p rophet to  foresee w h a t her precocious 
experim ents w ith  life are going to  teach the  flapper. W h at 
she will learn, too  late, is th is :

T h a t y o u th  is very  sho rt an d  age is very  long, and the 
girl w ho relies solely on physical charm  as a  source of

happiness will have no th ing  left to  m ake life endurab le  
w hen h er graces have  departed .

T en, tw en ty , th ir ty  years hence, th e  spectacu lar flappers 
of tod ay  will m ake the  m ost m iserable set of w om en w ho 
ever w alked th is ea rth  because th ey  will have  no resources 
in them selves, no in terests b u t them selves.

T h e  flapper has been com m ended fo r her frankness. W ell, 
here  are  som e sam ples of i t :

“ I  am  considered very  p re tty . N a tu ra lly  I  a t tr a c t  m en ,” 
prefaces M iss E ighteen to  th e  sto ry  of a  pe tting  experience 
w hich  w ould  h o rrify  h er m other.

“ I ’ve come to  realize w h a t a  m iserable failure I  am . 
I ’m neglected b y  all of th e  opposite sex. C an y o u  realize 
h o w  pathetic  m y life is ? ” w ails M iss Sixteen.

“ I  w ear the  r ig h t clothes, am  called very  beau tifu l, b u t 
I  am  m ost u n h a p p y !” confesses M iss Seventeen. H er w orry  
is th is : She is em ployed in an  office w here she does n o t
m eet an y  m e n !

“ I  know  I  am  fa r  fro m  bad-looking, and  I  have the  
p re ttie s t clothes, b u t m y  p aren ts  d o n ’t  u n d erstan d  me. T hey  
keep me sh u t u p  evenings w ith  m y school b o o k s!” m oans 
a  high school sophom ore. “ I  w a n t love an d  rom ance, an d  
I  w a n t th e  righ t m an. I  know  there is one som ew here in 
th is  w orld  w aiting  fo r m e. D o n ’t  tell me I  am  too  young  
to  th in k  of m a rria g e ! I f  you  knew  m y sufferings in th e  
pas t year, y o u  w ould th in k  d ifferently .”

Som ehow , such suffering, in one so young , fails to  excite 
a d u lt sym pathy .

“I  w as an  honest-to -goodness w all-flow er u n til suddenly 
I  w oke u p  and  decided I  could n o t m eet m y m an by 
being like m y m o th er,” says Successful F lapper. “ So I 
w aved  m y stra ig h t bob, acqu ired  some rouge an d  a  pow der 
puff, danced  very  jazzy, and  lo an d  behold , I  receive th e  
adm ira tio n  o f th e  very  boys w hom  I h ad  secretly adored , 
b u t  w ho h ad  n o t deigned to smile upon m e as ‘an  old- 
fashioned g irl.’ ”

These an d  sim ilar sam ples of th e  honest self-conscious
ness an d  sophistication  o f the  genuine flapper are enough 
to  discourage even those a rd en t souls w ho po in t o u t the  
p a th  of the  reform er to  me.

N one of the  above q u o ta tio n s reveals an y  h in t of an 
intellectual plane o r sp iritua l n a tu re  as im p o rta n t to  a 
successful flapper. A estheticism  an d  m aterialism — these 
fulfill her needs.

F o rtu n a te ly  a  norm al six teen-year-o ld  specim en of the  
fem ale o f the  species is n o t y e t a ra rity . She m erely seems 
to  be because she is m odest an d  inconspicious. One such 
con tribu tes a  wholesom e le tte r from  w hich I  quo te  b rie fly :

D e ar Mrs. W ilcox:
W h a t do you suppose?
I am  six teen----a n d  n ev er hav e  b een  in love!
Isn 't  th a t te rr ib le  fo r a g irl of flap p er age  to d ay ?
W h a t’s m ore  a sto n ish in g , I am  p e rfe c tly  h ap p y , a t  

hom e, w ith  m y fo lks! W e alw ays have  lo ts  of fun  
to g e th e r.

H onestly , w h en  I re ad  w h a t som e girls of m y ag e  
w rite  a b o u t th e ir  looks an d  th e  boys, 1 have  to  laugh . 
W hy, m y bo o k s in te re s t  m e fa r m o re  th an  a n y  boy  
I ev er saw !

1 d o n ’t m ean  to  say I hav e  n o th in g  to  do w ith  b oys. 
I do. 1 know  lo ts of th em . T h ey  a re  very  am u sin g .

P ro b ab ly  th is so unds too  o ld-w om anish . B ut rea lly , 
I am  no t q u ite  six teen . A n d  besides, I hav e  sensib le  
p a ren ts . T h a t p ro b a b ly  a cc o u n ts  fo r m e. . . .
— A . F., W es tch es te r, New Y ork.

D O U B TL ESS it does. D oubtless it  accounts also for the 
m inor b u t noticeable fac t th a t  A. F . w rites a  beau tifu l 

hand , qu ite  in co n trast to  the  scraw ls characteristic  of the 
young girl w hose in terests center in th e  effect o f h er beau ty  
upon m en of all ages.



A s k  o u r  ex p e r t  
w h a t  y o u  w a n t  to  k n o w  

a b o u t  b re a d  m a k in g
H a n n a h  L. W e s s l in g , 
fo rm erly  b re a d  ex p e rt, 
D e p a r tm e n t o f  A g ricu l
tu re , w ill b e  g lad  to  a n 
sw er an y  q u e s tio n  a b o u t 
flour, yeast, te m p e ra tu re , 
m ix ing , k n e a d in g ,r is in g , 
m o ld in g , b ak in g , e tc.

A /lore girls 
are learning to cook

Increased registrations 
in domestic science classes everywhere 

show greater interest in cooking

Food is what you eat to  su sta in  
the body and keep it well.
B u t increasing knowledge.of food 
values shows that unless food is 
properly prepared it doesn’ t keep 
the body well. M ost physical ills 
are due to w hat w e eat.
The preparation of food is one of 
the m o st  im p o rtan t th in gs to 
learn .

The girl who learns how 
to make good bread finds 
most other cooking easy.

^east FoamTablets

Something new for 
better health! 

Y east th e  w a y  y o u  w a n t 
i t ; p u re , w h o le  y e a s t in  
e asy -to -tak e  ta b le t form. 
I t  k eeps; i t ’s  te s te d . F o r  
p im p le s ,  b o ils , u n d e r 
w e ig h t, r u n -d o w n  con- 
d itio n s.S en d  fo rd escrip - 
tiv e  circu lar.

Magic yeast 
Teast Foam

— -just the same 
except in name

‘Package o f  5  cakes— 
a t your grocer—lO *

N O R T H W E S T E R N  Y E A S T  CO., 1752 N. A sh la n d  A ve., C hicago, 111. 
P lease  se n d  free bo o k le t,“ T h e  A rt o f B a k in g  B re a d .”
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You Know a Good Brush
When You See It

KNO W IN G what work you expect of a brush, 
you are able to judge by exam ination 

whether or not it will do that work.

Pro-phy-lac-tic Brushes are designed to do 
thoroughly the work for which they are to be used.

They will stand the test of examination and 
will tell their own story if you will look at them.

The Pro-phy-lac-tic Pen-e-tra-tor Hair Brush 
will brush through the hair. That’s what you 
want. You want to feel it on your scalp. It 
brushes all the hair instead of going over the top.

Look at the stiff, springy, widely separated 
bristles and you will see that this is so.

The Pro-phy-lac-tic Hand Brush is made to 
scrub and scrub and scrub for years.

Its sturdy construction, its metal bristle bed, 
and its thickly set bristles stand the wear and 
the hard usage you expect. See these brushes 
at any store where brushes are sold.

All Pro-phy-lac-tic Brushes are sold in the 
sanitary yellow boxes. If you buy one that dis
appoints you in any way, let us know and we 
will replace it.

Send for the free illustrated booklet, “ Ideas About Hair Dressing.”  

FL O R E N C E  M A N U F A C T U R IN G  C O ., Florence, Mass. 
M akers o f  Pro-phy-lac-tic Tooth Brushes

C an ad ian  A gency: 247 St. Paul S treet W est, M on treal


