


You relax at ease In a Champion! It's the 
only lowest price car with planar independent 
suspension which levels off the roughest roads and keep� the car from swaying on the turns. 
Finest hydraulic shock absorbers complete the 
job of assuring you delightful riding comfort. 

You enloy low repair cost and high re-sale 
value in a Champion because it's built with 
consciemious care by Studebaker's 7,700 master 
craftsmen. They average 42 years of age and over 
l I years on their Studebaker jobs. There's no 
other group like them in the automobile business. 
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You travel i11 style and revel in 
money-saving with this 

STUDEBAKER CHAMPION 
Priced on a level with the 3 other large-selling lowest price cars 

MOST smart things you buy 
may be expensive. But not 

this stunningly beautiful, dis
tinctive Studebaker Champion. 

Here, at a lowest price, you 
get a true-blood team mate of 
S t u d e b ak er's fa m o u s  C o m 
mander and President-the only 
lowest price car in the world 
styled inside as well as outside 
by that ace of designers, inter
nationally fam o u s  Raymond 
Loewy. 

And to make you still prouder 
of your good judgment in pick
ing a Studebaker Champion, 
you're saving consistently on 
gasoline, oil, tires and mechan
ical upkeep-as well as original 
equipment-in this most talked
about lowest price car. 

for a Chompion coupe deliv&f'ed atthe factory, 
1ubjed to change without notice 

Motorists who have owned other 
cars say this Studebaker Cham
pion is the best riding, easiest 
handling car they ever drove. It 
has officially beaten all other 
largest s ellin g, lowest price 
cars in gas economy. 

S e e  your l o cal Studebaker 
dealer now and see how easily 
your present car's value helps 
you become a proud Studebaker 
Champion owner. C.I.T. terms. 

CHAMPION SCORES SWEEPING 
GAS ECONOMY VICTORY! 

Averages 29.19 miles per gallon off(., 
clallyl With expert drivers and low-extra· 
cost overdrive Studebaker's 3 great cars fin
ished 1-2-3 over all cars in this year's Gilmore
Yosemite Economy Sweepstakes. Per gallon 
averages: Champion 29. 19 miles- Com
mander 2472 miles-President 23.40 miles. 



Mother, sister 
brother, dad • . .  
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Every freshman 
every grad ... 

Every bride 
every groom ... 

BtGBEN 
der o£ t.he. snlart 

]landsome lea. .t\.U B•g B<:n 
Westclox {am•l)'..;,odels come Ul 

d Bah)' Ben d Uar more 
an d"a\s at a o 
lurninoos � . uoted abo"e. than the prtces q 

Every house and 

every room 
need•,. Westclox! 

The secret of how to give handsomely without spending 

more than you can afford is-give Westclox! Beautiful mod

els for ev�ry occasion-weddings, graduations, birthdays, 

anniversaries . • .  priced from $1.25 to $6.95. See this spar

kling array of exciting guts at the nearest jewelry, drug, 

department or hardware store! 

Westclox, makers of Big Ben and his family of springwound clocks and electric 
clocks, wrist and pocket watches, priced f['om $1.25 to $6.95. Westclox, La SaiJe. 
Peru, Ill. Division of General Time Instruments Corporation. In Canada (prices 
slightly higiler) Western Clock Co., Ltd., Peterborough, Ontario. 
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1?�tre��··· 
If your scalp feels tight and itchy ... if your 

hair is harsh and sheds dandruff scales ... 

watch out for Dry Scalp ... Use 'Vaseline' Hair 

Tonic to supplement the natural oils. 

THIS is the time of year you should be 
especially careful about "dry scalp." 

Beware "sun-baked pate" .. . and the 
havoc wrought by showers and sham
poos, stealing the natural oils from your 
hair roots! 

To combat this "dry scalp" danger, use 
'Vaseline' Hair Tonic ... the preparation 
that contains positively no ingredient that 
can have a drying effect . . . but instead 
actually supplements and helps to protect 
the precious oils that give life and vitality 
to the appearance of your hair. 

Give your scalp this common-sense care 
which 'Vaseline' Hair Tonic provides. 
Begin today-and just see how lustrous, 
healthy-looking and well-groomed your 
hair appears after the first week! 

A few drops 
s u p ple m e nt 
the n a t u r a l  
s c al p o ils, 
keep your hair 
good-looking. 

EVERY MORNING-shake on a few drops 
when you comb your hair. 
EVERY W E EK-before shampooing give 
your scalp a generous �Vaseline' Hair Tonic 
massageforextra protection against dryness. 

Vaseline HAIR TONIC 
Copr. 1940, Cheatbrou¥b Mf&'. Co., Con•'d. 
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The names of characters wed in all Post fiction and semi-fiction anicles that deal with type.s 
are fictitious. Use of a name which is the same as that of any living person is accidental. 

The Saturday Evenina Poet, copyriahted 1940 by The Curtis 
Publishinr Company in U. S. and Great Britain, with title 
reaistered in U.S. Patent Office and in Foreia:n countries, is 
fully protected by this copyright and nothinl' that appears in 
it may be: reprinted, either wholly or in part, without special 
permission. The use of Poet articles or auotationa from them 
for advertising promotiOII!I or stock·sellina schemes is never 
authorized. Published weekly by The Curtis Publishina 
Company, Independence SQuare. Philadelphia; Cyrus H. K. 
Curti1, Founder and President from 1883 to 1932. Entered as 
Second-Class Matter Kovember 18, 1819, at the Post Office 
at Philadelphia under the Act of Mit.rch 3, 1879. Entered aa 
Second-Class Matter- at the Post Office Department, Ottawa, 
Canada. 

Subscription Prices: In United States and Poesee.sion1. Can
ada, Newfoundland and Labrador. $2.00 the year (52 weekly 
issues), two yeara for $3.00, three yean for $4.00, four yean 
for $5.00. In Costa Rica, Dominican Republic, Cuba, Guate-

"A N A M E R IC A N  

mala, Haiti, Mexico, Nicaragua, Panama. Republic of Hon
duras. Salvador, Spain and SouthAmuica, except theGuianaa, 
$4.00 the year. In Great Britain. £1, 9a. Elsewhere, $7.00 
the year. All aubecriptions muat be paid for in advance. Sub
lcription prices aubject to change without notice. Subecriben 
are asked to report any change of address direct to The Curti1 
Puhli!!hing Company at least thirty days before the date of 
issue with which it ia to take effect. U NCONDITIONAL 
GUARANTY: The publisher agreea, upon requeatdirectfrom 
1ubscribers to it!l Philadelphia office, to refund thefullamount 
paid for any copies of the publication not previoualy mailed .. 

The Curtis Publi!!hing Company. Walter D. Fuller, Presi
dent, FredA. Healy, Vice-PresidentandAdvertiaing Director, 
Mary Curti& Bok, Vice-President, Cary W. Bok, Secretary 
and Treaaurer, Lewis \V. Tray!ler, Director of ManufacturinJ:, 
Benjamin Allen, Direotor of Circulation, Herbert M. Faust. 
Advertising Manager, also publishea the Ladies' Home 
Journal, Country Gentleman and jack and jill. 

IN S TIT U TI 0 N" 



IT'S EASY TO GET YOUR BEST BUY IN 

A LOW-PRICED CAR-DO THESE TWO THINGS: 

ONE: See the 1940 Quality Chart ... in quick order 

you see clearly what each of "AII3" low-priced cars 

gives you in size, comfort, long-life, economy, and 

value ... which is most like the high-priced cars. 

·TWO: Take the wheel of the big 1940 Plymouth and 

discover the marvelous smoothness of Plymouth's 

great Luxury Ride! It's a delightful experience! 

See the Big Differences 

Among " All Three" 

D SEE THE QUALITY 
CHARl FOR FACTS 

(i1 TAKE THE LUXURY 
fJ RIDE FOR PROOF 

OF 22 IMPORTANT QUALITY FEATURES FOUND IN HIGH-PRICED CARS ... ?,ey� � 2/. .. (!;e,�� H. .. �"B'AM s 
IN SIZE, STYLE, AND.QUALITY-in riding and driving 

enjoyment-this 1940 Plymouth is the low-priced 
car most like the high-priced cars. 

Plymouth is the only one of "AII3" low-priced cars 
that gives you a majority of the 22 big features found 
in high-priced cars. And only Plymouth has a 117 -inch 
wheelbase ... coil springs on all models ... a big, Float-

ing Power "L-head" engine, famous for economy. 
See the facts about "All 3" on the 1940 Quality 

Chart at your Plymouth dealer's. Then confirm these 
facts by taking Plymouth's delightful Luxury Ride. 
PLYMOUTH DivisiON oF CHRYSLER CoRPORATION. 

MAJOR BOWES, C. B.S. NETWORK, THURSDAYS, 9-10 P.M., E. D. S.T. 

SEE THE NEW LOW-PRICED 1940 PLYMOUTH COMMERCIAL CARS! 



4 

* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 

this space * ovorymonth 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 
* 

screen! 

JOIN IN THE M'\YPOLE DANCE. 

There is a numerical feeling about the 
goodies in store in the merry month. 
There are a lot of little mothers ( 40) 
and a lot of mules, (20). 

* * * * 
To be specific, the first offering of May 
is FORTY LITTLE MOTHERS, star
ring Eddie Cantor and tot. 

This unquestionably is Mr. Cantor's 
masterpiece. It is unique. It has been 
previewed and proven. Its laugh-pro
voking qualities suggest that we describe 
it as The Roaring Forty Little Mothers. 

* * * * 
The second photoplay that has the 
dynamic approach is 20 MULE TEAM, 
starring Wallace Beery. 

* * * * 
This one has the kick of twenty mules. 

It mi((ht be described as a 'Saga. w nat 
Amenca needs is a good five-cent saga, 
as someone almost said. This one is 
worth much more. It's, we insist, BIG. 

* * * * 
Then of course, there's EDISON THE 
MAN starring Spencer Tracy, the star 
of stars. This is a dramatic contribution 
that will measure up with the great 
films of all time. 

* * * * 
And the final gesture in May will be 
WATERLOO BRIDGE. Based on the 
play by Robert Sherwood, it is directed 
by Mervyn Le Roy and produced by 
Sidney Franklin. 

* * * * 
Sometime ago, in England, M-G-M 
made a picture starring Robert Taylor 
called "A Yank at Oxford". In it was 
displayed the early talent of a girl 
named Vivien Leigh. 

Well, Vivien "Scarlett" Leigh is co
s t a r r i n g  w i t h  R o b e r t  T a y l o r  in 
WATERLOO BRIDGE. This is news. 
This is excitement. Will she again win 
the Academy Award? 

* * * * 
May is one ofM-G-M's Twelve Months. 

Advertisement for Jletro-Goldwartl-JI.Iaver .Picture• 
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NEXT WEEK 

INTERNATIONAL 
JecretarJI Icke& • • •  he a&k& for ju&tlce. 

NOT GUILTY, by Harold L. Ickes 
"For thirty years," writes the Secretary of the 
Interior, "I have clung to the commonly held 
opinion that one of my predecessors, Richard A. 
Ballinger, was a dishonest and unworthy public 
official." But today, after carefully investigating 
the case, Secretary Ickes agrees with President 
Taft's opinion that the conspiracy against Bal
linger was "the most cruel persecution . . . in 
modern times." 

Wbat is the truth about this amazing case, in 
which a Cabinet officer was officially exonerated, 
but nationally condemned? Wbat can now be 
told about the victim, and about the cabal (some 
of them still living and prominent in public 
affairs) which hounded him from office and 
wrecked the fortunes of a national Administra
tion? Mr. Ickes attempts to right an old wrong. 

BRANCH-LINE LOCHINVAR 
by William Edward Hayes 

Wagstaff, Mont., Mar. 11 (AP}-Nurse Dinah 
Harker's quick thinking in the Bolton Mines' 
cave-in here last night and the prompt response 
of the U. S. Mine Bureau equipment were re
sponsible for . . . With telephones down in the 
snowstorm, Miss Harker broke into the railroad 
station and called for help on a rail .phone 
circuit . .. 

And whom did Nurse Harker get on that 
phone? Engineer Ben Colby, who had just been 
fired because he thought more of Nurse Harker 
than his branch-line equipment. Mr. Hayes will 
take it from there. 

AS HE THINKETH IN HIS HEART 
by John W. Thomason, Jr. 

It was during the spring of 1863 that Elder 
Praxiteles Swan, captain of the 5th Texas, drifted 
south to Tidewater Virginia with his brigade for 
a little vacation from war. But a wide-awake 
officer can always find trouble, and the Elder ar
ranged a little personal battle for himself on a 
quiet country road. Three men, one deserter and 
a girl, against a company of Feds-it took some 
planning to work a victory out of that. But the 
Elder did it, and managed a marriage too. 

TOO MANY GERMANS? 
by Wallace B. Deuel 

What is Europe fighting about? The Germans· 
want "living space"; the Allies claim their pur
pose is to "destroy Hitlerism." Are these the 
real reasons for the conflictwhich sweeps Europe? 
And what's going to happen if the Germans do 
get their living space, or the Allies do crush 
Nazism? Mr. Deuel, an American correspondent 
writing from Berlin, gives you the realities lying 
behind the smoke screen of propaganda. 

NO HOLTS BARRED 
by George W. Campbidl 

Mom called it "a trashy book." But Jody knew 
better. No book which demonstrated eighty
seven ways to put a man completely at your 
mercy could be trash. So Jody studied hard, 
with the worst of intentions. One thing he never 
suspected was that a small boy with a knowledge 
of parry-and-thrust could change the complexion 
of a whole political campaign. November candi
dates take notice. 

HAST THOU EVER LOVED? 
by Curlin Reed 

And if you never have (to quote Miss Letty, who 
is quoting someone else, in turn}, then confine 
thyself to subjects thou canst understand. With 
that, the spinster lady, ignoring her own warn
ing, goes on to tell one of the strangest love 
stories we've ever heard. If you think you're in 
love, you might put yourself in the shoes of 
Powell or May-it rna} just be spring. 

AIRPORT NUMBER ONE 
by Edmond S. Fish 

PHOTO BY WILLIAM T. BOll'll' 

For years our largest city has been without a 
first -class commercial airport. Now New York 
has one. La Guardia Field, a $40,000,000 baby 
brought into the world by city and Federal funds, 
is an "airport of the future" which is already 
proving too small for the present. Mr. Fish gives 
you its short but interesting history, and William 
T. Hoff's dramatic pictures in color show you 
what persistence can produce. 

ALSO: Jack Alexander describes Sinclair Lewis' ro
mantic pursuit of Dorothy Thompson and the 
result of that heroic alliance, in RoVER GIRL IN 
EUROPE; Emanuel V. Voska and Will Irwin tell 
you how Captain Voska's secret agents did a little 
fancy portfolio lifting; P. G. Wodehouse will chase 
your troubles away with the fourth installment 
of QUICK SERVICE; and Thelma Strabel carries 
on with her exciting story of the Key West wreck
ers who flourished a century ago. 
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NEW 
HYDRJl.·HATI(! 

D 

Oldsmobile's amazing Hydra.Matic Drive is a combination of liquid coupling 
and fully automatic transmission. It simplifies driving, steps up performance 
and saves on gasoline. All you have to do to drive is t•scep on it, steer and stop!'' 

NO CLUTCH l' NO S.HI.FT r 
DRIVE as you ne'>'er drove before ... 

in an Oldsmobile, the only car 
in the world that offers Hydra-Matic 
Drive! Once you set the direction 
control for "forward," you're set for 
the biggest thrill of your life. You 
never have to shift gears, and there 
isn't any clutch at all! Just step on the 

accelerator and the power flows quickly, 
steadily, automatically through four for
ward speeds-and meanwhile, both hands 
are free to handle the wheel! Oldsmo
bile's exclusive Hydra-Matic Drive 
is optional at extra cost on all 1940 
Olds models. Visit your Oldsmobile 
dealer today-take an exciting trial drive! 

• » Help promote safecy-dim your lights when passing « c 

PRICED FOR EVERYBODY. Car illustrated: Sixty 4-Door Touring Sedan $908, 
including white side-wall tires, deli'>'ered at Lansing, Michigan. Other models: Coupes $807 
and up; Sedans $853 and up. Transportation based on rail rates, state and local taxes 
(if any), optional equipment and accessories- extra. Prices subject to change without notice. 

O�DSHOBII..E ''.BEST LOOKING 
CAll ON THE ROAD/" 
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Through no fault of your car, or of tbe engine oil you use, trouble 
gathers in tbe oil in tbe form of sludge and dirt. If left alone, this 
sludge and dirt will do� piston rings. Then,- away goes engine 
compression, and, witb It, botb oil and gas economy! In extreme 
cases, expensive engine damage may follow. 

Car Factory Tests Prove Thot 

Built to do a Better .Joh 
AoACKleer-KleeoOilFilrerwill 
give you coos rant protection. The 
rigid, one· piece, molded filter
ing element, (an exclusive AC 
patent), effectively traps sludge, 
din, and dust. It even removes 
discoloration. Oil cannot drive a 
channel through this efficient 
element; nor can acid or water 
erode it. 

AC KLEER·KLEEN OIL FILTERS 
Cut Oil Consumption 

Results of car factOry rests with two identical cars in the $1,0 0 0 price 
BO��nmJ:;a�� �i�h���� !t�e�� 
�ir�0:� �! Kj:e:-�e�3! Qi\u�ft�:� 

NO 
FILTER 

MILES OF 

Test Car No. I DRIVING 

Miles per Qt. 
of Oil 

Start with 0 
New Oil 

272 5,000 

257 10,000 

226 15,000 

200 16,000 

WITH AN 
OIL FILTER 

Test Car No.2 

Miles per Qt. 
of Oil 

I Start with 
New Oil 

368 

402 

408 

417 

Constant Protection 
You drive entirely free from dirty 
oil trouble witb an AC Kleer
Kieeo Oil Filter. The only atten
tion this filter needs is occasional 
element renewal. And this is nec
essary only when the oil darkens 
so that the marks on the gauge 
stick cannot be seen easily. 

Install an A C Oil Filter T oJay 
SAVE OIL-SAVE GAS-SAVE MONEY 

Standard Equipment on 8uiclr anJ CaJillac V-16. 
Optional factory equipmflftt on Pontiac anJ Oltls. 

AC OIL FILTERS 
Made in 2 Models 

KLEER·KLEEN MODELS-Three 
sizes. Fit all can, trucks. buses. tractor•, and scatiOnary engines. Element c .. n be replaced wiabout disturbioa filter connections. 

CARTRIDGE MODELS
Sizes to fir all vehicles. S,OG0-101000-mile capac· ides. Easdy installed and replaced. 

Filters and Renewal Elements for Every Engine 
NOTE: Many kinds and andes of oil are in use today. You will be sure of 
the best results if you have your oil checked periodically. and follow the cecommeodarion of YOW' servace mao u ro when oil should be chaqed. 

Manufacfurecl by 

AC SPA R K  P LUG D I V I S I O N  • Genera( Motors Corporof1on • F L I N T, M I C H I GAN 

KEEPING POSTED 
Among Other Things 

DURING February, Post circula
tion ran over 3,300,000 a week, 

net paid. That's an all-time high for 
a readership that just seems to keep 
on growing and growing. In fact, 
it's an all-time high for any weekly 
magazine any time, any place. It's 
also a lot of nickels. 

BOOK notes on ex-Post fiction: 
William Morrow will publish 

Leland Jamieson's HIGH FRONTIER; 

Little,
' 

Brown had 40,000 advance 
sales on Walter D. Edmonds' CHAD 

HANNA, from which our RED WHEELS 

RoLLING was taken; Robert M. 
McBride & Company are publishing 
FivE AND TEN, the story of F. W. 
Woolworth, by John K. Winkler, 
which the Post serialized as DIME 
STORE; GOLDEN PORTAGE, by Rob
ert Ormond Case, is a Doubleday, 
Doran book; and John W. Thoma
son's Praxiteles Swan stories, which 
you read in these pages, will be com
bined into a fall book by Scribner. 

IS IT true what they say about 
Shearer-that she will be the 

Countess in the M-G-M version of 
the recent Post sensation, EscAPE? 
This, of course, would give the Count
ess, and not·Emmy Ritter, the lead
ing role in the film. Robert Taylor is 
slated to play the part of the young 
physician who helps the persecuted 
singer to freedom. And did you know 
that the true identi<y of Ethel Vance, 
the author, is still c. rr.ystery to every
one but the Post editors, the author's 
agent and the book publisher? 

HERE are two interesting letters. 
The first is from Post reader 

Fred Streever, of Ballston Spa, New 
York: 

This vicinity, Saratoga Springs and 
the old towns of Ballston Spa and Rock 
City Falls, are all stirred up over Wal
ter D.Edmonds' locale of RED WHEELS 
ROLLING. About everybody read it. 
Local papers noted the allusions and 
even nonreading folks were looking up 
the story. 

Some of us can see how he might 
have got the dope correct about old 
roads and circus grounds (the ancient 
maps of the county are accurate and 
complete), but the absolutely amazing 
thing to me is the white cat he had 
Chad, in 1836, see in the Ballston depot 
window. I'm surprised Edmonds didn't 
mention she had one black ear, for 
there always was a white cat around 
the depot. I oughta know, I've lived 
here sixty-one years, and six generations 
of my folks besides. Edmonds must be 
psychic. 

We were surprised, too, that Mr. 
Edmonds could match historical fic
tion so closely with fact, so we asked 
him how come. His answer: 

You could fan me down with a 
canary feather. I'll tell you, though, 
how it happened. I did the paragraph 
about Chad riding the horse Buck past 
the crossing and it didn't seem to have 
much point. It was all right to have the 
crossing unwatched-it had to be if hC 
was to get by. But it didn't seem as if 

it were unwatched unless something 
was looking on. The only feas�ble ani
mal would be a cat in the depot window. 
Well, if we were to know a cat was 
there on a pitch-dark, rainy night, the 
said cat would have to be white. Ergo, 
the white puss. 

Is Mr. Edmonds psychic? We 
leave it to you. Anyway, he's now 
completing another· Young Ames 
story. 

Author's Note 

PAUL ERNST gives you his first 
Post story this week, jn OLD 

DocTOR,YOUNGDOCToR,on pagel6. 
In celebration of the event we give 
you Paul Ernst, in the form of a short 
note he sent to Keeping Posted: 

"Got out of business ten years ago 
after having dug up the old Rhetoric 
to find out again what a split infini
tive was and written a few sales and 
business articles during spare eve· 
nings. Followed five years of writing 
all types of things and mailing them 
unsolicited from my home town, 
Chicago. The five years were not par
ticularly helped by the graphs of '32 
and the bank mishaps of '33. Neither 

Paul Ernst • •  • finally got here. 

were we. Then Mrs. Ernst and I came 
East, bought a farm with an old stone 
house on it between Philadelphia and 
New York (Bucks County, Pa.), and 
settled down to a placid existence of 
murdering as many people as possible 
in as many detective and mystery 
stories as we could persuade pulp 
magazines to buy. Every stone in 
the old homestead is by now drenched 
in blood. Every once in a while the 
sights would be raised for a. shot at 
the Post, which is 240,000 miles away 
and reflects the light of the sun. 
Finally we got there. 

"For the rest, my adventures seem 
to exist only in typewriter ribbons; 
in actual living they are seldom more 
violent than running out of tobacco 
in a blizzard and having to walk to 
Bill White's store, a whole mile away, 
instead of driving. Even in an un
eventful life, however, you meet peo
ple who are word-worthy. For in
stance, there was the old doctor in 
my tale, who did not, rest him, ab
dicate his throne, as in the story." 
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IT WAS A 8/()lf-()1/T 
••• BELIEVE ME THERE'S 

NOTHING WORSE 

7 

"�Wy Arg-ue ?New Goodrich Tire Protects 
Against JJOlll Skids and Blow-outs 

R E A D I N G  T I M E :  1 M I NUTE 9 SECONDS 

Do you know what happened when we asked thousands of 
motorists this question: Which are more dangerous-skids or 
blow·outs? Well, just about half said 'skids'. And the other 
half said 'blow·outs'. Which is plenty of proof tha< in these 
days of high speeds and express highways 
BOTH are mighty dangerous. When skids 
and blnw·nuts together kill or injure thou. 
sands every year, it's certainly time that 
you, too, equipped your car with Goodrich 
Safety Silvertowns. 

* * * 

Silvertowns are the only tires that give you the Life-Saver Tread 
and the new, improved Golden Ply . . .  the greatest "safety 
combination" ever offered against botli skids and blow - outs. 

Think of it! The "windshield· wiper" 
action of the Life.Saver Tread actually 
sweeps wet roads so dry you can light a 
match on its track. No wonder this tire 
will stop you quicker, safer on a wet 
pavement than you've ever stopped before! 

Ever put your hand oo the outside of 
a tire after it had been run fast? Pretty 
hot, wasn't it? But that's nothing com· 
pared to the heat that's generated 
h1side-the internal heat that causes 
so many of today's high·speed blow· 
outs. And that's why this new Silver· 
town has another great safety invention 
-the new, improved Golden Ply. By reststtng this internal 
heat, the Goodrich Golden Ply protects you against high-speed 
blnw·nuts. 

Don't risk "half.way" protection in tires-especially when you 
can get Silvertowos right now on the liberal Budget Plan avail
able at Goodrich Silvertowo Stores and many Goodrich Dealers. 

* * * 
How would you like a miniature reproduction of your 1940 

�\\"' · ,b. 
license plate on a key chain-for only 10¢? �� .. 

' It's made of brass with rounded corners. .��'S" _ 
Drive in to your nearest Goodrich Dealer 

• t."!-- :::" or Goodrich Silvertowo Store and ask them •/4/,1/' to get one for you. No obligation. Only 

/ ftJ!; ,111 10 cents to cover cost of handling. 

�Goodrich 
Ufi·SAYER lJIEAD SICID PROTEcnOtl 
GO\MN PI.Y 810Wour PRoTEcnOtl 

ETY Silvertown 
PLAN TO SEE JIMMIE LYNCH'S DEATH DODGERS AT THE GOODRICH ARENA . . •  N. Y. WORLD'S FAIR 
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COMMUNI,.Y LOWIRS PRICIS 

Now you 
can 'Jet 

for the old 
price of 

It's true! . .. The silverplate you've 
always dreamed of ... the silverplate 
more brides own and love than any 
other in the world . .. the silverplate 
your mother chose and adored all her 
life ... is reduced in price! Last year 
6 teaspoons would have cost you $4. 
This year you get 8 teaspoons for the 
sarne $4, and proportionate savings on 
all staple pie.-es. 

Thank your lucky stars the world 

price of pure silver has gone down, 

and that America bought twice as 
much Community Plate in 1939 as in 
1938. (The more silverware we make, 
the less each piece costs.) 

And remember: The Comn111nitv 
Plate at stores today is the finest 
silverplate that has ever borne this 

honored name. The patterns are love-

lier, tbe car v ing deeper, the finish 
richer, more lustrous; each piece bal
ances perfectly in your band. Even 
more, every spoon, eve�y fork in every 
design and service is reinforced with 
pure silver at the wear point. 

You brides of 1940 were born lucky! 
But don't play your luck too far. No 
one can foretell when world condi
tions maY force up the costs of silver
ware. Get yours 11ow . . . wi:Uie you 
can get the world's best-loved silvet
plate al these new low prices. You'll 

be glad all ,·our life� 

A 26-piecP .;en·ice in Cornmunit.'· /-'late* 
now costs only 26. four choice of six 
beauti:ful open-stock pattems. On bud
get terrns everywhere. 

�./.BRIDAL CABINET" 
. . .  AT A N EW LO W PR I C E  F O R  A 
C O M M UN ITY C H E S T  W I T H  DRAWER 

53-pc. service for 8, in any one of 
Community's six open-stock patterns, 
in this handsome, two-compartment 
mahogany finished, anti-tarnish chest, 
-one of the best-looking chests that 
even Conununity has 
ever offered-now only $497.5 

A N D  F O R  T H OSE W H O  A R E  SE E K I N G  E V E N  L O W E R  P R I C ES, THER E15 TUD O R  PLATE,• A LSO M A D E  IY C O M M U NITY CRAFTSM E N  ... 26- P I I C E  SE R V I C E  N O W  O N LY $14.50 
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THE GIRL FROM SYRACUSE 
THE STORY OF PROBLEM CHILD 

DOROTHY THOMPSON 

By J.f!CK JlLEXJlNDER 

DOROTHY THOMPSON is perhaps the only 
person in the United States who makes a career 
out of stewing publicly about the state of the 

world. She ingests the cosmos and personalizes its 
pains, thereby conveying in her writings a feeling of 
imminence that worried citizens find comforting. By 
her own account, she goes to bed and awakes think
ing anxiously about where humanity is heading. 

This sometimes leads to misunderstandings, as in 
the case of a visiting lady journalist who had asked 
for an interview. Miss Thompson received her one 
forenoon in the boudoir of her New York apartment. 
She was sitting up, in negligee, in a bed that was 
strewn with newspapers, books, cablegrams and let
ters, and she was dictating her column for the next 
day. A secretary, seated at a typewriter, pecked out 
the dictation. Miss Thompson, talking as if address· 
ing a mass meeting, was trying out phrases and sen
tences in various combinations until she was satisfied 
with their ring. She talked at a giddy clip, simulta
neously brushing her hair in jerky sweeps. She used 
gestures for emphasis, waving the hairbrush in the 
air or bringing it down smartly on her free hand. 

Fascinated by the spectacle, the visitor sat down 
near the door. When the column was finished, the 
secretary left the room and a maid came in with a 
breakfast tray of prunes, toast and coffee, and set it 
down across Miss Thompson's knees. The inter
viewer opened with a casual remark about a move 
which Germany had made the day before. The effect 
was as if she had touched off the fuse to a string of 
firecrackers. Miss Thompson, who thinks and has 
freely stated that Hitler is a maniac, launched into a 
rousing diatribe against Der Fttehrer and all other 
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dictators. She delivered herself so forcefully that at 
times the tray rattled and the prunes jumped about 
in their saucer. 

The caller was so taken by the sight of the volcanic 
columnist in eruption that she forgot to bring up a 
list of questions which she had prepared in advance. 
She came away convinced that she had seen one of 
the natural wonders of America at close range. After
ward, over a warm pot of tea at Schrafft's, she ad
mitted that she was baffled by anyone who could get 
excited about world affairs before breakfast. When· 
ever she thinks of Miss Thompson now, she thinks of 
the jumping prunes. 

The interviewer did not, of course, understand 
Miss Thompson, and it is doubtful if anyone, includ
ing Miss Thompson herself, understands her fully. 
Some of her associates have tried to explain her, 
though. John Gunther, the Europe and Asia expert, 
has called her "a blue-eyed tornado." Sir Wilmott 
Lewis, the Washington correspondent of The London 
Times, has remarked: "Dorothy Thompson has dis
covered the secret of perpetual emotion." To Hugh 
Johnson she is "a breast-beating Boadicea urging us 
to flaming action." The late Heywood Broun wrote: 
"Dorothy Thompson is greater than Eliza because 
not only does she cross the ice but breaks it as she 
goes. Moreover, she is her own bloodhound." 

None of these diagnoses is quite adequate and it is 
unlikely that Miss Thompson herself will ever im
prove on them. Great as are her gifts, objectivity 
toward herself has never been one of them. She is one 
of the most extroverted of humans, aggressively gre
garious and tireless in debate. For combined intellec
tual, physical and emotional energy, she has no 
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known equal, male or female. The impact of her per
sonality is both exhilarating and exhausting. At 
Macy' s department store, they are still talking 
about the time Miss Thompson came in to complain 
about some furniture she had bought, and disorgan
ized the staff. 

In a typical busy day she will turn out a column 
and a radio address, dictate thirty or forty letters, 
have some friends in to tea and, in between argu
ments, keep the telephone wire hot talking with per
sons in Washington and abroad who help keep her 
posted on public doings. In the evening she may 
give a dinner and, afterward, sit up with a book in 

The gl.rl graduate. Mlzz Thomp.son. wflnt to .tyracu.se bfl• 
cau.se tuition was free to Methodl.st mlnl.der� chlldren. 

her hand until three in the morning roaring Walt 
Whitman or some other poet. 

Miss Thompson is statuesque and handsome. She 
is a master of the dramatic entrance and immediately 
makes herself the center of attention whenever she 
enters a roomful of people. This seems to be as un
conscious and automatic with her as it would be 
with, say, a Barrymore, and it works unfailingly, 
whether the occasion is a birthday party for someone 
else, a cocktail soiree or a christening. Women who go 
to the same social affairs begin by being annoyed and 
wind up by sitting things out in a cold fury. The men 
surround Miss Thompson and hang on her words. 

She seems incapable of doing the simplest acts 
without infusing drama into them in some way. Her 
friends say that she snips her nails With indignation. 
While she is usually able to sustain a high note of 
drama indefinitely, there are times when she has un
accountable lapses, as she did during a party which 
she gave last September. Things were coming to a 
boil in Europe and Miss Thompson went to her study 
several times to receive urgent telephone calls. 

.R Laugh Heard Round the World 
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had arrived while she was busy telephoning. Then, 
slipping easily back into high gear, she cried, " Oscar, 
do you know what this means? "  and went off into a 
high-powered elucidation of what the invasion por
tended for the democracies. 

Miss Thompson's greatest tour de force as a spot
light stealer was accomplished in February, 1939, be
fore 22,000 persons at Madison Square Garden, 
where she was an unscheduled guest. She swept into 
the auditorium, where the German-American Bund 
was holding a Hitlerish assembly, and heckling a 
speaker with a few blasts of strident, high-pitched 
laughter, threw the gathering into an uproar and 

Jlffltr rearing ten children of her own, .Aunt Llzzla 
took over Dorothy. She made thtl par.sonage happy too. 

almost caused a riot. Although she was only an 
added starter, she took high honors and enjoyed the 
distinc.tion of being escorted out by a protective de
tail of police. In a sense, her laugh was heard round 
the world ; at least, accounts of it were cabled to 
Berlin, and that pleased her. 

At forty-five, Miss Thompson is gray-haired, vi
brant and commanding. She clothes herself expen
sively, in gowns that come from Bergdorf-Goodman 
and Saks-5th Avenue, and makes a striking appear
ance in them. But she wears them as if she were im
patient with the necessity for bothering about 
clothes. A watchful observer gets a feeling that she 
puts them on hastily and then forgets about them, 
and that the tilt of her shoulder straps may be im
periled by her next gesture. She has no knack or fond
ness for small talk. For this reason she finds women 
tedious, and they find her irritating. She prefers 
talking with men, especially well-informed ones. 

Her apartment, which is on Central Park West, 
houses the liveliest salon in New York. Here, almost 
daily, chosen experts on finance, economics and gov
ernment gather and do a co-operative job of taking 
the world apart and putting it back together again . 
Their deliberations are joined in by intellectuals who 

AFTER one of these, she returned and stood framed are refugees from the Nazi persecutions. Miss .I1.. " i n  the entrance to the living room, looking very _Thompson is intensely sympathetic to the problems 
much like a hostess who has discovered that the of refugees and has made her apartment a sort of 
caterer's assistant is a poisoner. local headquarters for them. 

Singling out one of the men in the room, she said She excels at presiding over these sessions. Every-
tensely, "Oscar, have you heard ? "  one has a stimulating and even an exciting time. The 

Conversation ceased and all eyes focused on the hostess gets ideas for her column and the guests get 
hostess. an incomparable chance to unburden their theories 

" Oscar," Miss Thompson went on hollowly, before an appreciative audience. For them, the ex-
" Russia-has-entered-Poland ! " perience is something like lecturing before the French 

While the room was digesting this bulletin, the Academy, with Scotch and soda on the side. The fur
hostess flung a gay " Hello, dears" to a couple who nishings are admirably adapted to making men feel 
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at ease. No self-conscious period pieces remind the 
guest of the occupant's taste in antiques. The chairs 
are deep and comfortable and of no more specific 
design than those in a men's club. The ash trays are 
capacious. Bowls of loose cigarettes, of standard 
brands, lie within easy reach. So do containers of 
large, old-fashioned wooden matches. A sturdy eater 
herself, Miss Thompson spreads a substantial tea fare. 

Critics are fond of accusing Miss Thompson of 
brain-picking, a process, widely frowned upon, by 
which a writer elicits the thoughts of persons in the 
same or similar lines, and converts them to his own 
use. Miss Thompson admits picking brains and 

defends the practice as one which is necessary 
for the intelligent conduct of a column with as 
broad a scope as hers. No one person, she says, 
could possibly be an authority on as many di
verse subjects as she is called upon to write 
about. Besides, she is able to exchange infor
mation with her advisers and to voice their 
thoughts eloquently, and the books are consid
ered balanced. 

Up From Pigtails 

ON ECONOMIC subjects, her chief brain
truster is Alexander Sachs, economist for 

the Lehman Corporation, a Wall Street invest
ment trust. Wendell Willkie has helped to form 
her slant on utilities, and David Sarnoff, presi
dent of RCA, on the entertainment industry. 
Raoul de Roussy de Sales, the American corre
spondent of the Paris-Soir, advises her on 
France, and Harold Nicolson, author and Na
tional Laborite member of Comiilons, on Eng
land. Miss Thompson is in frequent touch with 
Nicolson by transatlantic telephone. Others 
with whom she confers on foreign affairs are 
Raymond Gram Swing, John Gunther and 
Hamilton Fish Armstrong. Grapevine informa
tion from Greater Germany is brought to her 
by refugees ; a fact which may partly account 
for the near-fanatical note which marks some of 
her columns about the Nazis. 

A defect of the columnist's system· of assem
bling material is that now and again she pontifi
cates after starting from debatable premises, 
but this is a liability of all commentators who 
make the world their beat. It is emphasized in 
Miss Thompson's case because of her impas
sioned style of expression. Her own opinion of 

columns such as hers is that newspaper readers put 
too much store by them and thus confer upon col
umnists mor·e power than they deserve. She thinks 
that the columns should be considered as if they were 
the breakfast-table talk of an articulate, well
informed person, but this idea is difficult to irripress 
upon readers who are looking for the oracular. Miss 
Thompson is never conscious of pontificating. 

Miss Thompson's success, which has no American 
parallel, should be a cheering beacon to parents of 
precocious problem children. For Dorothy Thomp
son was a problem child, self-assertive, willful, mis
chievous and given to running away from home. Her 
father was a Methodist minister with a saintly devo
tion to his calling. He labored in small upstate New 
York towns and his family was raised on a variable 
income of from $700 to $1200 a year. 

Twenty-six years ago, Miss Thompson was study
ing at Syracuse University, where she went because 
the tuition was gratis to the children of Wesleyan 
clergymen. Fifteen years ago, after some man-sized 
batting around Europe, she was an enterprising and 
daring correspondent for an American newspaper 
syndicate. Twelve years ago, after an unsuccessful 
marriage that ended in divorce, she was married to 
Sinclair Lewis, the novelist. For most women this 
brilliant alliance would have meant the end of a 
career and a grateful retirement, with honors, into 
domestic privacy. To Dorothy Thompson it seemed 
to act as a challenge to preserve an identity of her 
own. She continued her traveling and writing, and 
won a place in the estimation of lecture audiences 
and magazine readers as an authority on the tangled 
affairs of Europe. She savored the satisfaction of 
getting under Hitler's skin so effectively by her writ
ings that he had her expelled from the Reich in 1934. 
It was the second time that Dorothy Thompson has 



suffered an expulsion-she was once 
fired from high school for impertinence. 

But her greatest victories were 
ahead. Four years ago, Mrs. Ogden 
Reid, one of the proprietors of the New 
York Herald Tribune, invited her to 
conduct a column of political cdm
ment. Scared, but with her gambling 
instinct aroused, Miss Thompson 
agreed. After spending three months in 
Washington, boning up on politics and 
economics, she made her debut in the 
Herald Tribune in March, 1 936. Her 
column bore the name On the Record 
and it appeared on the same page with 
Lippmann's Today and Tomorrow, 
which already had earned first ranking 
among the deep thinkers. 

Today, Miss Thompson is at the 
forefront of the co=entators whose 
interpretations have in recent years 
become an indispensable part of the 
nation's newspaper diet. According to 
the New York Tribune, Inc., which 
markets her column, she is published in 
170 papers with a combined circulation 
of around 7,000,000 or 8,000,000. The 
figures are issued in round terms be
cause they fluctuate from week to 
week. On the Record is provocative, 
and often a choleric publisher will be
come angry at it and cancel his con
tract, but the same day's column may 
catch the fancy of two other publishers 
and cause them to subscribe. The list 
has gone steadily upward. Miss 
Thompson's closest competitor among 
the individual political oracles is her 
page mate, Lippmann. Sometimes he 
spurts ahead of her. 

On the Record is published in every 
one of the forty-eight states, in one 
Canadian and several Australian pa
pers. Once in a while, a London pub
lisher buys an On the Record issue, if 
its tone appeals to him. Miss Thorr!p
son contributes an article each month 
to the Ladies' Home Journal, whose 
circulation exceeds 3,500,000. In 1 938 
and 1939 she delivered a co=entary 
program over an NBC radio chain and, 
according to a conservative estimate. 
reached five or six million listeners 
whenever she spoke. She also lectured. 

The Golden Touch 

HE R  combined gross earnings for 
1938, according to statistics ema

nating from her files, were $103,000. 
Since making this public, Miss Thomp
son has shied away from further in
quiry about her income, but she can 
still make $103,000 or better any time 
she wants to turn on the heat. Her 
1940 income will be considerably below 
that level, however, because she has 
given up lecturing, on the understand
able ground that she is beginning to 
feel tired. A lecture bureau impresario 
recently tempted her with a certified 
check for $50,000, which he offered to 
pay, in advance, for a season's tour. 
Miss Thompson handed the check 
back, saying, " I'd rather live on fifty
three thousand dollars gross than die 
on a hundred and three thousand." 

Her popularity as an orator is at
tested by 7000 invitations to speak 
which she received during one year. 
The proffered fees ran as high as $1000 
per evening. She turned down all but 
a few. The requests still flow in at the 
rate of about five a day. Most come 
from women's olubs, whose members 
Miss Thompson tolerates, but does not 
like, but some are from men's busi
ness and (Continued on Pa,e 123) 

_ .I know what she want.r, $he wants father," young Dorothy .raid of Miss Eliza Abbott, church organist. The 
family picture above demonstrates her prophetic powers. Miss Abbott, left, has become the .stepmother 
of militant Dorothy, center. The others are Sider Margaret; Brother Willard, alwa,s Dorothy's fai.thful 
stooge, and the Reo. Peter Thompson. Below-Miss Thompson when she walked into the Naz.l Bund's big 

Madison J9uare Garden rally and belligerently heckled .rpeaker.r und�r the no.re.r of irate .J'torm Trooper.r. 
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"Your Grandaddy Jhango wtu cz powerful man • .lt toolr three men to put the irona on him, and r aaw the iron• brealt hb heart." 

KONG time ago, in times gone by, in slavery 
times, there was a man named Cue. I want 
you ·to think about him . l 've got a reason. 

He got bom like the cotton in the boll ot· the rabbit 
n the pea patch. There wasn't any fine doings when 

' he got hom, but his ma=y was glad to have him. 
Yes. He didn't get hom in the Big House, or the 
overseer's house, or anyplace where the bearing was 
easy or the work light. No, Lord. He came out of 
his ma=y in a .field hand's cabin one sharp winter, 
and about the fu·st thing he remembered was his 
mammy's face and the taste of a piece of bacon rind 
and the light and shine of the pitch-pine fu·e up the 
chimney. Well, now, he got hom and there he was. 

His daddy worked in the .fields and his mammy 
worked in the .fields when she wasn't bearing. They 
were slaves; they chopped the cotton and hoed the 
(•orn. They heard the horn blow before the light came 
ttnd the horn blow that meant the day's w.ork was 
rlone. His daddy was a strong man-strong in his 
hack and his arms. The white folks called him Cuffee. 
His mammy was a good woman, yes, Lord. The 
white folks called her tlarah, and she was gentle with 
her hands and g(lntle with her voice. She had a voice 
like the river going by in the night, and at night 
when she wasn't too tired she'd sing songs to little 
Cue. Some had foreign words in them-African 
w ords. She couldn't t·emember what some of them 
meant, but they'd come to her down out of time. 

Now, how am I going to describe and explain 
about that time when that time's gone? The white 
folks lived in the Big House and they had many to 
tend on them. Old Marster, he lived there like 
Pharaoh and Solomon, mighty splendid and fine. He 
had his flocks and his herds, his but.Jer and his baker ; 
his fields ran from the river to the woods and back 
again. He'd ride around the fields each day on his 
big horse, Black Billy, just like thunder and light
ning, and evenings he'd sit at his table and drink his 
wine. Man, that was a sight to see, with all the silver 
knives and the silver forks, the glass decanters, and 
the gentlemen and ladies from all over. It was a 
sight to see. When Cue was young, it seemed to him 
that Old Marster must own the whole world, right 
up to the edge of the sky. You can't blame him for 
thinking that. 

There were things that changed on the plantation, 
but it didn't change. There were bad times and good 
times. There was the time young Marse Edward got 
bit by the snake, and the time Big Rambo ran away 
and they caught him with the dogs and brought hin1 
back. There was a swivel-eyed overseer that beat 
folks too much, and then there was Mr. Wade, and 
be wasn 't so. bad. 'l'here was hog-killing time and 
Christmas and springtime and summertime. Cue 
didn't wonder about it or why things happened that 
way; he didn't expect it to be different. A bee in a 
hive don't ask you how there come to be a hive in 

the beginning. Cue grew up strong ; he grew up 
smart with his hands. They put him in the black
smith shop to help Daddy Jake; he didn't like it, at 
.first, because Daddy Jake was mighty cross
tempered. 'l'hen he got to like the work ; he learned 
to forge iron and shape it ;  he learned to shoe a horse 
and tire a wagon wheel, and everything a blacksmith 
does. One time they let him shoe Black Billy, and he 
shod him light and tight and Old Marster praised 
him in front of Mr. Wade. He was strong ; he was 
black as night;  he was proud of his back and his arms. 

Now, he might have stayed that way-yes, he 
might. He heard freedom talk, now and then, but he 
didn't pay much mind to it. He wasn't a talker or a 
preacher ; he was Cue and he worked in the black
smith shop. He didn't want to be a field hand, but 
he didn't want to be a house servant either. He'd 
rather be Cue than poor white trash or owned by 
poor white trash. That's the way he felt ;  I'm obliged 
to tell the truth about that way. 

Then there was a sickness came and his mammy 
and his daddy died of it. Old Miss got the doctor for 
them, but they died just the same. After that, Cue 
felt lonesome. 

He felt lonesome and troubled in his mind. He'd 
seen !Jjs daddy and his mammy put in the ground 
and new slaves come to take their cabin. He didn't 
repine about that, because he knew things had to be 
that way. But when he went to bed at night, in the 
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H e  began to take notice of things he'd never no
ticed. When the horn blew in the morning for the 
hands to go to the fields, he'd wonder who started 
blowing that horn, in the first place. It wasn't like 
thunder and lightning ; somebody had started it. 
When he heard Old Marster say, when he was talk
ing to a friend, " This damned epiderillc ! It's cost me 
eight prime field hands and the best-trained butler in 
the state. I'd rather have lost the Flyaway colt than 
Old Isaac," Cue put that down in his mind and pon
dered it. Old Marster didn't mean it mean, and he'd 
sat up with Old Isaac all night before he died. But 
Isaac and Cue and the Flyaway colt, they all be
longed to Old Marster and he owned them, hide and 
hair. He owned them, like money in his pockets. Well, 
Cue had known that all his life, but because he was 
troubled now, it gave him a queer feeling. 

Well, now, he was shoeing a horse for . young 
Marster Shepley one day, and he shod it light and 
tight. And when he was through, he made a stirrup 
for young Marster Shepley, and young Marster Shep
ley mounted and threw him a silver bit, with a laugh
ing word. That shouldn't have bothered Cue, because 
gentlemen sometimes did that. And Old Marster 
wasn't mean ; he didn't object. But all night Cue kept 
feeling the print of young Marster Shepley's heel in 
his hands. And yet he liked young Marster Shepley. 
He couldn't explain it at all. 

Finally, Cue decided he must be conjured. He 
didn't know who had done it or why they'd done it. 
But he knew what he had to do. He had to go see 
Aun Rachel. 

Aunt Rachel was an old, old woman, and she lived 
in a cabin by herself, with her granddaughter, Sukey. 
She'd seen Old Marster's father and his father, and 
the tale went she'd seen George Washington with his 
hair all white, and General Lafayette in his gold
plated suit of clothes that the King of France gave 
him to fight in. Some folks said she was a conjure and 
some folks said she wasn't, but everybody on the plan
tation treated her mighty respectful, because, if she 
put her eye on you, she mightn't take it off. Well, his 
manimy had been friends with Aunt Rachel, so Cue 
went to see her. 
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She was sitting alone in her cabin by the low light 
of a fire. There was a pot on the fire, and now and 
then you could hear it bubble and chunk, like a bull
frog chunking in the swamp, but that was the only 
sound. Cue made his obleegances to her and asked 
her about the misery in her back. Then he gave her a 
chicken he happened to bring along. It was a black 
rooster, and she seemed pleased to get it. She took it 
in her thin black hands and it fluttered and clucked a 
minute. So she drew a chalk line from its beak along 
a board, and then it stayed still and frozen. Well, Cue 
had seen that trick done before. But it was different, 
seeing it done in Aunt Rachel's cabin, with the big 
pot chunking on the fire. It made him feel uneasy and 
he jingled the bit in his pocket for company. 

After a while, the old woman spoke. " Well, Son 
Cue," said she, " that's a fine young rooster you've 
brought me. What else did you bring me, Son Cue ? "  

" I  brought you trouble," said Cue, i n  a husky 
voice, because that was all he could think of to say. 

She nodded her head as if she'd . expected that. 
" They mostly brings me trouble," she said. " They 
mostly brings trouble to Aunt Rachel. What kind of 
trouble, Son Cue? Man trouble or woman trouble ? "  

" It's m y  trouble," said Cue, and h e  told her the 
best way he could. When he'd finished, the pot on the 
fire gave a bubble and a croak, and the old woman 
took a long spoon and stirred it. 

" Well, Son Cue, son of Cuffee, son of Shango," she 
said, " you've· got a big trouble, for sure." 

" Is it going to kill me dead ? "  said Cue. 
" I  can't tell you right about that," said Aunt 

Rachel. " I  could give you lies and prescriptions. 
Maybe I would, to some folks. But your Grandaddy 
Shango was a powerful man. It took three men to put 
the irons on him, and I saw the irons break his heart. 
I won't lie to you, Son Cue. You've got a sickness." 

" Is it a bad sickness? "  said Cue. 
" It's a sickness in your blood," said Aunt Rachel. 

" It's a sickness in your liver and your veins. Your 
daddy never had it that I knows of-he took after his 
mammy's side. But his daddy was a Corromantee, 
and they is bold and free, and you takes after him. It's 
the freedom sickness, Son Cue." (Continued on Pa6• 86) 

He didn't know the road6 or the way.s-, and Mr. Wad• caught him before .sundown. 
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loft over the blacksmith shop, he'd keep thinking about 
his mammy and his daddy-how strong his daddy was and 
the songs that his mammy sang. They'd worked all their 
lives and had children, though he was the only one left, 
but the only place of their own they had was the place in 
the burying ground. And yet they'd been good and faith
ful servants, because Old Marster said so, with his bat 
off, when he buried them. The Big House stayed, and 
the cotton and the corn, but Cue's mammy and daddy 
were gone like last year's crop. It made Cue wonder and 
trouble. 



FROM Grand Central Station you ride the sub
way for thirty minutes. You get out where the 
sign says " ! 77th Street," by which time the 

subway bas turned rather remarkably into an ele
vated railroad, and as you glance down from the 
platform, the street offers the familiar New York 
scene : The stands of fruits and vegetables before the 
narrow, dingy store front�. the women leaning from 
windows above the stores and calling down to the 
sidewalk and, on the sidewalk, other women strolling 
with their baby carriages, gossiping their secrets· in 
shouts loud enough to be heard above the traffic. 

Then you walk a couple of blocks toward the 
north, and of a sudden you are beneath the red tow
ering walls of a new city. It stretches ahead and to 
the left and upward almost as far as the eye will 
carry. And as you enter this city, walking down a 
broad, tree-lined avenue, the traffic noises fade. The 
voices of human beings-of women who sit or stroll 
in the wide plazas, of children who skate or wade or 
pitch balls-are unshrill. 

This is a place called Parkchester. In the un
imaginative phrase of the day, Parkchester is a hous
ing project ; by far the biggest one ever undertaken in 
the United States. But it is a good deal more than 
that. 

To all intents and purposes, it is a suburb set 
down within the city-a five-cent ride away from 
downtown. It is immense, though its immeJJsity is 
not overwhelming. It is full of people, but there is 
no sense of swarming masses, of human beings living 
like bees in 

·
a hive. More than 40,000 men, women 

and children dwell within its boundaries-or will be 
there when the last building is finished. But thei·e is 
space and there are sunshine and open air, and in this 
setting a new sort of urban existence is appearing. 

You are familiar with Federal housing and munici
pal housing. But this Parkchester is quite a different 
thing. The fundamental idea in Government houses 
is to eliminate slums, to tear down the tenements 
which breed illness and wretchedness and crime, and 
to build in their places modern, clean, cheap apart
ments. Indeed, it is a condition that a man is not 
eligible.for a flat in one of the Government buildings 
unless he lives in squalor and earns so little money 
that he cannot afford better. If that be the case, he 
may move into one of the Government develop
ments, Red Hook or Queensbridge or Harlem, and 
have a part of his rent subsidized by the taxpayers . . 

Parkcbester, on the other band, is an enterprise of 
private capital, and it is not for the poor. Its apart
ments-1 2,273 of them-are rented to people earn
ing between $1 800 and $4500 a year-the great mid
dle class which has been traditionally neglected while 
we gave our sympathy and our dollars to the poverty
stricken lower tenth. 

The landlord is not a Government official, but the 
Metropolitan Life Insurance Company, which pro
poses to turn an honest profit upon the $50,000,000 it 
is investing. There are no concessions of cash or 
loans or tax exemption from the Government. The 
company is simply offering for rent new and stream
lined apartments, in a new sort of residential com
munity, at prices lower than people now pay for flats 
in crowded streets and elderly buildings. 

The Bronx land
scape round about is 
low and a trifle down 
at heel. Up from this 
commonplace scene 
the red buildings rise, 
(Continued on Pa1e 41) 

Eleven hundred playful .statu• 
ette.s and plaques have been 
.set ln the corners and'ouer the 
entrances. No. 1, and the mo.st 
appropriate, ' ' The Go.s.slp.s.••  

In contrast, Jlueen.sbrldge l.s a new Gov• 
ernment•bullt group for .slum dwellers. 



The Thonias Carroll family, shown in bedroom, kitchen, and at table, are B ronx natives, he a city employee. No apartment has a dining room; instead, an oversize living room. 



HE CAME in rubbing his hands and snorting 
with the pleasure of a good night's sleep and a 
clear conscience. He came in sniffing the fine 

smell that was crisp bacon in the kitchen, with toast 
and poached eggs to go with the bacon ; and he didn't 
see the storm signals in his daughter's blue eyes, that 
were like his blue eyes, or notice the reticence in her 
nod. " Nice morning," he said in his amiable growl. 

His daughter nodded again, reticently, though it 
was a nasty, miserable morning. There was a driving 
rain, which had continued from day before yesterday 
and looked as if making up its mind to go on through 
tomorrow and the next day too. It was the cold, 
,,;nd-swirled rain that can come in the last week in 
April in New Hampshire ; the kind of ferocious rain 
that could turn into soggy snow and vicious sleet, 
stinging like salt in a cut. 

It was a nasty morning, but old Doctor Grinbaugh 
said it was good, and his daughter Jean nodded be
cause for all her thirty-one ·years she had been nod-

Ia fAe ••.at llufa•t .,. .,..., •• tA:• •r•-.cA 
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ding agreement to what the sinewy, growling, com
petent, strong-willed old man said. 

" Orange juice," she said, passing the glass across 
the small table in the rear sunroom where they usu
ally breakfasted ; a room walled on two sides by glass, 
but letting in no sun now. 

Jean McKee looked twenty-five, but then the 
Grinbaughs all had a habit of being younger than 
their years and old Doctor Grinbaugh broke all the 
records for this, even among the durable Grinbaughs. 

For the doctor would be seventy-two in May, and 
he still preferred three eggs to two in the morning 
and still was the doctor of the town of Barstowe,. and 
still called Dave McKee " my boy" and said he 
would be a fine physician one of these days. Seventy
two years old next month, and his shoulders were 
scarcely bowed at all and he only used glasses to read 
the fine print of newspapers, which is diabolically 
designed to humiliate men otherwise in their prime. 

" Toast ? "  said Jean. 
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" You bet," said old Doctor Grinbaugh. He put a 
colored handkerchief half as big a a tablecloth to his 
large, dominating nose and trumpeted, more from 
e>:uberance than necessity : " Had a swell night's 
sleep. Feel like a boy this morning. Dave not up 
yet ? "  

Jean shook her head. Dave McKee had not had a 
swell night's sleep and probably would not wake up 
feeling like a boy. Mrs. Pearson, who had the ill 
judgment to live behind a mountain fourteen miles 
away down a rutted, muddy lane of a road, had had 
Jed, her husband, phone wilc!Jy at two in the morning 
that her time had come, so Dave had returned at a 
quarter of five, and Mrs. Pearson's time had not 
come. Any hour now, but not last night. Families in 
better circumstances would have had her at a hos
pital two days ago, but the Pearsons could not !tfford 
hospitals. They had a bedroom and a stove and water 
for heating, didn't they? And Doctor G rinbaugh, 
and later Doctor Dave, had proved over and over 
again that they could get along without shiny, ex
pensive delivery rooms, hadn't they? 

" Nine o'clock, and Dave not up yet," taunted 
Grinbaugh, crunching toast lustily with teeth that 
were still almost all his own. " The boy can't ta.ke it." 

It was a joke, and Jean knew it was a joke, but the 
knowledge didn't keep the slow red from coming to a 
spot in each cheek. 

" I  can still get in at six in the morning and roust 
out at half past eight and carry off a couple of majors 
at Barstowe Emergency before noon," said Grin
baugh, fishing in the metal shell for more toast. 

Jean rnight have said : Yes, but you don't. For 
five years Dave has taken every night call and every 
distant call. And for four years, since doing that 
rather miraculous reconstruction job on Pete Cal
lorn's gun-shattered ha.nd, Dave has performed most 
of the majors at Barstowe's small but excellent 
emergency hospital. 

Doctor Grinbaugh looked suddenly at his daugh
ter, who seemed unusually silent. 

" Just joking, of course," he rumbled affection
ately. " You know what I really think of the boy. 
We'll make a physician of him yet." 

Jean might have said : Dave, at thirty-five, is 
hardly a boy, in that tone of voice at least. As for 
making a physician of him, he was a pretty swell one 

''I can't go on th l$ kind of a 
day," he .said, and he began 
taking thlng.s out of the bag. 
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in New York eight years ago, when h e  left a growing 
practice on his father-in�law's plea that he needed 
someone in Barstowe gradually to take over. 

And she rnight have said : Dave swallowed a lot of 
pride when he gave up working for himself a.nd carne 
to a small town to work under another man who kept 
insisting that nothing would please him more than 
retirement, blit who acted now as if he were never 
going to retire. Now-perennially Young Doctor 
Dave, who was accepted only after old Doctor G rin
baugh had first been asked for-he was engaged daily 
in that job of swallowing, and it was taking down his 
weight pound by pound and putt.ing a line here and 
a line there in a face too old for his age. 

And she rnight have said:  Dave and I live in this 
house with you, not alone because we love you and 
you'd be lonely without us but also because we 
haven't money for another house. And we haven't 
the money because the patients you've turned over 
to Dave have been the Callorns and the Pearsons and 
others like them, who are God's people and whom we 
love, but who have no money to pay their bills, since 
God's people are often without cash, which will prob
ably be made up to them on that fabulous day when 
they inherit the earth. 

And she rnight have said: You're well fixed and 
you have a laboratory fitted up over a twenty-year 
pedod, and you have often ex-pressed a wish to be a 
laboratory doctor, with a dozen ex-periments you 
speak of longing to do ; and at seventy-two, don't you 
think it's time to take advantage of these things and 
give Dave the chance he has earned many times over? 
And she rnight have said --

There were a great many things Jean McKee rnight 
have said; things that had been storing up for ex
pression for a long time. But she didn't say any of 
them because she knew that her father hadn't the 
faintest notion of what he was doing to her husband. 
He didn't realize at all�that he had given Dave the 
hard and unprofitable part, which every doctor ex
pects as a portion of his job, but on which he cannot 
subsist alone. He didn't realize that he was only 
playing now at being the tough, all-weather, never
failing country doctor ; that Dave was really being 
the substance of this dream. 

She stared out at the cold and driving rain, and 
what she did say was, " Dave's going to run down to 
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New York this afternoon. You don't mind, do you, 
dad ? "  

Doctor Grinbaugh looked at her suddenly over a 
bite of toast that for the moment went unchewed. 
Then he, too, stared at the fogged windows. 

" Pretty nasty weather for a trip to New York, 
isn't it ? "  he said. 

" Oh ,  he won't drive," said Jean, pouring more 
coffee and gazing at the cup instead of at her father. 
" I'll run him to the station for the three o'clock. 
That is, if it's all right with you. You can take care 
of anything that comes up, I guess." 

Now, this was not the kind of thing to say to old 
Grinbaugh if you wanted to be cherished to his 
bosom. And it was curious that his daughter, know
ing him as well as she must have known him by now, 
should say it. And it was even more curious that 
Dave, upstairs sleeping the sleep of exhaustion, had 
no idea at all that he had planned to take a trip to 
New York. 

" What do you mean, you guess I can take care of 
things ? "  growled Grinba.ugh, glaring at his daugh
ter. " I  took care of this town for thirty-eight years 
before Dave came, and I can go right on taking care 
of it. He can go to New York for a month if he wants 
to. But why," he added in a slightly plaintive tone, 
and looking distastefully at the cold, wet mess which 
was the world outside, " does he pick a day like this 
to go ? "  

" It's his mother," said Jean calmly. " It has been 
some time since he has seen her, you know." 

" Yes, yes, of course," said her father. " I  suppose 
she isn't feeling as spry as she used to," he added 
comfortably, because his own years were so hale. 

A call then carne for Doctor Grinbaugh, and the 
old man went out to his old car, which was one of the 
more amusing disgraces of Barstowe. It hadn't 
known paint for years, and its seat covers were 
frayed and ripped over original upholstery even more 
ripped and frayed, but it had nice high wheels that 
could take it t.hrough the most astonishing mud and 
snow. 

So Doctor Grinbaugh made that call, and took 
1 1 : 00 to 1 : 00 office hours and made two calls in 
town that were more or Jess routine, and then he 
came back, and the phone jangled, and it was a call 
from Bear Mountain Inn, ten miles in the hills. 
Since it was getting on to three o'clock and Dave's 
train time, Doc Grinbaugh took that one, too, and 
the rain was a kick in the face as he went out the 
door. 

Up in the bedroom, Dr. Dave McKee stopped 
throwing things in his suitcase and failed his wife. 

" I  can't go on this kind of a day," he said. His 
eyes were fine eyes, gray eyes, and his face, stripped 
of some of the lean humor once resident t)lere, was a 
resolute face, and he began taking things out of 
the bag. 

" Darling, you're going," said Jean quietly. 
" I  don't like this," said Dave. " In this kind of 

weather anything can happen." 
" It's precisely the type of weather we've been 

waiting for." 
" But --" 
" It's fourteen rninutes to three." 
There was a tone in her voice that all married 

men know, so Dave and Jean went out to Dave's 
inconspicuous coupe through the demoniac rain and 
went to the station. 

" I  don't like this at all," he repeated, staring at 
the depot parking lot, which was a fishpond, and the 
gutters of High Street, which had become rivers. 
" Your father is an old man." 

" But he's not," said Jean, with a slight dent in 
her right cheek which would have been a dimple if 
the smile behind it had ever been born. Which it 
wasn 't. " He feels like a boy. H e  has taken care of 
the aches and pain of Barstowe for forty-six years 
and can keep on taking care of them, come what 
may. H aven't you hear·d ? "  

" You know very well that he hasn't been keeping 
up in the last few years nearly as much as he thinks 
he --" 

" Have a good time," said Jean, " with your 
mother·." 

.Jean cli'Ove home, rtnd off ten miles Doc 0 r·in
haugh Jllillecl up in front of Bear M ounta in I nn ,  
whieh i s  harc!Jy more (Continued on Pa11• 100) 



18 THE SIITURDRY EVENING P O S T  

MY THUMB IN 

YOUR COFFEE 
By 
HJIROLD TITUS 

O

N E  of them said, " · and there's Len 
Howe --" And a ·.hand took hold of her 
throat. 

Seven years without hearing anyone else speak his 
name. Seven years of never dropping off to sleep 
herself without whispering it. Trying to forget it, 
though. 'frying to put it out of her mind. Then to 
have it come at her through an artificial palm and a 
screen, in a strange hotel in a town whose name she 
didn't even remember. 

She was standing behind that screen at the end of 
the banquet room where they'd set up a stage for the 
dinner show, looking over the crowd, busy with its 
soup. With an aet like hers, it paid to pick out the 
dumb and the dopes and the fresh. 

Standing there in a waitress' uniform, her hair 
pulled back tight, eyebrows tricked into an arch of 
concern, those light pencilings on her forehead that 
stood for worry, touches at mouth corners withering 
her firm face, lending age. 

And then one of the three at that table under the 
palm came out with it against the rumble and 
clatter. 

" . . .  and there's Len Howe," he said, not four 
feet f1·om her. " 'rhe best sales-manager prospect this 
ron cern ever had ! Gypped out of his chance by a fat
hea.d who knows just one thing-front-office politics 
from 4 to lz:<Md ! " 

Something was holding her throat, all t·ight. Just 
like the something that had held it when she sent 
Lennie away seven years ago. Seven years and a 
month or two. Ot· maybe three. Time flies. 

'l'houghts fly too. You reliv!) seven years in the 
space of seven quick thumps of your heart. You see 
it again-the big, bare room at the school and the 
Deacon shutting off the phonograph, with his hard, 
reserved face going soft and gentle. 'l'he Deacon, 
shutting off the music and coming over to where you 
stand, breathing hard, yom dancing shorts sticking 
to your slim legs, he'd stepped the tempo up so fast. 

" That's it, sweetheart ! "  you hear the Deacon say 
again .  " You've got it, Claire ! "  he says, and takes 
your hands and kisses the knuckles, and his stiff, 
waxed mustache tickles, which you don't remember 
until long afterward, because he's never said that to 
anybody before. He's the toughest dance teacher in 
New York, and he's never praised anybody before, 
and it brings tears. When you turn your head so he 
won't know, there's Lennie, standing in the doorway. 

He's been standing there a long time, you realize. 
And you've seen him with a part of yom eyes, over 
on the dramatic side, all summer, like too many 
others, out of school and with no place to go in a de
pre.�sion, and gmbbing at this or that. H e's been just 
a boy. over on the dmmatic side, who didn't belong, 
because paying tuition and working your head off 
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.She appeared to lose balance. She leaned 
farther ouer him, pouring faster, and 
men left their chairs, stamping, cheering. 

won't make anybody belong. There are things like 
having it in your blood; like you, a daughter of 
hoofers, and living and breathing and eating and 
drinking dancing. So nobody else, belonging or not, 
from the dramatic side has been sharp or real to you. 
Until now, with street sunlight on his light hair·, and 
his wide shoulders and narrow hips and his blue eyes 
saying all the things the Deacon is saying. And more. 

He comes over to the dance side because your 
scherzo's 'knocked him cold. And he surprises even 
the Deacon by the way he takes to it, and at last, 
after trying everybody loose, you've a partner. 'fhe 
Deacon snorts when he admits it. Just a makeshift. 
Lennie's not yom kind, the Deacon's kind. He can 
dance, in a way, but he doesn't belong. 

But before you know it, the Deacon's through. 
He's given you all he can, and you and Lennie are 
booked out in Cleveland. Yes, Lennie ; because 
there's nobody else loose and you're ready to go. 
You're knocking them over, so they stand up and 
yell when you end the scherzo and make your bow
that bow to the floor you've worked on so hard. 
With Lennie smiling behind you, standing back, giv� 
ing it all to you. That's .Lennie-generous, reti 1·ing, 
underestimating himself. Butalwu,ys kying. Working 
his head off to get better, asking and following yom 
aJ vice. 'l'1·ying SO hard beC!\USe he's got to be good 
at whatever he tries. 



You keep going, even kids like you, bad as times 
are. With talent starving, with talent on relief, you 
keep going. Detroit, St. Louis, Chicago. You get 
what vaudeville there is and the biggest ·hotels and 
the best night spots. You're just kids, but you're 
good. You're a sensation with that scherzo, and they 
go wild over your bow, with Lennie there behind 
you, showing his white teeth to the crowd and the 
thing in his eyes to you. 

That's the trouble-the thing you see in Lennie's 
eyes. You've never known anybody like him. He's 
reserved and careful, and always understates, under
acts. But the thing in his eyes is growing, getting 
away from him, and you begin to wonder if --

Even after seven years you can't admit that you 
wondered, away back there, if you weren't in love 
with him. You're sunk if you do ! 

Because he didn't have what anybody had to have 
to go on up with you; you knew that the first six 
months. Try as he would, he couldn't be better. He 
couldn't go where you were so sure you were going ; 
not to Broadway ; not to Hollywood. He wasn't 
born to it, like you were. His people never had fifty
two weeks on Keith time. His people had genera
tions of manners and standards and prides behind 
them ; not even one generation of troupers. 

You admired him for what he was. You were com
fortable with him. That's as far as you'd let yourself 
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go. Proud of him, too, when a 
house manager'd air his troubles 
and Lennie'd listen and begin to 
talk, so unobtrusively, so courte
ously. Not butting in;  not making 
a play to impress anybody with 
how good he was, but putting his 
finger on first faults and weak
nesses, pointing ways out. He had 
what it takes in business. It was 
as natural to him as hoofing was 
to you, with Blaine and Norman, 
headliners on Keith time, for your 
folks. 

Then the wire comes, in Chicago. 
It's Boris, with a spot in his big 
musical for you. But solo. Boris 
has stopped off on his way from 
the Coast and caught your act. 
And, as far as Boris is concerned, 
Lennie simply isn't on earth. It is 
you Boris talks to and about, and 
this is the chance of a lifetime. 

Up there, now ! On top ! But 
Lennie isn't going. Lennie doesn't 
have it. 

You know, now, you've been 
keeping that from yourself all along, 
and you're all in a snarl because 
you're so happy and heartbroken 
all at once. 

Some could trail along. Some 
could be your manager, say. Not 
Lennie. Not Lennie Howe, Jr. 
He's not that kind. 

All day you're telling yourself 
it's what you've worked for and 
dreamed about; telling yourself 
Lennie will be better off anyhow. 
That he'd never be happy just the 
husband of Claire Blaine. That 
things are better now; that jobs 
are opening for smart boys with 
college degrees. Telling yourself all 
this and dodging the thing that 
maybe is deep in you-the chance 
that going up means more than 
being loved. 

He stops for you at your hotel 
early. He was always almost silly 
about your hotel and his. The wire 
from Boris is in your handbag. 
You're frantic, wondering how to 
say'i t. 

" Let's walk a ways," you say, 
needing the wind whipping in from 
the lake. " I  need the wind," you 
say, meaning more than Lennie 
can start to guess. And you look up 
at him, telling yourself you don't 

love him and that it's for his good, just as you step 
down from the curb and fall. 

You bite your lips and hold up the hurt foot, with 
k:n!ves and hot irons in it. " Me, turning an ankle ! "  
you say, trying not to cry, and he picks you up in his 
arms and swings you into a taxi, his face probably 
whiter than yours. 

You don't tell him, next day, what the doctor 
says. You let him go on thinking it's a bad sprain. 
You don't let him know a bone has snapped in your 
foot, because he'll stay and see you through, and 
after what you planned to do yesterday, you can't let 
him do another thing for you. Never. You were ready 
to ditch him yesterday and go on up alone. 

When he comes into your hospital room, you chat
ter, trying to be brisk and hard, and hold the talk on 
your foot. 

" Claire ! "  he says, sort of choking up. " Oh, 
Claire ! When you're up and going, you're so wonder
ful I can't say what I want to say ! "  he says. " But 
when you're down --" 

And you cut in. " Skip it, Lennie ! "  you say, and 
lean over and take his hand and give it a quick, 
meaningless squeeze. " You're swell," you say, " but 
it's time I was down. Been going too hard," you 
say, talking fast to get away from what he's started, 
" and I need a rest. A twisted ankle's right up my 
street," you say. " Makes the best kind of excuse. 
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And after the rest, I'm going to Boris. Solo," you 
say, trying to make it sound as if you'd always 
planned that. 

" Oh ! "  he says, sort of stunned. " Isn't that 
fine ? "  he says, but sweat comes out on his forehead. 

And you lie back and don't look at him, and run 
on about yourself and your plans and your wants 
and needs, as if he didn't count. It's an act. You 
need him now maybe, but can't hold him, because of 
yesterday. You're giving yourself the short end of 
the doubt, just to be on the up-and-up with Lennie. 

It hurts worse than your ankle. A thousand times 
worse than your ankle. You talk about times being 
better, about how he doesn't really belong in show 
business; not admitting to yourself, let alone letting 
him guess, that it's breaking your heart because yes
terday you were what you were. Most girls could 
come clean and beg for understanding, and likely 
get it. Not you. Anyhow, not with so white and 
fine and decent a boy as Lennie. 

So he walks out, bewildered and hurt, but doing a 
good job of hiding it. Putting or! an act of his own. 
And the hurt of your foot helps, and even the way 
the doctor looks so sober that afternoon helps. Any
thing's better than thinking about Lennie. 

Two letters come from him-stiff and reserved, 
�tnd hiding the wound you've given him, and trying 
not to offer to go to hell itself for you if you ever 
need help, because you've got him all bewildered and 
he's just a tramp now, and figures he hasn't the right 
to talk up and say what he means to anybody as im
portant as you are. That's Lennie ; weighing fine 
points, bothered by rules. Then a third letter, telling 
of a job at last, in a factory. He's feeling better in 11 
place where he belongs. He's more confident now, 
being on native soil, almost saying the things he 
feels. Preparing the way to say them. 

But you don't answer. You don't because you've 
been operated on again and the doctor keeps shaking 
his head and won't talk. You'll answer when you get 
up to your aunt's, you promise yourself, and Lennie. 
You'll be able to think (Contlnu•d on Pag• 66) 

I L L U S T R Jl T B D  B Y  H E N R Y  R Jl L E I G H  

1 1.ftop ltl  .. he said through s-hut 
teeth. ".rtop lt, Claire/ Stop 
and back up and s-tart again !' .. 
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BIGGEST WllR BilBY 
THE BOOM IN MR.CHINE TOOLS 

TH E  bonanza business of them all to be in today 
is the machine-tool business-manufacturing 
lathes, milling machines, automatic screw ma

chines, precision grinders-any sort of power-driven, 
metalworking machinery that will make airplane en
gines, tanks, field guns or shells. It is almost as good 
as a Government license to print money, because 
every machine tool suitable for making war material 
is sold before the rough casting gets a chance to 
cool down to handling temperature in the foundry. 

Producing is the machine-tool builders' only prob
lem these days. For, if the English and French don't 
buy them by the time the carpenters start boxing 
them for export, the Japanese will-if the Russians 
don't grab the lot and lay solid gold bars on the li.ne. 
for payment first. Yes, the Russians have plenty of 
gold to pay for the latest and most intricate Amer
ican high-production machine tools. 

You've guessed the cause of all this excitement in 
a major American industry that from 1930 up to a 
very few months ago couldn't even pay its spring 
taxes, business was that slack. It is the war, of 
course. Machines weighing tons are being shipped 
overseas at express rates. No foreign buyer any 
longer asks twice what the price of a lathe is ; all he 
asks is how many he can get, and how soon. It is a 
seller's market with a vengeance, where prices 
quoted over long-distance telephone hardly hold 
good long enough for some frantic foreign buyer to 
telegraph his confirming order with a 25 per cent 
cash deposit attached. That's right, the going terms 
are 25 per cent cash down when the order is placed 
and the balance paid on sight draft, on arrival of the 
machines in New York. How long these " easy 
terms " will apply is not a safe bet at any odds, be
cause the competition between foreign buying com
missions, in spite of the touted liaison between the 
French and English joint commissions, is fast boiling 
down to a question of who carries the biggest letter 
of credit and how big an advance he is willing to 
make to get preferred delivery of American machine 
tools. The belligerents all seem to believe that the 
possession of the best and most American machine 
tools may go a long way toward deciding the war. 

Machinery for Mars 

JUST to give a fragmentary picture of this mad 
race to buy American machine tools, a foreign 

buying co=ission is combing the Middle West 
machine-tool-building market·for 500 lathes as this is 
written. The commission is offering $5000 each for a 
type of lathe which, ten years ago, could be bought 
by the trainload from glutted machinery walehouses 
for $1800 each. To date, one Middle West lathe 
builder has acpepted an order for fifty of these lathes 
at that price-with a cash-down deposit of a mere 
$1 25,000. The delivery promised-" subject to the 
prior claims of the U. S. Government "-is for next 
November ! Another order for 1000 small turret 
lathes is going begging at $4000 per machine, with no 
takers yet in sight. 

So eager are the foreign buyers for tools with 
which to bolster their overtaxed munitions factories 
that tool factories which have been boarded up since 
1931 have been reopened and are again running full 
blast. A closed Cincinnati machine-tool plant re
cently reopened to produce 500 lathes for a foreign 
buyer, the buyer supplying in advance all the neces
sary cash for rehabilitating the plant, for raw ma
terials required and for meeting the weekly pay roll. 

Now for a deeper look in to cause and effect sur
rounding this phenomenal increase in metalworking 
machinery exported from the United States. Using 
the index figure 100 as the normal volume of metal
working machinery exported during the period 1 923-

By R.RY MILLHOLL.RND 

1925, the current export rate is 1 200-or twelve times 
the normal volume. At the present time, France and 
England, jointly, are absorbing the lion's share of 
e),.-ported American machine tools and are attempt
ing completely to freeze out Japan and Russia. 

Another look at the comparative figures of exported 
metalworking machinery and the importing countries 
discloses that in September of 1938 alone-one year 
prior to .the outbreak of the current war-Japan 
bought $2,305,799 worth of American metalworking · 
machinery and Russia imported $2,677,460 worth. 

The transactions of these two buyers overshadowed 
the purchases made by France and England, com
bined, by more than $3,390,000. In other words, 
market figures clearly indicate that a year prior to 
Germany's invasion of Poland, neither France nor 
England had got around to believing there was going 
to be another war. 

With reference to France, the situation there 
three months after war burst is described in an 
official report from the office of the American com
mercial attache at Paris : " Generally speaking, 
French industries are equipped with out-of-date 
machinery, although a slight improvement now has 

Was Germany caught flat-footed by the war? Not 
if there is any significance in the following excerpts 
from the reports of the American co=ercial attache 
at Berlin, who reported in December, 1939 : " The 
adjustment of the machinery industry in Germany 
to war conditions is based to a large degree on the 
efficiency and versatility of the German machine
tool industry. In view of the fact that the produc
tion of machinery for armament purposes, for the 
Four Year Plan . . . the Reich Trustee for the 
Machinery Industry has always laid special stress 
on increasing the capacity and efficiency of the 
machine-tool industry. [Such basic machines as 
lathes, milling machines, precision grinders, auto
matic screw machines, iron planers, and so on.
Author.] It is estimated, "  continues the American 
co=ercial attache's report from Berlin, " that the 
production of German machine-tool industry in 1938 
was eight times the volume of 1933." 

That certainly seems to prove that Germany 
knew years ago there was going to be another World 
War, and prepared for it, even while France was 
allowing her large automobile plants, like Citroen, 
to drift toward obsolescence and bankruptcy. While 

Here forgings are belngmllled in groups of three. 
This happens on a 75 mm. gunzcarrlage part. 

been noted since 1937. . . . The reason for the 
continued high imports of machinery from abroad 
during 1938, despite inlProvement in domestic out
put, lies in the fact that although in first instances 
national-defense orders were preferably given to 
French manufacturers, these manufacturers were 
very soon compelled to ask for delays of delivery 
from ten to fifteen months, with consequences that 
after a certain time, in order to cope with the de
mand, imports from abroad were imperative." 

Germany was preparing on a scale that required the 
expansion of her machine-tool-building facilities by 
800 per cent, we find, as late as May, 1939, this 
situation in England : 

" The British machine-tool-importing fraternity 
does not contemplate that the present crisis oc
casioned by Germany's recent action with respect 
to the territory formerly constituting Czechoslovakia 
will cause any substantial increase in the volume 
of British machine-tool imports. The view of the 



fraternity may be generalized thus : It is very unlikely 
that the action referred to will precipitate a war in 
which Britain will be involved and British machine
tool builders are already in a position, without in
creased imports, to supply machine tools in sufficient 
quantity and variety to permit not only the arma
ment program being carried out along present lines 
but also of its vast expansion." This report, as 
transmitted by the American commercial attache at 
London, closed thus: " Delivery dates for homemade 
(British made) heavy and standard machine tools 
are cwTently about fifty-two and thirty weeks, re
spectively." This report was written less than five 
months before war came. 

It is no wonder then that France and England 
sl:lould today be scrambling to place orders and get 
spot delivery on American machine tools at any 
price. And it is no wonder, either, that the price of 
American machine tools has skyrocketed from thirty
five to fifty cents a pound to eighty cents and a 
dollar a pound, with the limit not yet in sight. Re
member, that you can still get your pick of American
made automobiles for less than forty cents a pound. 

The International Scramble 

ADMITTEDLY, there is some war profiteering gofi ing on in the export end of the American machine
tool-building industry. It is only natural that an 
entire basic industry that for almost eight years op
erated at a deficit, with whole warehouses full of new 
machinery dumped on an already clistressed and 
glutted market, should attempt to raise prices to a 
substantial profit level the moment the situation 
changed to a seller's market. These increases in 
prices by American machine-tool builders have, on 
the whole, been justified by the demands of buyers 
who have insisted on unreasonably early deliveries of 
machine tools in quantities far beyond the normal 
production capacity of the sellers. 

The normal production capacity of the American 
machine-tool builder, based on a peacetime price 
structme, is approximately $200,000,000, accorcling 
to the United States Department of Commerce esti
mates made recently. Of this amount, 30 per cent 
normally is exported. For the year 1939, still using 
the Department of Commerce figures, the exports of 
American metal-working machinery exceeded $1 12,-
000,000. The export trend for . 1940, contingent on a 
continuation of the war, may conceivably require 75 
per cent of the entire production capacity of the 
American machine-tool industry. It is no wonder 
prices continue to rise-what with France and Eng
land bidding, on one hand, for every available lathe, 
and Russia and Japan, on the other side of the world, 
in competition. 

Such a state of affairs is paraclise for a vast horde 
of brokers, export agents, international adven
turers in commerce. It attracts swarms of go
betweens and (Contlnu•d on Pa11e 74) 

Expert machlnZ..t.s have grown old-and during depression we failed to train young ones. 
Jlbove-Mach nlng a die to make rib.s for an airplane fuselage. Below, at left-Turning a five• 
inch Nauy shftll in Frankford Arsenal, Philadelphia. Jlt right-A turret lathe ln operation. 

PHOTO rv W. J. RARGEST, COURTRSV AMERICAN MACHINIST 
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MllNITOU'S CHILDREN 
By HERBERT R.RVENEL $.RSS 

MILLION migrating wild fowl-white swans, 
gray geese, ducks of a dozen species
crowded the high arr above the prairie, 

streaming southward in v-shaped, phalanxes and 
dark wavering strings like wisps of smoke across the 
sky. A thousand feet up, a long line of giant whoop
ing cranes, statelier even than the swans, broke sud
denly into a chorus of clanging trumpetlike cries. 
Behind the old whi,te leader, a young golden-buff 
bird, bugling loudly, swung boldly out of line and 
circled back. Another followed him, another and 
another. In a moment the ordered an-ay of great 
shlplike birds dissolved into a confused crowd of 
individual cranes, some white, some golden-buff or 
mottled, sailing in interweaving circles, peering 
eagerly down at a gleam of blue water on the prairie. 

Just over a rise to the eastward, a lone Sioux 
hunter, motionless on a sorrel mustang, watched the 
mob of whpopers milling in the air. 

Yell ow Fox had seen the queer thing that had 
happened : A bird still in the golden plumage of 
youth, flying next to -the white leader, had suddenly 
taken comman<.l of the ·flock. Perhaps, Yell ow Fox 
speculated, the old white leader's eyes, somewhat 
dimmed by age, had failed to note the sheen of 
water in a prairie slough. The young golden crane, 
second � the long line, had seen the slough at once 
and was leading the eager flock down to it. As Y el
low Fox watched, the milling, bugling mob above 
assumed a sort of corkscrew formation, bird after 
bird circling downward as though descending a 
spiral stairway, the young golden crane in ihe van. 

The Indian saw the last of them drop out of sight 
beyond the crest of the rise ; then, leaving his pony 
where it stood, "lie began a stalk which would bring 
him within range of the spot where the whoopers 
had come to earth. 

A half hour later, behind another low rise north 
of the slough, Jo Dumont checked his horse and 
straightened slowly in his saddle, peering cautiously 
over the grassy ridge in front of him. 

He, too, had seen the young golden whooper take 
over the leadership of the brigade and bring it down 
from the air. This was unusual ; it was seldom that 
a young bird rebelled thus boldly against authority. 
But to Dumont at the mo:rnent the incident was in
teresting mainly for practical reasons, the big whoop
ers being excellent eating. Dumont was supposed 
to be scouting for hostile Sioux. He didn't expect 
to see any Sioux so far north and he saw none. But 
Yellow Fox, well hidden in the grass, saw Dumont's 
head and shoulders the moment they broke the 
sky line of the rise, and suddenly the Indian under
stood eertain queer sounds he'd been hearing for the 
past several minutes. 

The metis were coming again-the Red River 
Mixed Bloods, the " Free People," as they called 
themselves. This was no new thing. Every fall they 
came down from their settlements beyond the 
Canada line to hunt buffalo on the Sioux plains-a 
great caravan of two-wheeled Red River carts loaded 
with black-eyed laughing women and flanked by 
scores of mounted French-Indian hunters in blue 
Hudson Bay capotes with big brass buttons, bright 
sashes and · buckskin leggings gaudily beaded and 
fringed. It was like a big picnic, a huge hilarious 
merrymaking, for the metis, with the dark skin of 
the Indian and the eJ>."ttberant spirits of the French 
voyageurs, were the gayest people in America. 

Also the noisiest, Yell ow Fox said to himself. 
There was never an Elunce of grease on the wooden 
axles of their wagons, which squeaked so loudly 
that they could be heard two miles away down the 
wind. It was the far-off squeaking or screaming of 
two hundred greaseless axles that had been worrying 
Yell ow Fox as he Jay in the grass within easy range 
of the whoopers, but unwilling to shoot until he 
learned the meaning of that puzzling yet vaguely 
familiar sound. 

But the moment he saw Dumont in his blue 
brass-buttoned capote, Yellow Fox knew what the 
queer sound was, remembering it suddenly from 
two autumns ago, when he had met a poaching Red 
River band near the mouth of the Rosebud. He 
knew also that the wagons were still at least a mile 
away on the other side of the rise to the north. 
Dumont was evidently scouting well in advance and 
was probably alone. 

Yellow Fox, a small man for a Teton Sioux, but 
cool and crafty, weighed the chances carefully. 
Either the newcomer would ride on over the rise and 
continue his scouting or else, tempted by the whoop
ers standing along the edge of the. slough, he would 
dismount and stalk one of the big birds. In either 
case he would probably pass within range of the 
spot where the. Sioux was lying. 

Yellow Fox's rifle was a single-shot St. Louis 
Hawken, less powerful than the newer Spencers and 
Henrys, but a straight-shooting gun. He could shoot 
Dumont, he decided, take the scalp and get to his 
own pony over the next rise before the wagons came 
in sight. 

Jo Dumont eased his horse back from the crest a 
little way. He dismounted, hobbled the pony, then, 
bending low, crept to the top of the ridge. His black 
eyes focused upon the great birds, seemingly as tall 
as men, standing at the edge of the pool like soldiers 
at drill, resting before beginning to feed. 

Nearest to him were two, a huge white adult and 
a young golden-buff crane almost as large-probably 

father and son-and Dumont judged from their 
great size that these were the white leader and the 
youngster who had suddenly taken command. He 
wouldn't shoot the young crane. The white adult 
was the biggest whooper he had ever seen ; Marie 
would make a royal roast of him when the wagons 
camped that evening. 

Cautiously Dumont crawled on hands and knees 
over the top of the rise. 

Thereafter, for a space of minutes he was invisible. 
Nevertheless, Yell ow Fox knew most Of the time 
exactly where he was, for a pair of prairie falcons, 
hovering over him, kept track of Dumont's progress 
along certain slight depressions in the ground and 
through clumps of high grass. Yellow Fox, stretched 
on his stomach in his ambush, was entirely ready 
when Dumont's rifle roared and the startled brigade 
of whoopers-each bird running forward at top 
speed to get a start-lifted in to the air. 

Yellow Fox squinted along the barrel of his rifle. 
Its muzzle moved, following Dumont as he ran for
ward to get the bird that he had killed. He ran fast, 
a tricky target, and Yellow Fox waited until he had 
reached the whooper and was standing over it. 

Gently the SioiLx' s bony finger pressed the trigger. 
Dumont took one step backward, staggered and fell. 

Yellow Fox raced for him, his gun in one hand, 
scalping knife in the other. There was no time to 
waste ; the noise of the wagons was louder; at any 
moment the metis hunters might appear over the 
rise. As he drew near he saw that the crane beside 
Dumont's body wasn't dead ; the big bird, its breast 
bloody and one wing broken, was struggling to rise. 

Dropping his rifle, Yellow Fox knelt beside Du
mont, his left band outstretched to seize the long 
black hair. In his haste the knife slipped from his 
fingers. It slid under a tussock arid he glanced down 
to find and grasp it. As his head came up again, he 
saw the great white whooper reared crookedly be
side Dumont's body, wings half open, neck drawn 
back to strike. 

The SioiL"< flung up his arm to ward the blow, but 
the long sharp beak flashed under his guard and 
Yellow Fox pitched forward on his face. He was 
dead and the giant bird that had driven its dagger
like bill through his eye socket and into his brain 
was dead when the metis horsemen arrived. But Jo 
Dumont was sitting up, fingering one of the big 
brass buttons on the front of his capote-a button 
mashed and flattened by a lead bullet. 

. He was thinking. It might have been chance
the bullet striking that brass button. But what had 
followed while he lay helpless, the wind knocked out 
of him by the heavy rifle ball, wasn't chance. Du
mont was Christian, like his French father, and, 



unlike many other metis, up to now he 
had had no totem, no animal or bird 
which was his " ancestor, "  his other 
self. But this thing that had happened 
was very surely a sign from Manitou. 
Never again would one of that stately 
feathered race to which he owed his 
life suffer harm at the hands of Jo 
Dumont. 

Throughout its wide range, from the 
barrens of Mackenzie to Florida and 
Central Mexico, the great whooping 
crane, tallest of American birds, made 
its mark upon legend and tradition. 
Beside the Canadian lakes, where the 
Great Spirit was called Kitchi
Maneeto, the Chippewa believed that 
of all the tribes of the air he valued 
the whooper most highly. On the 
northern prairies, where the Dakotah 
worshiped Manitou under the name 
Wakonda, a similar belief prevailed. 
Among the Muskhogee of the South, 
who hailed their high god as Esakata 
Emishee, the Breath Master, the giant 
crane was the deity's messenger and 
herald. Thus the whooper was a bird 
beloved by Manitou under whatever 
name he was worshiped. • 

But Manitou's reign was drawing to 
a close. Twenty thousand summers he 
had looked down upon his magnificent 
continent and counted at any given 
moment seventy million buffalo, an
other seventy million antelope," hordes 
of elk and deer so vast that even he 
could not reckon them. Now before 
the white man's advance these mighty 
herds were melting like last winter's 
snows. In the year following Jo Du
mont's adventure a new disaster befell. 

The Sioux, striking to save their 
lands and the bison on which they 
subsisted, wiped out Custer and his 
troopers in the battle of the Little Big 
Horn. That spelled the doom of the 
Sioux, a doom inevitable in any case. 
The white tide gathered .its strength 

When t h e  Jaguar, b o u n d i ng 
along, leaped to .strike him down, 
the .spotted taloned paw swished 
past, an l n t: h  b e n e a th h l m .  
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and swept over them and, with that barrier removed, 
rolled on faster than ever across the northern plains. 

It was not yet the end, but it was the beginning of 
the end not only for the great game herds and the red 
nations that lived on them but for the metis also, be
yond the Canadian line. The wild free life of those 
children of the fur trade was pas ing. The scream of a 
steamboat's whistle shattered the Red River silences. 
Jo Dumont and Marie, his wife, bade the Red River 
settlements good-by. 

They did not, like many others of the metis, go 
farther west in search of a country yet untouched by 
civilization. The stout brass button of Dumont's capote 
had stopped Yellow Fox's bullet, but the impact of 
that bullet had done something to Dumont's lung. A 
warmer climate, the doctor who had come on the 
steamboat said ; another winter in the cold north 
might be fatal. 

That night, as Dumont stood outside his cabin talk
ing with Marie, they heard high overhead a clangor of 
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many voices, the trumpets of a brigade of whooping 
cranes migrating southward before the first snow. " It 
is a sign, "  Dumont said suddenly. " Th.e buffalo and 
the elk will vanish, but the whoopers' ranks are un
thinned. Each fall they fly south perhaps a hundred 
sleeps to some safe country. We'll follow them, and 
when we find the place where they take refuge, there 
we shall make our new home." 

Marie nodded, for she knew that the whooping 
cranes were his totem. She didn't know that when 
Dumont thought of the whoopers his thoughts cen
tered upon one bird-the golden youngster who was, 
he believed from the bird's great size, the son of the 
white giant that had driven his bill into the Sioux's 
brain. That great white one was dead, but his blood 
lived in his offspring. Dumont, remembering how the 
golden crane had taken command of the flock that 
day, named him Takahna, which means He-Who
Leads, and wondered whether he would see the big 
bird again. (Contltu•ed on Paf/e 58� 
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RE.IlP THE WILD WIND 
By THELM.Il STR.IlBEL 

I L L U S T R A T E D  B Y  H A R O L D  V O N  .f C H M I D T'  

srNOPSIS OP PRECEDING INSTJILLMENTS 

Saving lives and salvaging cargoes kept the wreckers 
of Key West busy during the great autumn storms of 
1835, when fourteen ships had been battered on the ter
rible wall of reefs between Cape Florida and the Tortugas. 
The feel of a hurricane was in the air the day 

Loxi CLAIBORNE returned home to Key West from a visit 
to Charleston. There she had spent the season mth her 

AuNT HENRIETTA, a power in Charleston society, and 
there the brilliant young maritime lawyer, 

STEPHE OGIER, had courted her. Loxi had put hili\ off, 
promising her answer upon her return to Charleston. 
Welcomed home, she found that her father, 

MATTHEW CLAIBORNE, substantial merchant and owner 
of the wrecker Polaris, had been having trouble mth 
her brother, headstrong 

DAN CLAIBORNE. Loving the sea, Dan had been sailing 
mth steady 

CAPTAIN MuiUlAY, of the Polaris, but now his father 
wanted him to come into the business ashore. Dan was 
threatening to join 

CAPTAIN CuTLER, owner of the 
Falcon, if he had to leave 
t h e  Polari s .  M a t t h e w  
Claiborne did not approve 
of Captain Cutler, as he 
suspected that Cutler's ac
tivities sometimes devi
ated from the honest busi
ness of salvage. 

The situation disturbed 
Loxi, but before she could 



do anything, the hurricane struck. Late in the day, as 
Lhe wind died down, she heard an .electrifying cry out
doors-a long-drawn cry sweeping down the street like 
a gust of wind become articulate : " Wreck ashore ! 
Wreck a-sho-o-ore ! ' '  

It was the Jubilee, out o f  Kew Bedford, first com
mand of young 

CAPT. }Ac.K BABCOCK. Injured, he convalesced at the 
Claibornes', entertained by Loxi and 

DRUSILLA ALSTO!'i, Loxi's best friend in Key West. When 
he left, Jack was in love with Loxi and promised to 
return, but he was put on another run and reduced to 
mate for losing Ius ship. 
Loxi, at her mother's insistence, returned to Charles

ton for the season, where she quarreled with Stephen 
Ogier. When he spoiled her plan to return to Key West 
on a trading vessel on which Jack Babcock was mate, 
Loxi was furious. As soon as possible, she arranged to 
leave Charleston. 

IV 

LXI did not see Stephen Ogier again. On the 
following Friday she had sailed on the Laura, 
standing aft when they left the harbor and 

giving a great sigh of relief as the town of Charleston 
receded in the morning haze. '' I will never return, ' '  
s h e  vowed. " Never, never." 

Sally Claiborne had protested only faintly at her 
daughter's early return. She was not very well that 
spring ; the excitement of the Indian alarms had told 
upon her. She was glad now to spend long hours in a 
rocking chair on the shaded upper piazza, letting 
Lo"i take over more and more of the management 
of the household. 

Key West was its happy, easygoing self again. 
The yellow-fever epidenilc had not developed, and 
though a watch was still maintained, it was apparent 
that the Spanish Indians had dropped their warlike 
attitude. The two naval vessels, the Dallas and Con
stellation, sent for the island's protection, had left 
the harbor soon after Loxi's return. Even the refu
gees had begun drifting back to the upper Floridas. 

Loxi resumed the erratic Key West marketing 
that she loved to do. Hurrying to the wharfs on the 
rumor that a vessel bound from the Bahamas to New 
Orleans had put in with fresh fruit aboard her. 
J·ourne;ying down when the fishing boats carne in, to 
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inspect their day's catch. St.opping a t  the crab-and
tmtle market. 

She had come to the market, about a month after 
her return, to buy crabs for a gumbo. Mauro Maria, 
her head swathed in the vernillion kerclllef Loxi had 
brought her from Charleston, stood just behind her 
with the market basket over her arm. 

Long Tom Johnson, who managed the market now, 
peered in to the squirming mass of crabs to select the 
very finest ones for Lo:\i. His sight was pitifully dim. 
Once he had been the best of the bareback cargo 
divers of Key West. He could swing in a deep curve 
under a reef-bound vessel, plug a leak, cnt out dam
aged parts of the keel and bolt new ones expertly in 
place. often in shark-infested waters. The wreck of 
the Isaac Allerton had ended tills career. She had 
carried bolts and bolts of goods, and he had dived 
day after day in dye-tainted water. Now all the 
world was as dark to rum as the watery one in wlllch 
he had earned ills living. 

" Those will be enough, I trunk, "  said Loxi, open
ing her reticule to pay lllm . 

"An extra one for luck," he said, and smiled at the 
girl affectionately. 

"Avast ,  there, mate ! "  called a familiar voice, and 
her face lit up as she wlllrled to greet Captain Mur
ray, who was bearing down upon her. " I  thought I 
knew the cut of that little straw-bonneted jib," he 
beamed. " I  was setting my course for your house 
when I sighted ye to leeward." 

The Polaris had just returned to port from a run 
to the Havana, where Matthew Claibome had sent 
his captain to negotiate for the hiring of a Spanish 
bottom to transship a salvaged cargo of jalap and 
Iogwood and cochineal to New Orleans. " I am glad you are safe home," said Loxi. " Did 
you hear another vessel has gone ashore off Molasses . 
Reef? A Portuguese schooner this time. The Dido 
>tnd the Falcon are lightening her. The spring squalls 
><r·e very bad this year, aren't they ? "  

"And uncommon early," replied Captain Murray. 
" I t's not often they come so heavy in April." 

Loxi finished paying for the crabs, said a friendly 
good-by to Long Tom, then tucked . her hand fondly 
in the captain's arm and walked beside him back 
along the echoing wooden planks of the narrow dock 

Suddenly Loxi .stopped, very .still and ten.se. "Do you . • .  hear something?"' 
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that led from the crab-and-turtle market. Maum 
Maria followed at a respectful distance with t.he 
filled market basket. 

With ills free hand the captain dug into the ca
pacious pocket of ills seaman's jacket. " I  brought 
you a present from the Havana," he announced, 
" but ye have to guess." 

Since she was a tiny girl, he had always made her 
guess, though he never varied the gift brought for 
her whenever the Polaris went to Cuba. 

"A tortoise-shell comb ? "  
" Way off your course." 
"Miel cakes ? "  
" Still floundering." 
" Not bonbons from that shop on the Calle 

Obispo ? "  demanded Lo,.i, and they both laughed 
at their little ritual. She insisted upon opening the 
box at once before they resumed their way. 

" What else did you do in the Havana? "  asked 
Loxi. 

" I  picked up a bit of news." 
Something in ills voice made her glatlce up 

quickly. Sbe saw that ills deeply furrowed face had 
become grave and troubled. " What sort of news ? "  

H e  tried t o  make his tale seem offhand, casual. 
" When we were about to weigh anchor in the 
Havana, the fast packet Sally Ann swung into the 
harbor from Charleston. I know her master and 
called over to lllm, and we got to gamnilng. He told 
me the owners of the Carlotta are not satisfied with 
the arbitration McQuade made with the Falcon . 
They saw their sea lawyer and he persuaded them t,o 
sue Ben Cutler. He is conilug down on the Laum 
and he's bringing McQuade with him. There may be 
some little squalls ahead for Dan." 

" Oh ! "  Lo"i stopped very still and her hand tight� 
ened convulsively on the captain's arm. " Oh ,  Cap
tain Murray ! "  A shiver of fear and foreboding ran 
through her. " They won't bring it into court ! 
Why-why, it isn't that important. Just a disagree
ment about the salvage rate." 

The old man pat.t.ed her lace-mitted hand sooth
ingly. " Now don't ye fret. Maybe it was a mite 
high, so belike Cutler will offer a compronilse and it 
will never come to court." 

" You don't think for a minute that Dan-that 
he --" 

She could not ask rum the disloyal question that 
had wavered over her mind like a black shadow ever· 
since the ugly insinuations about the salvage of the 
Carlotta had begun to reach through to her. 

But Captain Murray, who knew and loved this 
girl as his own, read that question and answered it
though he looked away as he spoke : " The lad is a 
good seaman, Loxi . There isn't a better or a braver. 
But he has no head for business. Not a-talL He 
never could add one shilling to another. Now, ifs 
likely he'd just agree to whatever McQnade pro
posed and think he was doing a good stroke of busi
ness and never smell the foul bilge in the hold. Be
like McQuade sent a sealed note with a demand for 
money to Cutler, and the lad never knew what was 
going on." 

" That's exactly what I think," agreed Lo:\i with 
vehement relief. " I haven't talked about it to Dan. 
He's been out on the Falcon most of the time since I came back." 

Captain Murray gave her a sidelong look. Better 
for her to think her brother innocent. Women had a 
queer gift for believing the things they wish to be
lieve. Sometimes it was a good thing. Aloud he said, 
" I  don't think the case'll come to trial, whatever 
betide. That sea lawyer will find he'd better not try 
to blacken a Claiborne in the Key West court." His 
jaw set itself grimly. 

" The Laura is due tomorrow," said Loxi slowly. 
In spite of herself, her mind was going wearily back 
!tgain over the facts she knew. The facts that kept 
her awake at night in torturing battle with herself. 
Of course Dan wouldn't! But why should --

On March fifteenth, a week after Loxi's return 
from Charleston, the schooner Carlotta had gone 
ashore on treacherous Tennessee Reef, just south
west of Indian Key. She had driven hard by the 
bow into the flat shoal on a cloudy but not stormy 
day. The Carlotta, George McQuade, master, was a 
vessel of heavy tonnage owned by E. Devereaux and 
Son, of Charleston, and (Continued on PaJI" 1 14) 
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She was a beautiful young woman with a poise 
which nothing ever seemed to shake. We both knew 
that a declaration of war on Germany was only a 
matter of weeks. When that came, Von Bernsrorff 
would, of course, leave the country. 

" What can I do next? " she inquired. " I  am at 
your service for anything." 

"Are you willing to try something very danger
ous ? "  I asked. 

" One must not think of danger," she replied 
simply. 

Maid in Germany 

I HAD the job already in mind. The breach in rela
tions made it practically impossible for the bearer 

of an American passport to enter Germany or for 
the bearer of an Austrian passport to leave America. 
Yet I wanted-and so did Masaryk-to send a last 
batch of messages. 

" Do you think," I asked, " that you could arrange 
to go to Germany with the Von Bernstorffs, and 
then on to Prague?" 

This large order did not seem to upset her in the 
least. She would tell the countess that she could not 
live in a country at war with Germany and Austria. 
The countess was among Von Bernstorff's best 
friends in this country and might be able to arrange 
for her to go with his family. 

Two days later, she showed up again. 
" It's all arranged," she said. "I shall appear on 

my papers as the Countess von Bernstorff's maid." 
She merely stated the facts

.
-no details. 

I gave her our messages to Prague. She sailed as 
arranged. The British forced the ship to put in at 
Halifax. There an agent of British Naval Intelligence 
established contact with her and took away some 
information which she had gathered from the offi
cials in the party. 

Following instructions, when she reached Copen
hagen she left the diplomatic party and registered 
at a certain small hotel, where an agent from London 
met her and gave her Masaryk's messages. All went 
according to plan until, having crossed Germany, 
she neared the Bohemian border. A young man 
entered her compartment and exchanged a few 

One
. 

of the bravest of the brave who were Vo.rka'.s 
agents. Jlnna Chaloupkovti left her bridegroom of one 
day to accept a dangerous ml.r.don . .J'he never .raw him 
again-she died in Prague a week before he arrived. 

WOMEN MSKE WONDERFUL SPIES 
THE STORY OF 

ESPIONRGE .liND 
COVNTERESPION.IIGE 

IN .IIMERIC./1 

By 

EM.IlNUEL V. VOSK.Il 
Wit.h 

WILL IRWIN 

SOME of our women agents were wonderful. 
As we broadened our work of counter
espionage against the Germans and Aus

trians in this country, as well as in Europe, 
these wom!)n became increasingly important. 

I have already introduced Mila Jarushkova, 
the Czech governess in the house of a German 
countess in New York. For two years she kept 
her identity hidden from us while she sent us 
invaluable transcripts of conversations be
tween her employers and Ambassador von 
Bernstorff. At the same time she gave us excel
lent information about the work of German 
agents who frequented the house-including 
that master spy, Von Rintelen. The messages 
always came through the governess' brother, 
Joseph Jarushek, and a Mrs. Nelson. But at 
about the time when the United States broke 
diplomatic relations with Germany, Jarushkova 
revealed herself to me. She took the great risk 
of coming to see me. 



pleasant words with her. As they passed the frontier 
she burst into tears. He asked her why she was 
crying. Could he do anything ? 

" For joy," she said. " I 'm coming back to my 
own country. I've been away so long ! "  

At the next station this stranger stepped off the 
train and entered the telegraph office. And at the 
station after that, a squad of soldiers arrested her 
and convoyed her to Prague and jail. Of course, the 
stranger was one of those spies whom the Germans 
plan ted on all through trains in those days. 

The secret police investigated every stage of her 
journey. She had put up in Copenhagen at the same 
hotel where Masaryk's man from London was stay
ing-the German secret service had him marked. 
She had been seen talking with him. They even 
found in Germany a witness who could testify to a 
link with my organization. They investigated her 
past in Bohemia and discovered that she was a 
sister of Joseph Jarushek, who had fled the country 
after the Austrians hanged Kratochvil, his bosom 
friend, for sedition. Circumstantially, they seemed 
to have a fair case. 

Meantime, the authorities had transferred her to 
the jail for political prisoners at Vienna. The year 
before, they had arrested Dr. Alice Masaryk, the 
liberator's daughter, and held her for several months. 
Jarushkova occupied the same cell. The starving 
time had begun in Austria. Jailers gave prisoners 
only such food as no one else would eat, and little 
of that. For more than a year, during which the 
secret police kept postponing her case in hope of 
more evidence, her chief diet was coarse corn bread 
mixed with bran and half-de'cayed potato peelings. 

"He .smelled like a German agent ... The author tells the 
thrilling dor� ·of how he trapped J. F. J. Jlrchlbald, 
(above) famou.i lecturing .American war correspondent. 

Jarushkova gave no explanations. Her main anx
iety was her failure to deliver our messages. I had 
given her a password, named the men whom she was 
to· see, and cautioned her to speak of this matter. to 
no .one else. We had in our group at Prague a police 
official who, of course, was keeping his operations 
very dark. He informed his revolutionary comrades 
of his certainty that Jarushkova was one of my 
couriers. No one else dared go near her, for fear of 
betraying the whole conspiracy. So, before the 
Austrians took her to Vienna, he visited her jail by 
night, gave the password, inforll;led her that he was 
a " Masaryk man," and asked her to deliver to him 
any messages. 

But his name was not on her mental list. She saw 
in him only a police spy. " I  don't know you, .and I 
don't know what you are talking about," she said. 

As her trial neared, getting counsel for her became 
difficult. Most of the twenty Czech. deputies in the 
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imperial parliamen·t were lawyers, but if one of them 
appeared for her, he might put his own n_eck into the 
noose. Several eminent Czech lawyers who were not 
revolutionists practiced in Prague. They dodged 
trouble and loss of business by asking impossibly 
high fees. Finally a .hum;we German-Austrian lawyer 
came to the rescue. He was entirely loy;tl to the 
empire, but he held to the principle that every 
accused person, guilty or innocent, had the right to 
a competent defense. Asking no fee, he took the 
case. He told J arushkova that the evidence was not 
very strong and that he believed the Austrians 
simply would jail her for the duration of the. war. 

Fulfilling a Mission 

CHAGRIN over her failure to deliver our mes
sages haunted her. Most of the info�mation in 

them was long ago outdated. But one important 
fact about the situation in America was as good 
then as in the spring of 1917. 

The Austrians did not get round to her case until 
July, 1918. A few days before she faced the court
martial, her lawyer smuggled some newspapers to 
her. One of them; in giving ·advance notice of the. 
event, remarked that several Czech deputies would 
attend. Now, she felt, she could fulfill her mission. 
Prevented from giving her messages private! , she 
would give her most important one publicly. 

· 

The government's case proved even weaker than 
anticipated. They did show me up-and for the first 
time-as the dangerous leader of a revolutionary 
gang, but testimony concerning her association with 
me was slight. 
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When I left America, we had a hundred and twenty 
thousand soldiers . on the Allied fronts, and their 
number was growing every day. The Allies have 
promised us our freedom when they win the war. 
And they will win. Whatever your oppressors may 
tell you, President Wilson is your friend. The news
papers say that the United States can do nothing. 
They are deceiving you. America is not taking this 
war lightly. She will throw into it, if necessary, 
every ship she has, every soldier, every ounce of 
gold. Germany and Austria cannot hold out. After 
the war there will be no Austro-Hungarian Empire. 
But there will be a Czech Republic. The long night 
is almost over. Keep your courage until the dawn." 

When she sat down, in a vacuum of silence, every
body else in the courtroom knew· that she had signed 
lier death warrant. The judges could do nothing but 
find her guilty. Sentence : Death by hanging. The 
presiding officer pronounced it on the spot. 

Jarushkova took it calmly. They led her into an 
anteroom while the court prepared papers. By 
Austrian custom, friends were permitted to visit the 
convicted during that wait. G. Haberman, Czech 
editor and veteran revolutionist, took chances with 
his liberty by going to see her. " I  went to comfort 
her," he said afterward, " but she comforted me. 
She was still in a state of patriotic exaltation. ' They 
won't bang me,' she said. ' President Wilson will not 
permit it. If they do, I'm giving my life willingly 
for my country. ' "  . .  

Her lawyer took an appeal o n  a technical point. 
That postponed the execution. By grapevine tele
graph, Haberman and the rest sen·t word to m!J at 
A. E .  F. headquarters, ChaJimont, France, where I 

Franz von Papen and hi# daughter, Isabella, riding in Berlin's Tlergar• 
ten. The Kaber".s ace .secret operative in the World War, Von Papen ls 
Hitler's ace today. He wa.s la.st reported fomenti.ngln.trlgue i.n the Balkans .. 

All went well until Jarushkova took the stand. 
Without preliminaries, she faced the courtroom and 
began to talk straight to the Czech deputies. I have 
seen, in the old Austrian archives at Vienna, the 
text of her speech, but the Germans have it now. I 
can report it only in a brief transcript, stripped of its 
eloquence and of her personality. She was starved 
to skin and bone. " But," said one who heard her, 
" her soul shone through her body like a flame 
through a windowpane." 

" I  am charged with espionage and sedition, "  she 
said, " but I did not come from America to find any
thing out. There is nothing here worth finding out. 
And I am not seditious, because I came here to help 
my country, which is Bohemia. 

" Czechs, I bring a message from our·great leader, 
Masaryk. He sends you the truth, which your op
pressors have been keeping from you. Our country
men in the world outside are fighting your fight. 

was serving then as a captain in Army Intelligence. 
I cabled to the White House and the State Depat·t
ment, asking them to intervene. 

President Wilson appealed to the Emperor through 
the Pope. I have heard, also, that Von Bernstodf 
generously put in a good word for her. That is pos
sible. Among all my antagonists in the World War, 
he is the one I most respected and admired. 

The Austrians could not commute her sentence 
without losing face at home. So they compromised 
by putting her into a death cell and leaving her 
there with her sentence hanging over her. They in
tended to release her by amnesty at the end of the 
war. Unofficially, I believe, they notified the Vatican 
of all this. But they did not notify Jarushkova. Fot· 
months, she sat in solitary confinement, always 
thinking, when she beard a flurry. of footsteps in the 
corridor, that it meant the coming of the priest 
and the hangman. (Contlnu•d on Paw• 45) 
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LEil VE MY BROTHER JlLONE 

THE group on the sun-splashed sidewalk was a 
group of three. Kneeling, in old dungarees, 
his hair drooped forward like a dry, sandy 

waterfall, was Roddy Johnson, twelve. Emily Hack
ett, black-haired and neat and also twelve, looked 
on in pretended disdain -a pretense not shared by the 
other spectator, a sturdy boy of five, his dark eyes 
fixed unblinking on an e:q>eriment Roddy was con
ducting in thermodynamics ; he was trying to dis
cover how close a match could be held to a green 
maple leaf before the edges curled. One match went 
out. He started to strike another. 

" Let me," the small boy said. " Let me." 
" O.K., Willie. O.K. Here." 
Emily shook her head. " Matches are dangerous." 
" Let me," Willie said, his incipient eyebrows 

drawn together in an urgent frown. " If you don't 
let me, I'll kill you." 

" Such talk," Emily said. " No." 
"Ab, let the poor little guy strike a match, if it'll 

make him happy." 
" No." 
Reluctantly Willie offered compromise, " Let me 

blow it out, then." 
"All right. I mean," Roddy said scathingly, "if 

nursie-wursie doesn 't think it'll hurt you t o  blow." 

By PRICE DJlY 

Z L L rJ .S T R. .R T E D  B Y  G E O R G E B R E H M  

" I  did," said Willie. " You fit on it." 
"Ab, I didn't either spit on it." 
" You did too spit on it," Emily said. "And it 

wasn't fair. You're a bad sport, Roddy Johnson." 
" Bad fort, bad fort, bad fort." 
" Hey ! "  Roddy said. 
" Hay, straw," said Emily. 
" Bad fort, bad fort ! " 
Roddy projected his head towa.rd Willie, the jaw 

stuck out, the muscles tensed in exaggerated feroc
ity. " Listen, that'll be about enough out of you." 

" You leave my brother alone ! Picking on him 
just because he's little ! "  

Willie, who had beamed with a double pleasure
the joy of verbal combat and the joy of being treated 
by Roddy as an equal-relaxed in disappointment. 

"Ab, it's good for him to be picked on." 
" You leave him alone, Roddy Johnson. He's 

delicate." 
" Delicate? Him? Look at him." He indicated 

the solid torso, the legs like trunks of young trees. 
Willie said, " I 'm sensible too." 
" Sensitive," Emily said. 
" Sensible," said Willie, adamant. 
Emily didn't argue ; it would have done no good. 

" If you scare him," she said, " he dreams about it." 

careful with little children, because if you say the 
wrong things to them, or let them see the wrong 
things, or read them the wrong --" 

"Ah, I know all about that stuff. That stuff's 
psychoana'sis. I know all --" Roddy checked 
himself. His knowledge on this subject was meager, 
a minute store of information gleaned from a text
book one rainy Sunday afternoon, imperfectly un
derstood and hazily remembered. " Curt used to study 
that stuff in school. He knows all about it." 

Emily's lips curled. " I  guess he knows all about 
everything, doesn't he ? My goodness, I guess your 
brother knows more than anybody in the whole 
world.' '  

Roddy breathed hard, but said nothing. The name 
of his brother-teacher of physics and football coach 
at the small local college-was, he felt passionately, 
a name not to be bandied about the streets. 

Willie smirked. " But he doesn't know more than 
anybody in the whole world, does he, Em'ly ? "  

" Listen, you ! "  
" You leave him alone ! "  And then swiftly Emily 

shifted from anger to cunning. " If you don't leave 
him alone, I'll tell daddy not to do a favor for Curt." 

" I'll tell him too," Willie said. 
" What kind of a favor? "  

"My gosh," Roddy said. 11Can't even blow out a match. Watch me." 

Silence and a tilted nose were Bmily's answer to this. 
Roddy struck the match and held it up, the flame 
pale and watery in the sunshine. " Here." 

Willie's round cheeks became even rounder, and 
he blew, or puffed, at an angle thirty degrees too 
high. He did it again. Again. 

" My gosh ," Roddy said. " Can't even blow out a 
match. Watch me." He filled his lungs and, with a 
blast that would have given pause to a prairie fire, 
extinguished the tiny flame. 

" You fit on it ! "  An expression of extreme shock, 
of utter outrage, Plouded Willie's beautiful face. 
" Bm'ly, he fit on i t ! "  

" What's h e  trying t o  say ? "  
" He said you spit on it." 
" Well, gleeps, whyn't he say so in American ? "  

Willie took a deep breath. " Last night," he said, 
" I  dreamed about pirates and a crocodile. And the 
crocodile was sapping his jaws and sapping his 
jaws "-he opened his Cupid's-bow lips and dis
closed the small, pearly milk teeth, which he snapped 
in demonstration; the dark eyes glowed-" and the 
pirate was coming at me and he just had one hand, 
upcept the other hand was a hook, and --" 

" Willie, sh-h-h ! . . . There, you see ? Just be
cause I read Peter Pan to him before he went to bed. 
And when he dreams about things like that, why, 
uncon-uh, sunconsciously he never forgets about 
them, be remembers about them forever and ever, 
and they'll make his whole life different when he 
grows up. It says so in a book mother bought. And 
the book says you have to be very, very, very 

" Ha, ha, ha ! Wouldn't you like to know ? "  
" Oh, who cares, who cares ? "  Roddy made a 

show of examining the words on the match box. 
" Was it something about the college ? "  

"Ask me n o  questions and I'll tell you n o  lies. 
But if you don't be nice, I'll tell daddy not to do it, 
and he's the head of the trusties, and --" 

" Trustees," said Roddy with withering scorn. 
" Trusties are in jails." 

" Well, anyway, I'll tell him not to do it." She 
hastened to forestall the obvious retort. " I  mean, 
I'll tell mother to tell him not to do it. He always 
does what she says." 

From what Roddy knew of the Hackett family, 
there was some truth in this. " Yarrr ! "  he said. " I  
don't believe yon. You're just ma.king i t  up." 



" I am not ! Mother and daddy 
were talking about it last night. 
I heard them. Yon ask Curt, if you 
don't believe me." 

"'All right, Miss Smarty, I will 
ask him. He-they're coming over 
to our dump after dinner tonight, 
and I'll just ask him ! "  

But Emily refused t o  hedge. 
"All right. And then I guess you'll 
be sorry you ever --" 

" Emily ! "  
All eyes turned toward the 

speaker, a woman of imperious but 
nervous bearing who had come out 
of a house two doors down the 
street and approached unnoticed. 

" Yes, mother." 
" It's past time for Willie's din

ner." 
" Oh, my goodness, I forgot . .  : . 

Come on, Willie. Food." 
Willie did not move. " Foogy, 

foogy, foogy, foogy," he said. 
" What did you say ? "  Mrs. 

Hackett's expression of perpetual 
and minor worry deepened slightly. 

" Foogy. Foogy, foogy, foogy." 
Emily said, " It doesn't mean 

anything. He invented it." 
" Oh. . . . Well, sweetie, you 

mustn't say it again. It doesn't 
have a nice sound. Promise mother 
you'll never, never say it again." 

" I  p r o m i s e , "  said W i l l i e  
promptly. Then h e  stared a t  her 
with his polished, impenetrable 
eyes, weighing her instinct for com
mand against her fear of upsetting 
him before his dinner and bedtime, 
cannily measuring his strength 
against hers. " Foogy," he said. 

Roddy, his audience gone, left 
the maple leaf to work out ·its own 
destiny, and, after a false start in 
one direction, circled slowly around 
and for no reason whatsoever 
walked down the street the other 
way. H\l paused long enough to let 
his forefinger print UsE No HooKs 
on the dusty fender of an expensive 
car parked at the curb. He reached 
in his pocket, and, from a rat's nest 
Cif odds and ends, extracted a chain 
of paper clips and swung it idly in 
the air. He looked at the sky and 
then looked away from it, dis
missing its manifold wonders with 
a terse, "Altocumulus." 

With nothing else to do, he worried. He worried 
about not having anything to do ; he worried about 
a cracked section of sidewalk ;  he worried about 
Emily's not letting Willie strike a match. 

He worried about that dimly remembered book of 
Curt's, with its bard words and its elusive logic. If 
that was the sort of stuff you bad to learn in col
lege --

In a swiftly developing vision he saw himself in 
college, unable to cope with the curriculum, stupid, 

. flunking out, disgraced, ashamed to go home, wan
dering through the world an outlaw, a pariah ; until 
at last, old and battered at twenty-seven, he died 
at sea or, tormented by thirst and mirages, in. a 
lonely desert. The darkness of his future almost made 
him want to die right now. 
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Now he had paused again, and stood looking at a 
three-sheet announcement affixed to the wall of a 
warehouse. In glowing colors was set forth a circus 
scene-clowns, animals, parade, aerial and eques
trian acts, everything happening at once in glorious 
profusion. The circus would be in Dales burg, a larger 
city twenty-five miles away, on-the dates loomed 
in huge vermilion numerals-Friday and Saturday 
of this week. From the inexhaustible junk pile of 
his pockets, Roddy took a broken pencil stub, tore 
the wood away till the lead was exposed, and began 
putting mustaches on the men in the picture. He 
had performed the same service for the women some 
days earlier; 

His hands thus occupied, he remembered circuses 
he'd seen. He remembered the first one. Curt had 

"Poor little dope,'' Roddy $ald. 
' 'Ral$ed up with nobody but women.'' 

Mr. Hackett, he felt, didn't count; 
he wa.l' too old and too meek. 
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taken him, and Roddy still recalled, among other 
things, the great quantities of exotic foods-ham
burgers and peanuts and strange candies-with 
which Curt had permitted him to glut himself ; he 
still recalled how bloated he had been, and how sick 
afterward. " Boy ! "  he said aloud, wistful for de
parted bliss. 

He worried about Curt. What was the favor Curt 
wanted of Emily's father? He decided that Emily 
had been trying to make it seem much more impor
tant than it really was ; or maybe just plain lying, 
after all. 

He sat, that night after dinner, in an easy chair
sat with his spine along the seat, his head against the 
back, his legs stretched (Contlnu•d on Palf• 92) 
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Footnote " I  AM not in the political insurance business . . . .  
Listen. I have never written a surety bond, a 

contractor's bond, fire insurance, life insurance or 
any other kind of insurance that might by any 
stretch of the imagination be called political insur
ance. Never, and I never will."-Walter Daven
port, quoting James Roosevelt in an authorized 
interview in Collier's Weekly, August 27, 1 938. 

This was in reply, of course, to Alva Johnston's 
article, Jimmy's Got It, in the Post of July 2, 1938, 
in which Mr. Johnston reviewed James Roosevelt's 
prosperity as an insurance broker during his father's 
presidency of the United States. 

James Roosevelt then was one of his father's sec
retaries. He had been president of Roosevelt & 
Sargent,"Inc., insurance brokers of Boston. He had 
resigned, his mother eventually succeeding him as 
a director, but he had retained his interest in the 
firm, except for-by his own testimony-having 
irrevocably deeded a half interest to his then wife 
for the purpose of reducing his income tax. 

Sometime after the publication of Jimmy's Got 
It, James Roosevelt resigned from the White House 
secreta1�at and went to Hollywood as vice-president 
of Samuel Goldwyn, Inc. Later still, he left Gold
wyn to become president and treasurer of his own 
picture-producing company. Recently he signed a 
contract with the Mills �ovelty Company, of Chi
cago, largest manufacturer of slot machines, to 
make movie shorts to be ·shown in coin machines. 

Last December eighteenth, a report reached the 
Post that Roosevelt & Sargent had written a group
insurance policy for approximately Sl,OOO,OOO on 
the 2000-odd seamen and other employees of the 
American President Lines, operating the eleven 
former Dollar Line ships, to the surprise and anguish 
of insurance brokers at San Francisco. 

The American President Lines is the property of 
the U. S. Maritime Commission, which owns 90 per 
cent of its common stock. The RFC has lent the 
company $4,500,000. The Maritime Commission 
has given the line a $3,000,000 subsidy. Members 
of the commission are appointed by the President 
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of the United States. The commission in turn, ap
pointed William Gibbs McAdoo chairman of the 
American President Lines. McAdoo was named 
to this $25,000-a-year post soon after Sheridan 
Downey had defeated him for renomination as 
senator from California. 

Investigating, we learned that Roosevelt & 
Sargent,  Inc., had registered at Sacramento on 
December 7, 1 939. The writing of the $1 ,000,000 
policy apparently was accomplished within the 
next ten days. 

The original incorporation papers, filed March 5, 
1935, at Boston, show that the incorporators were 
James Roosevelt, John A. Sargent and Arthur J. 
Anderson ; Mr. Roosevelt owning fifty shares of 
common and no preferred ; Mr. Sargent twenty-five 
shares of common and no preferred ; Mr. Anderson 
none of either. No other person is mentioned. 

Once a year, a Massachusetts corporation must 
file a certificate of condition. These annual certifi
cates show that James Roosevelt was succeeded as 
president by Mr. Sargent sometime prior to May 
19, 1937. Sometime prior to May 23, 1939, James 
Roosevelt was succeeded as a director by his 
mother. They do not reveal any shifts in the stock 
ownership. 

A letter written to Roosevelt & Sargent, Inc., at 
Boston, asking what James Roosevelt's present 
connection with the firm was, brought a reply from 
Hollywood signed by John LeRoy Johnston, " di
rector of p�blicity." It said : " James Roosevelt is 
no longer in the firm of Roosevelt & Sargent, Inc. 
He is merely a stockholder and now concentrates on 
being president and treasurer of his own picture 
company, Globe Productions." 

It may be a coincidence that a month later an 
article should have appeared in Liberty Magazine 
(April 6, 1 940) in which James Roosevelt is quoted 
as saying: " The Boston insurance firm of Roosevelt 
& Sargent, Inc., has recently appli�d for a perlnit to 
do business in California, I believe. I still own stock 
in the company, and my mother is a director. But 
I have no business connection with the firm and 
anticipate none here." 

At the home offices of the American President 
Lines in San Francisco, the gift of a $500 insurance 
policy to each of some 2000 employees was described 
to a reporter for the Post as " an ·innovation-never 
has been done before." Credit for the innovation 
was given to the U. S. Maritime Commission. 

In reply to a letter of inquiry, the late Joseph R. 
Sheehan, then president of the shipping company, 
wrote : " The suggestion that our company provide 
group insurance for employees was made to us over 
a year ago by Roosevelt & Sargent, but no action 
was taken on the suggestion for at least six months, 
as our company was in rather poor financial condi
tion and it was considered inexpedient at that time 
to spend any money unnecessarily, although we all 
believed in the wisdom of such policy. 

" When we finally decided to give serious consid
eration to the matter, we got in touch with the Met
ropolitan and Equitable life-insurance companies 
and both provided estimates. As you may or may 
not know, it is not possible to receive in advance 
actual bids as to the cost of group life insurance, 
inasmuch as costs vary with the age group which 
subscribes to the plan and any estimate given by a 
company must necessarily be based on tentative 
data. Furthermore, rates for group life insurance are 
fixed among major companies doing business in 
New York and their basic schedules do not vary. 
Finally, it is always understood that when such in
surance is taken, the first year's rate is itself tenta
tive and subject to adjustment, depending upon 
experience of that first year. 

"Although the first approach of Roosevelt & 
Sargent was directed to me personally, I had no 
further contact with anybody on the matter. From 
the time that we gave serious consideration to the 
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matter all negotiations were turned over to Mr. 
Don Burrows. Senator McAdoo was never at any 
time involved." 

Most of what Mr. Sheehan wrote here has no vis
ible bearing upon how Roosevelt & Sargent, of 
Boston, happened to get so handsome a piece of 
San Francisco business away from the San Fran
cisco brokers, but we have quoted the letter in full 
rather than risk distorting his meaning. 

The Blockade of Tobacco 
A LITTLE-NOTICED neutral, struck a stagger

fi ing blow by the war, is the flue-cured tobacco 
belt from Virginia to Georgia. This region normally 
ships half of its crop abroad, most of it to Great 
Britain. London understandably is trying to con
serve foreign exchange. Here was a large leak, and 

· as of January first the import of American tobacco 
was banned. 

All tobacco growers have suffered to a lesser 
extent, and if British propaganda to relax our credit 
restrictions on the war-debtor nations begins to be 
listened to sympathetically in the toba<;co belt, it 
will be the reflex of a sore pocket nerve. 

In peacetime about 40 per cent of all our tobacco 
finds its way abroad, three fourths of the total 
flue-cured. The British Isles have been a steadily 
increasing buyer of the latter; its imports rising 
from 153,000,000 pounds in the 1925-26 season to 
228,000,000 in 1938-39. 

The British announcement last fall of the com
ing embargo coincided with a record flue-cured 
crop. With nearly half again as much tobacco, the 
price fell seven cents a pound, a loss of a full third 
from the 1938 price. 

In the months before the war, the British "had in
creased their preferential tariff on Empire-produced 
tobacco to give it an advantage of about two 
shillings a pound. This preference policy has 
doubled the tobacco crop of Canada, India and 
Rhodesia since 1934. An alliance concluded with 
Turkey soon after the outbreak of war led to an 
agreement to substitute Turkish and Greek tobacco 
for American. The British do not like Turkish to
bacco, but they are asked to lump it for the 
duration . 

Earlier, the flue-cured belt had lost much of an
other important outlet by the war in China. Poor 
as China always has been, it once took as much as 
140,000,000 pounds. This has dwindled until it is 
now only about one third as much as it was ten 
years ago. 

The world has had varying tastes in tobacco. Ex
ports of burley in recent years have gone principally 
to Belgium, Holland and Portugal. Fire-cured 
tobacco, the second most important export crop, 
finds most of its buyers in the British Isles, France, 
Germany, Switzerland, Holland and Scandinavia. 
The French, after getting out of the market en
tirely, returned in February, but one by one "other 
customers have been blacked-out. 

�xports of fire-cured and dark air-cured tobaccos, 
though not large in volume, are important to their 
producers because use of these tobaccos has been 
declining year by year both at home and abroad. 
The whole world has been shifting from chewing 
tobacco, snuff and dark smoking Inix"tures toward 
the cigarette and lighter smoking mixtures. 

The Commodity Credit Corporation has ad
vanced funds for the purchase of tobacco normally 
taken by the United Kingdom, storing it in Amer
ican warehouses, subject to the option of British 
tobacco interests. The options extend to July 1 ,  
1941, i n  the case o f  flue-cured, and t o  October l ,  
1941, for fire-cured. Growers voted in favor of 
sharply restricted AAA quotas, which will bring 
the flue-cured acreage down to 62 per cent of last 
year's plantings. There is also a movement on to 
extend this to a three-year control period. 
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Oil for the planes o f  Germany. The Commu.ni.st.s transfer i t  t o  Nazi tank cars a t  
Przemysl, Poland, because the railroadztrack gauges o f  their countries differ. 

NJIZI GERMJINY'S 

FIRS T  DOMINION 

By 

DEMJIREE BESS 
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The Nazi dominion's uictlm.s. These distressed Fin• 
nlsh maids are reading the Russian peace term.s. 

GENEVA . 

TH E  new German empire has acquired its first 
dominion, a dominion bigger and richer than 
any in the British Commonwealth of Nations. 

When Adolf Hitler's mechanized army rolled into 
Prague in March, 1939, Czechoslovakia became Nazi 
Germany's first colony. Less than a year later, 
while Stalin's Red army was bogged down in Fin
land, Soviet Russia became Nazi Germany's first 
dominion. 

That development was marked by a so-called 
trade agreement between the Bolshevik and �azi 
dictators, announced the middle of last February. 
\Ve have since learned what that agreement meant. 
It brought within the scope of Germany's swelling 
imperial system all the black earth of the Ukraine, 
all the mines of the Urals, all the forests of Siberia 
and all the oil of the Caucasus. 

Some Frenchmen understood immediately what 
was happening in Russia as a consequence of the 
Finnish war. That is why such an outcry went up in 
France, and why a cabinet fell. French political in
stincts are sharp, and Frenchmen sensed that the 
Finnish war was a victory for Germany, even though 
the Germans seemed to have taken no active part in 

that war. And the French were right. The Finnish 
war enabled the Germans to add one seventh of the 
earth to their expanding empire. 

To say that Stalin has consented to make his 
country a dominion within the German empire is 
not to say that Russia has lost its independence. The 
status of a dominion, as worked out by Great 
Britain after a long period of evolution, is that of a 
self-governing unit within an imperial system. In 
1926 the British Imperial Conference stated that 
" every dominion is now, and must always remain, 
the sole judge of the nature and extent of its co
operation [with the empire] ." Stalin presumably 
has made a similar reservation for Russia in its co
operation with Germany, and has gambled on his 
ability to enforce the reservation. 

The methods by which the British Empire ob
tained its dominions are very different from the 
methods by which the new German empire obtained 
its first dominion. But the reasons why Stalin 
hitched Russia to the Nazi imperial system are 
similar to the reasons why the British dominions 
remain a part of the British Empire. Stalin de
cided, SOIDe time ago, (Continued on Page 78) 

Correction 
The Saturday Evening Post is glad to print the 

following Jetter relative to errors of fact made in the 
March 9, 1940, issue : 

To the Editor: 

In the March 9 issue of The Saturday Evening 
Post in the article entitled Dime Store we made cer
tain statements based on published information 
which, it has since been drawn to our attention. 
was not factual. We did not intend to dispute the 
validity of the family titles held by General Prince 
Zakhari Mdivani, his wife, and their descendants, 
which ti ties. were properly registered in Paris. We 
are glad to concede that the General was highly 
honored in Russia, was first aide-de-camp to the 
late Emperor Nicholas II of Russia and also Gen
eral a la suite. He commanded the Czar's personal 
regiment in the World War and was subsequently 
Governor of Batum Province and was Minister 
of War in the Georgian Cabinet. 

(SIGNED) 
JoHN K. WINKLER. 

BoYDEN SPARKES. 
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P O S T  S C R I P T S 

"Don't look up, Oliver-it only encourages them ! ' '  

Crisis, 1940 
A sudden shortage of blue pencils for Cf'nsors threawned 
to hold up the war tonight. -Lomlon Nem;. 

CORPORAL, tell the sergeant 
That we're in a pretty mess ; 

Leftenant, tell the r.aptain 
That it's sabotage, no less; 

Major, tell the colonel 
'fhe emergency is dire : 

S 0 S the general 
That he'll have to hold his fire, 

For the censor's out of pencils, 
Though we've scouted high and low ! 

(0 Peace, to come at such rt price 
And spoil our little show I) 

-ETHEL JACOBSON. 

Unabridged Definition 

HAPPINESS is something 
I imagine that I had 

Twenty or thirty years ago, 
When I was just a lad 

Quit.e positive in my belief 
That life was just a vale of gt·ief ! 

- W .  E. li"ARBSTEil'\, 

I Neuer Even Suggested It 

I KNOW lots of men who are in love and lots of men 
who are married and lots of men who are both, 

And to fall out with their loved ones is what all of 
them are most loath. 

They are conciliatory at every opportunity, 
Because all they want is serenity and a certain 

amount of impunity. 
Yes, many the swain who has finally admitted that 

the earth is flat 
Simply to side-step a spat, 
Many the masculine Positively or Absolutely which 

has been diluted to an If 
Simply to avert a tiff, 
Many the two-fisted executive whose domestic 

conversation is limited to a tactfully 
interpolated Yes, 

And then he is amazed to find that he is being raked 
backwards over a bed of coals nevertheless. 

These misguided fellows are under the impression 
that it takes two to make a quarrel, that you 
can side-step a crisis by nonaggression and 
nonresistance, 

Instead of removing yourself to a discreet distance. 
Passivity can be a provoking modus operandi ; 
Consider the Empire and Gandhi. 
Silence is golden, but sometimes invisibility is golder 
Because loved ones may not be able to make 

bricks without straw, but often they don't need 
any straw to manufacture a bone to pick or 
blood in their eye or a chip for their soft white 
shoulder. 

It is my duty, gentlemen, to inform you that women 
are dictators all, and I recommend to you this 
moral : 

In real life it takes only one to make a quarrel. 
-OGDEN NASH. 

= \ / / / /  
= 
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"For heaven's sake, John, l e t  that o n e  go. There'll b e  another clam along I n  a minute." 

It's ./Ill So Simple 

QUINCY DUFF was a suspension-bridge 
salesman. Eaeb day Quincy took his 

sample case and walked from door· to door. 
He would say would you like to buY. a suspen
sion bridge? People 
would say no and.every 
a f t e r n o o n  a t  f i v e  
o'clock b e  would go 
b o rn e  and his  wife 
would say any luck to
day and Quincy would 
say no and then she 
would say well tomor
row is another day and 
Quincy would say yes 
tomorrow is another 
day though I don't 
suppose it will be a lot 
better and his wife 
would say I don't sup
pose it will either why 
don't you try to get 
into some other line of 
work ? And Quincy 

would say quit nagging me 
and his wife would say I'm 
not nagging you and this 
would go on all night long. 
One day Quincy quit trying 
to sell snspension bridges. He 
sel ls razor blades now. 'l'hings 
are mueh better at home. 

- I<'HANK M. RYAN. 

Talk is Cheap, But -

OFT I wish I were dead as she talks on ; 
Heavens, how she does prattle and prate ! 

Yet I worship the ground that she walks on-
On her millionaire father's estate. - AVF.RY GILES. 
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A TREAT'S A H EA D ! Dad would know that, even if 

he hadn't already discovered Campbell's Cream of 

Mushroom Soup. Its smooth richness as i t  pours from 

saucepan to plate, and the coaxing aroma steaming up 

from it,  would call forth anyone �� best appetite ! 

To most people who try it, Campbel l's Cream of 

Mushroom becomes their "new favorite", too. And to <t I I  
i ts thousands o f  friends, i t  continues to be a tempting, 

nourishing, out-of�the-ordinar)' dish. I ts rare mushroom 

flavor is what people enjoy; every creamy spoonful is 

laden with it. They like i ts tender mushroom s lices. 

too, and there are many of these all through the soup ! 

There is only one way to make good cream of mush

room sou p : with plump young hothouse mushrooms; 

cream that's fresh and extra thick; a deft and delicate 

touch of seasoni ng. And that is  Campbell's way. 

You 'll like Campbell's Cream of Mushroom ; you'l l  

want to please your fam ily with i t, and serve i t  as a 

special treat to your friends. So won't you try i t  soon ? 

�� 
C REAM 3 MUS H ROOM 

A T E M PTING D I S H  M A D E  E A SY W I T H  

C A M P B E L L'S C R E A M  OF M U S H ROOM 

Crea m e d  D ried Beef with Green Peas o n  Toa s t  

I cun Camphell's CreHm u f  M nl'lhrouJil Soup 

� cup mil.k 

� cup dried beef 

� cup cooked greeu pe1111 

Empty the Campbell's Cream of Mushroom Soup 
into a saucepan. Stir well. Then add }i cup of milk, 
and heat. Put the dried beef in a strainer and pour 
a cup of hot water over it to take out the excess 
salt. Add dried beef and cooked green peas to the 
s�t.uce. Heat and serve on toast. Serves 4 to 5. 

This recipe 
.Jusr turned out fine; 

I'll file it with 
Tht: best of mine ! 



QUICK 
SERVICE 

By 
P. G. WODEHOUSE 
I L L U J T R A TED BY G I L B E R T  B U N D Y  

SYNOPSIS O F  PRECEDING INSTJILLMENTS 

A striking portrait of a majestic woman in her early 
forties hung in Claines Hall, Sussex. To buy it for use 
as a poster to advertise hams was the bright notion of 
impulsive 
J. B. DuFF, managing director and driving force of the 

eminent provisioning firm of Duff and Trotter. Duff 
had once been engaged to the portrait's subject, out
spoken 

BEATRICE CIIAVENDER, and he ignored warnings that she 
might object, but Duff's staff artist, cheerful 

Joss WEATHERBY, who had painted the portrait, knew 
better. Beatrice's wealthy sister, hard, practical 

"No Joke, madam. 1 am Mr . .Steptoe's new ualet.•• 

M as. HowARD STEPTOE, owner of Claines Hall, would 
never consent to the sale of the picture, even though 
it belonged to her husband, hulking 

HowARD STEPTOE. He did 'what she said, and no non
sense about it, even to the extent of having a valet, an 
innovation in Howard's life. He had just got rid of 
the last one, but his wife sent her secretary, 

SALLY FAIR>IILE, up to London to procure another one. 
Mrs. Steptoe did not know that Sally had just become 
engaged to 

LoRn HoLBETON, a willowy young man with a prominent 
Adam's apple. 
Sally welcomed the chance to go to town, because her 

cautious young Holbeton shirked the necessary inter
view with his guardian, the same J. B. Duff who wanted 
to buy the portrait. In Duff's office, Sally met Joss 
Weatherby, and that impressionable young man promptly 
fell in love with her. 

Duff told Sally that Holbeton could have money 
enough to get married if he would steal Mrs. Chavender's 
portrait for him. Meanwhile, the unpredictable Joss 
Weatherby, to be near Sally, applied for the job as Step
toe's valet. 

VII 

THE two-seater which had passed Lord Holbe
ton in the drive continued its progress toward 
the house, and a few moments later Chibnall, 

the butler, brooding in his pantry over tea and but-

tered toast, was roused from a somber reverie by the 
sound of the front doorbell. 

Chibnall, though of a sedate exterior, was a man of 
strong passions, and what was causing rum to brood 
was the fact that, looking in at the Rose and Crown 
that morning for a quick one, he had found his 
fiancee, Vera Pym, flirting with a comn;J.ercial trav
eler. She had, indeed, been in the very act of 
straightening the latter's tie, and the sight had given 
him an unpleasant shock. This was not the frrst time 
he had observed in her conduct a levity which he de
plored ; and though he had said nothing at the time, 
merely withdrawing in a rather marked manner, it 
was · his intention before the day was done to write 
her a pretty nasty note and send it round by the 
knives-and-boots boy. 

The bell reminded him that there are other things 
in life besides woman's faithlessness. It was Chib
nall, the lover, who had sat down to the tea and 
toast, but the individual who rose and wiped the 
butter from his lips and went and opened the front 
door was Chibnall, the slave of duty. 

" Good afternoon," said the pleasant-faced young 
man whom he found standing on the mat. 

" Good afternoon, sir," said Chibnall. 
That there are other ways for a new valet to report 

to G.H.Q. than by driving up to the front door in a 
sports-model car had not (Corttlnu•d on Pas• 37) 
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H I  LIKIS IIAL fOOT 
FIIIDOM • • • "Most 
comfortable summer 
oxfords I ever had," 
he says. "The built-in 
'Posture Foundation' 
certainly pre v e n t s  
t h e  strained feeling 
in leg muscles you 
get when your feet 
aren:t used to being 
active all day." 

SHI'S A 'COMU' IN THI 
JUN IOI C H AM P I O N ·  
SHIPS • .  • "I've IUIUn•�ll\.�·�·-t!· 
how to stay "on my 
toes' to the end of a 
h a rd match," says 
she. "Changing to 
'Posture Foundation' 
t e n n i s  s h o e s  h a s  
made a real differ-

Dte lf?tok JOne.r Fami!J' goes fir 
"PosmRE FoUNDATioN" 

� I I O I U I I I D  J I A D I · M A I K  A N D  M A D I  U N D I I  U.S. ,AUNT 1 . . U , U 7  A N D  OTMIIS  

to Safeguard Active Feet 
I Because " Posture Foundation" i n  canvas 
sport shoes will safeguard against flat feet . .  . 

2 Because it will prevent leg muscle strain . .  . 

3 Because it will keep feet fresh and frisky all day! 

� Look for this label imide the shoe! 

Don't let your feet spoil your summer fun !  Banish excessive foot fatigue 
and leg muscle strain by wearing canvas sport shoes with "Posture Foun
dation." This patented feature distributes body weight correctly, encourages 
good posture and provides a real safeguard against fiat feet ! Whether you 
go in for active sports or just parade the club veranda, you'll be much 
more comfortable in shoes with "Posture Foundation." And for growing 
children, it is particularly important ! (This is a protective feature, of course 
-not a cure !)  . . .  These shoes are washable. Ventilated uppers keep feet 
cool and the Hygeen Insole prevents excessive perspiration odor. Many 
models in many colors, for every member of the family! 

til) Tested Jtnd appro,ed conSMmervalllesill HtHHIIIJUIGooJriek Cm,•sS/Iorl ShHs11rt ctn�firmed 

THIS MOTHII KNOWS 
A LOT AIOUT GlOW· 
lNG fliT . , .  "I'm not 
afraid my youngsters 

. will develop foot de· 
fects," she says. " I  
get them the canvas 
play shoes with 'Pos· 
ture Foundation' -a 
device that acts as 
a r e a l  s a f e g u a r d  
a g a i n s t  flat fee t ! "  

HI'S THI FASTEST I N  THI 
GANG • • •  "Boy. when it 
comes to 'Follow the 
Leader,' I'm out in front 
every time! I bet these 
new canvas shoes have 
S(/mething to do with 
it. My dad says ' Posture 
Foundation' is good for 
my feet." 

35 

� by this Stal of the Better Fabrics TeSliwl 811re•.-n irlde/HIUI"'t R1set1rch lAboratory. 
------------------------------------------------------� 

"Posture Foundation" is an exclusive patented device found in shoes manufactured under these two 
nationally recognized brands, and sold by leading department, sporting goods and shoe stores. 

�HOOD �--1-----<>IYl<>GOODRICH<>IYl<> 



IN spring it's beauty that gets the call, which 

explains why the new Body by Fisher is so 

much in evidence this season o There's no mis

taking the cars that have it. You can tell at a 

glance by the longer, lower, ultra-modern lines 

it gives them o But better still, is the difference 

you feel when you ride in this latest accom

plishment of Fisher craftsmen-the luxurious 

feel of room to spare, of sofa-soft seats and 

rich upholstery - the eye-opening, eye-saving 

benefits of this year's Planned Vision o Little 

wonder that smart motorists are saying, 

"The buyword for '40 is Body by Fisher" -

which means a General Motors car, of course. 

Jwt add up the features the new Unisteel Turret Top Body by Fisher brings 
the Oldsmobile Custom 8 Cruiser below: a wider front seat and a wider 
windshield; an 18% larger back window; stronger, double-wall steel con-
struction; and·the we of safer, clear-visiun, Hi-Test Safety Plate Glass flOt 
only in the windshield - but in all door windows and Ventipanes, too. 

"BIGGER AND BETT . 
describe the 1940 Old 

'ER/N EVER YTHING"- h ' smo tie with its new 

U. . t at s how its owners msteel Body by Fisher. 

ON GENERAL MOTORS CARS ONTJY: CHEVROT.ET • PONTIAC • OLDSMOBILE • RUTCK • LA SALI.E • CADILTJAC 



(Continued from Page 34) OCCUrred to Joss 
Weatherby. He was fond of motoring, and his 
first act on leaving Sally had been to go round 
to the garage and collect the old machine. The 
stimulating drive through rural England, 
which was looking its best on this fine after
noon, together with the still more stimulating 
thought that he was about to take up his resi
dence beneath the same roof as the girl he 
loved, had lent a sparkle to his eyes and in
creased the always rather noticeable affability 
of his manner. 

He looked upon Claines Hall, and found it 
good. The whole setup appealed to him enor
mously. He liked its mellow walls, its green 
lawns, its gay flower beds, its twittering birds, 
its buzzing bees aud its tootling insects. And 
when Chibnall appeared, he beamed at him as 
if he loved him like a brother. The butler 
could not remember when he had opened door 
to a sunnier vi itor. 

" Is Mrs. Steptoe at home ? "  
" Yes, sir." 
" Beautiful day." 
" Yes, sir." 
" Nice place, this. Tudor, isn't it ? "  
" Yes, sir." 
" You don't happen to know what the bird 

would be that I met as I came along the drive, 
do you? Reddish, with a yellow head." 

" No, sir." 
"A pity," said Joss. " I  liked its looks." 
Chibnall descended the steps and removed 

the suitcases from the car. Like Lord Holbe
ton, he found himself puzzled by them, but it 
was not for him to comment. In God's good 
time, no doubt, all would be explained. 

" Oh, thanks." 
" I  will have your car taken round to the 

stables, sir." 
" Will you really? "  
To Joss, in his uplifted mood, this seemed so 

extraordinarily decent of the man that he had 
no hesitation in taking a five-pound note from 
his pocket and handing it to him. He was glad 
that his successful speculation at the charity 
gambling place had put him in a position to be 
able to do so. 

" Why, thank you, sir ! "  ejaculated Chib
nall, and blushed to think how near he had 
come to saying " Coo ! "  Here, he told himself, 
was the real thing in guests. Too many of 
those who had enjoyed Mrs. Steptoe's hospi-
tality during his term of office had "been content to 
discharge their obligations with ten bob and a bright 
smile. " It is extremely kind of you, sir." 

ot at all." 
" If you would come this way, sir. Mrs. Steptoe is 

in the drawing room." 
They proceeded thither, chatting amiably. 
Mrs. Steptoe had gone to the drawing room, not 

to relax but to concentrate. She was on the eve of 
giving her first garden party, a social event of the 
greatest importance, certain to have wide repercus
sions in the county, and she wanted to go through 
the list of guests again. She could not rid herself of 
an uneasy suspicion that she had left out somebody 
of substance, whose reaction to the slight would be 
like that of the bad fairy who was not invited to the 
royal christening. Nothing, she knew, more surely 
gives an aspiring newcomer a social black eye in 
English county circles than the omission to include 
in her tea-and"strawberries beano the big shot of the 
neighborhood. 

Chibnall's smooth " Mr. Weatherby " from the 
doorway told her how well-founded her feats had 
been. There was nobody of that name among the 
W's, and the quiet ilistinction of Joss' costume and 
the carefree jauntiness of his manner made it plain 
that here was the sou of some noble house. And she 
could not ask him flatly who he was and where he 
lived, for that way lay the raised eyebrow and the 
bleak British stare. 

She was too forceful a woman actually to flutter, 
but her voice as she >tddressed him distinctly shook: 
" Oh, how do you d o ? "  

" H ow d o  you do ? "  
" What a iovely day." 

' ' Take that #hlrt away, 
or I'll malte you eat it.'' 

" Delightful." 
" So nice of you to call. Do sit down." She mo

tioned her visitor to a chair· and resumed her own. 
She was conscious that this was not going to be easy. 

The curse of English life, the thing about it that 
makes strangers put straws in their hair and pick at 
the coverlet, is, of course, the fact that the best type 
of father so often has sons with totally ilifferen t 
names. You get the Earl of Thingummy, for instance. 
Right. So far, so good. But his heir is Lord Whoosis, 
and if his union has been still further blessed, the re
sult will be anything from the Hon. Algernon What
isit to the Hon. Lionel Umph. To ascertain this 
young man's identity, so that he could be bidden to 
the garden party, Mrs. Steptoe realized that she 
might have to uncover layer after layer of nomen
clatm·e, like a dancer removing the seven veils. 

" Have you come far ? "  she asked, feeling that here 
might be a clue on which she could work. 

" From London." 
" Oh ? "  said Mrs. Steptoe, baffled. 
There was a pause. Joss looked about him, admir

ing the cozy opulence of his surroundings. A man, he 
felt, might �e himself very snug in a place like 

· this. 'l'he reffl!'iitiou that during his stay at Claines 
Hall he was not likely to be given the run of the 
drawing room had not yet suggested itself. 

" It must have been warm in London."" 
" There were moments when things got very warm." 
" So pleasant getting back to the country." 
" Oh, most." 
" Sussex is so lovely at this time of year." 

. "At any time of year." 
" Which part of it do you like best ? "  asked Mrs. 

St!Jptoe, hoping for an ou tbmst of local patriotism. 
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"All of it . . . .  Rullo," said Joss, whose eye, rov
ing .along the opposite wall, had been suddenly ar
rested, " isn't that a Co rot over there? "  

" I  beg your pardon ? "  
" That picture," said Joss, ri i n  g .  " A  Corot, 

surely." 
" Is it ? "  said Mrs. Steptoe, who was not really an 

authority on art, though she knew what she liked. 
" Yes. His I talian period. Very plastic." 
" Oh, yes ? "  
" Very, very plastic. I like the structure. Interest

ing. Calmly stated. Strong, but not bombastic. The 
values are close and the colors finely related." 

" Perhaps you would care for a cup of tea ? "  
I t  may have been a slight asperity i n  her tone that 

gave him the feeling, but there came over Joss at this 
point a sense of something being wrong. Though 
nothing could have been more enjoyable than this 
exchange of views on the Barbizon school, he was 
conscious that in some way he had been remiss. And 
then he saw what had happened. He had allowed 
joie de vivre to impair his technique. It was all ver·y 
well to love ever·ybody on this happy day, but he 
must not forget that he was a gentleman's person ttl 
gentleman. Long ere this, he should have been 
scattering " madams " like birdseed. 

" Thank you, madam," he a.icl, rectifying the 
en·or. 

Mrs. Steptoe blinked, but came back strongly. 
" Tea's one of your English customs I've taken to in 
a big way," she said. " My husband doesn't like it, 
but I never mi�s my cup at five o'clo�k." 

" Indeed, tmtdam ? "  
" So refr��hing." 
" Extren1ely, 111adarn." (Continued on Page 1 06 1 
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WH.IlT DO 
THEY ME.IlN, 

FIGHT C.llMPS ?  

By 
JJlCK MILEY 

THE tip-off on fight camps is that they send 
Tony Galento to one, even when he has no 
more serious obstacle in prospect than Malde 

Baer. It is well known that Galen to, whose admirers 
hail him as an Italian John L. Sullivan-that harsh, 
whirring noise you hear is John L. revolving in his 
New England tomb-needs no more training than a 
shave, shine and a cigar, even when he is readying 
for a Joe Louis. For Baer he could get along without 
the shave and shine-and one of those things Joe 
Jacobs used to smoke would do for the cigar. 

But the Newark ightstick is nevertheless put to 
work at fancy calisthenics, chugging over mountain 
trails, and swatting buzzy-headed sparring partners. 
He is sentenced to a fight camp. What they mean by 
" fight camp," I can't tell you. I do know it is a 
place where fighters neither fight nor camp. The 
places are so peaceful sometimes even the bmdng 
writers are so overcome by the atmosphere that they 
refuse to strike their typewriter keyboards. 
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poison gag has been around so long that 
most of the fighters believe it themselves. 
Max Schmeling, for instance, had two 
food tasters with him when he prepared 
for Louis. These were Max Machon, his 
German trainer, and Schmeling's friend. 
Otto Petri, the old six-day bicycle rider. 
Everything Schmeling ate, all the liquids 
he drank, were sampled by them an hour 
before Schmeling consumed them. 
Schmeling took these precautions because 
he had heard that a clique of gamblers 
bad schemed to incapacitate him in a bet
ting coup. 

The most spectacular of training camps 
was that of Jack Dempsey up at Sara
toga, New York, when he trained for the 
Jack Sharkey fight in 1927. Peace was not 
this camp's keynote. Everything hap
pened there, and Jack was a nervous 
wreck when he climbed into the ring. 
Dempsey went to Saratoga because, he 
said, " I  want a nice, quiet place." 

Fight Camp or Battleground? 

.So far as the cameramen are concerned, Max Baer 
is the Jlll•Jlmerlcan tralnlng•camp guest. Here 
Grandma Baer tends to his knitting for them. Pool is 
Joe Louis' tralnin$•Camp escape. His sparring part• 
ners report: ' 'If Joe couldn't fight any better than he 
can knock those ball.s around, he"d be a prelim boy. 
We let him win though. If we don't, he lathers us." 

THE place proved to be as quiet as a 
city being bombed. First. Demp

sey's brother, Johnny, came up t.here with 
a gun. He wanted to shoot Jack, he said. 
Johnny was a drug addict and in one of his 
dementias he fancied Dempsey had neg
lected him. As a matter of fact, Jack, who 
was exceedingly free-handed with his 
dependent relatives, had been taking care 
of Johnny for years. When Jack heard 
that his brother was roaming around the 
premises with a .45 strapped on his hip, he 
locked himself in his cottage and refused 
to come out. So Johnny shot Dempsey's 
dog and then killed himself. 

Dempsey and Perfumery Jack Kearns, 
who had taken Jack off the brake beams 
and made him champion, were feuding at 
this time. Kearns was harassing his ex
meal ticket in the courts. Dempsey had 
bought a glistening new Rolls Royce for 
Estelle Taylor, to whom he was then mar
ried. Kearns got a writ of attachment for 
the car in an Albany court. With an oblig
ing sheriff, he waylaid Estelle one day on 
a lonely country road, seized the machine 
and made Es'telle teeter eight miles on her 
high French heels back to her husband's 
camp. "A nice, quiet place," Jack said, 
recalling these shenanigans recently. 

Fight camps are 98 per cent hokum. They are to 
the boxing business what spring-training camps are 
to baseball-splendid publicity mediums. The fight
ers could get the same results by conditioning them
selves in a city gymnasium, or even by making 
scowling faces at themselves in a mirror at home. 
But they wouldn't get the publicity. For some rea
son or other, a champion who hies himself away to 
some inaccessible spot, chops down trees and spar
ring mates, jogs on a dusty road and goes through 
other rustic routines is a more important figure than 
a fellow who does his stuff in a gym. At a camp, he 
can be a party to the space-grabbing didos his press 
agent concocts for him. Howie Hurtz, the challenger 
of the champion, rescues the beautiful maiden from 
drowning in the lake, although he couldn't swim 
across a bathtub. He reads books, which proves he 
is literate, against all other evidence to the contrary. 
There is the poison plot, where some foul fiend tries 
to put arsenic in h,is soup on the eve of battle. T�1e 

Another wild-eyed retreat was Jimmy 
Braddock's camp in the Catskills where 
the Jersey dock walloper was whipped 
into shape-literally, too-for his title 
bout with Maxie Baer. The place was a 
kosher summer resort and Braddock was 
about its only gentile guest. The boxing 
writers calledjt Homicide Hall, Fractured
Sknll Manor, Broken-Nose Arms and 
other uncomplimentary names. Every 
afternoon at three o'clock near-murders 
were staged there, with Braddock as the 

victim. and folks came for miles to witness this car
nage. Jim's manager, little Joe Gould, used to shang
hai burly stevedores from the East River docks. He 
would bring them to the mountains in truckloads. 
The huskies had instructions to hit Braddock with 
everything they had. Jim was just off the relief rolls ; 
he hadn't been eating any too regularly and he was 
weak. Nevertheless, every day under a sizzling sun 
it wa;; his duty to stand up and slug with his bruis
ing hired hands. If one of them showed any mercy 
and pulled his punches, Gould would pay off this 
tenderhearted fellow and ship him back to Pier 6. 

About ten days before the fight, one of Jim's ani
mated punching bags hauled off and caved in a couple 
of the Irishman's ribs. Gould had a steel corset made 
for his man. The next afternoon Braddock was back 
in· there, fighting for his life. To deceive the experts, 
Jim wore a couple of sweaters, so they wouldn't see 
the harness and send out stories that would hurt the 
fight's gate. (Continued on Pall" 97) 
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ASK THE MAN WHO OWNS ONE-We did! 
We take aur own advice! We go out and question Packard owners. And the enthusiastic 

replies from those who bought a 1940 Packard confirm our belief that it is the finest 

Packard yet. The answers below represent a fair composite of owner-opinion today. 

WE SAID: Why did you buy a Packard? 

THEY SAID: Because its sound all-around value, dollar-for-dollar, stood it 
hood and hub-caps above the other cars I examined. Against them, I checked 
my 1940 Packard, point for point. On size and extra roominess. On performance. 
On beauty. On honesty of construction. Packard's average was so much higher 
that it was obviously a better value. 

IF YOU'VE AN EYE for top-quality values in a motor car, you'll want to 
join the growing Packard family. We invite you to examine the new 1940 
Packard . . .  to drive it critiCally . . .  to compare it, on your basis, with any 
other car. And check upkeep expense, too. (The table above compares costs 
for commonest service operations.) You'll find Packard charges right in line 
with those for smaller, so-called "economy cars." Above all, get the verdict 
from the man who knows-the man who owns one! 

WE SAID: How do you like it? 

THEY SAID: I'm crazy about it! I get the thrill of my life from the way 
this Packard gets away . . .  its noiseless travel on the road . . .  the way it rides 
the bumps and ruts with amazing ease. And here's another important thing 
I've found true : this big, husky Packard is more economical to run than 
smaller cars I have owned. 

p R 0 0 F T H A T A PA C K A H D  C O S T S L I T T L E  TO K E E P U P  

Type o f  Service Average charge 
Operation Packard "lowest· Se 1111 priced threi•• r�ce brakes, adjust complete . $2.70 $2.53 Re-line and adjust brakes, 4 wheels 13.65 

Clean and adjust carburetor . 2.40 
T

_
une engine . . . . . . . . . . 4. 75 

Piston rings-re-new aU, align rods 23.65 
Carbon and valve job . . . . . 13.00 
Fron� wheel toe-in, check and 

adJust . . . . . . . . . . 1.25 

12.81 
2.48 
4.07 

24.12 
13.98 
1 -02 Clutch, pedal clearance, adjust . .50 

Fan pelt, renew 
.53 . . . . . . . 1.90 1.57 

Special Note: These prices are tak ( . rate manual used by over SO 000 
en rom �m Impartial flat 

they may be somewhat highe� or ���=���-
Bemg

_ at:erage COsl.!!, 
local conditions, but they do iilustrat tb 

your, City. because ?f 
upkeep expense between Packard nnd

e 
mu�bs:�JJI�;�e;::ce Jn 

AND UP. Packard 110, $867 and up. Packard H!O, $1038 and up. Packard Super-S 160 
prices begin at $151!4. Packard Super-8, 180, $!J!J48 to $6300. All prices delivered in Detrrnt, 
State taxes and white sidewall tires (as shown), extra. 

· 
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New Measured Humidity Keeps Food Fresh Far Longer! 

A Lot More Refrigerator For A Lot Less Money! 

1 .  1940 PRICES are the lowest 4. AIR PURIFIER absorbs odors, 
in Hotpoint history! keeps air fresh as spring. 

2. BEAUTIFUL CABINETS styled to 5. HALF-GALLON DESSERT TRAY 
stay modern for years. with snug-fit metal cover. 

3. STAINLESS STEEL BASE GRILL 6. ILLUMINATED CONTROL DIAL 
insures lifetime beauty. and automatic interior light. 

7. VAC U U M - S EA L E D  T H R I FT
M A S T E R - quiet, trouble-free. 

8. LOW OPERATING COST proved 
by thousands of user records. 

9. FRIENDLY FINANCE PLAN pro
vides credit at low rates. 

S E E  ME I N  'BLAME IT ON 
LOVE''- HOTPO INT

'
S ALL- STAR 

H O L LYWOOD MOVIE DRAMAT I Z I N G  

TOOK FIRST at the beautiful new 1940 Hotpoint Refrig
L erator and see the year's outstanding advancement in 
home food preservation-Measured Humidity! 

By providing the correct combination of cold and moisture, 
Measured Humidity now keeps meats, fruits, and vegetables 
at flavor peak far longer. Worries about food spoilage are 
ended. You enjoy an entirely new standard of performance 
and

. 
thrift in these bigger, roomier Hotpoint Refrigerators.

, 
And today's prices are the lowest in Hotpoint history-which 
means that you get more dollar-for-dollar value for your 
money than ever before. You can buy on easy payments, too. 

EDISON GENERAL ELECTRIC APPLI A N C E  CO.,  INC.,  5 6 8 2  W. TAYLOR STREET, CHICAGO 

1 .  MEASURED HUMIDITY in Hotpoint's 
6-way cold storage compartment keeps 
meats, fruits and vegetables in prime 
condition far longer by providing ex
actly the right combination of mois
ture and cold. The degree of moisture 
can be measured to fit needs. 

3. · ADJUSTABLE STAINLESS STEEL GLID· 
lNG SHELVES bring all foods in easy 
reach. Safety catch and back rubber 
bumpers prevent spillage. Spacing ad
justable to fit needs. Reinforced fiat bar 
construction gives smooth, easy-to-clean 
shelves protected for life a"gainst rust. 

2. POP-ICE TRAYS make cube and tray 
removal positive, quick and easy. Two 
cubes or a trayful are popped out in 
a jiffy. These trays save time, hands 
and tempers; end struggle and cube 
waste. They are handy, too, for freez
ing delicious homemade popsicles. 

4. GLASS-TOP HI-HUMIDITY COMPART
MENT provides humidity control for 
regulating moisture. Stored vegetables 
and fruits are visible through plate 
glass top. Drawers may be conven
iently stacked one above other to pro
vide ample room for bulky foods. 

LIVI N G. ASK YOU R  H OTP O I N T  

RETAILER FOR FREE TICKETS I ELECTRIC REFRIGERATORS 
RANGES • WATER HEATERS • WASHERS • IRONERS • CLOTHES DRYERS • DISHWASHERS • 



40,000 
NEIGHBORS 

(Continued from Pagf! 14) 

rank upon rank of them, some thirteen 
stories high and some seven. But once 
within the boundaries-once within 
the city, so. to speak-the weight of all 
this bigness becomes less formidable. 
For between the separate buildings 
there are wide expanses of open space
parks planted with flowers and sur
rounded by trees,· green lawns and 
pools and winding lanes. 

The community covers 129 acres of 
slightly rolling ground which has never 
really been built upon before. For 
generations it has been the property of 
a Catholic institution, which put up 
only a few scattered houses, and many 
fine old trees have been preserved. 

When construction is finally com
pleted, next March, there will be fifty
one separate buildings, each of them 
as large as the ordinary apartment 
house. But these buildings will cover 
only about one quarter of the land 
area. They are not jammed together, 
as on a city street. Indeed, there are 
only two streets, properly speaking, in 
the whole community. These are two 
very wide, curving avenues which in-

tersect at the Central Oval, a large 
shaded park. For the rest, broad lanes 
wind among the buildings. These are 
closed to motor traffic, except for the 
emergency delivery of goods, and so 
there is no traffic hazard for pedes
trians or cyclists or children at play. 

The two avenues, or boulevards, cut 
the settlement into quadrants, and at 
the center of each there is a park bigger 
than a footbaU field. 

The buildings appear to be set hap
hazardly ; certainly they are not in the 
ordered rows of streets with which we 
are familiar. But there is a pattern
one chosen to give the maximum of 
light and air to each apartment, and 
the . minimum of t:wrthern exposure. 
And this pattern has the additional 
advantage of giving the greatest pos
sible privacy. You may look out of any 
window in any apartment, and the 
nearest facing wall, the nearest win
dow, is at least 100 feet away. 

'Almost at the center of the com
munity there is a commercial district
a downtown, as it were. It has every 
sort of shop. There are butchers and 
bakers and grocers, druggists and dry
goods merchants, clothiers and cob-
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Metro p o l i t a n  Llfe'.s 
Parkcheder from the 
air ( aboue), contrasted 
with two Government� 
hou..slng development.r 
in N e w  Yo rk C i ty,  
Queensbrldge (left), 
Just across the river 
from mld·Manhattan, 
and (below), Williams� 
b u rg, in B r o o kl y n .  

biers. There are half a dozen restau
rants, from quick-lunch counters to a 
sunken garden with music and dancing 
and entertainment every night. There 
are two banks, and a theater seating 
2000. 

Scattered throughout the develop
ment are other stores, small accommo
dation shops for the small needs that 
must be met constantly in every house
hold. The company does not operate 

any of these undertakings. It rents 
store space to shopkeepers who have 
been examined and approved. ' 

About half the tenants are expected 
to own automobiles. Garage space for 
them is provided in several strategi
cally located four-story buildings which 
are equipped with elevators, and with 
all the usual garage services. 

There are ample parking spaces 
lying off the two main boulevards, a 
moment's walk from any given apart
ment building. But it is a rule of the 
community that all cars must be away 
from the parking lots by eleven P.M. 

The control of unnecessary noise is a 

major interest. The labored, early
morning starting of a car which has 
been left out all night is a dreadful 
sound to any poor wretch trying to get 
in another half hour of sleep. 

At frequent intervals all through 
Parkchester there are play spaces, for 
grownups as well as children. There 
are more than a dozen handball courts 
and shuffleboard courts, badminton 
and volleyball layouts. And for the 

FOR THIS DOLLAR 
A MONTH* 

I GET A 
FINE BUY 

Thousands of Motorists 
use Mobil Upperlube for 

Smooth Engine Performance 

IT's FUN to drive when your car acts alive and eagerwhen your engine purrs and gives you everything it's got. �otorists everywhere are usmg Mobil Upperlube-regularly. It goes in the tank with the gasoline-reaches the upper cylmders, valves, and piston rmgs as a vapor. Its special mgredient impregnates the metal surfaces and is ready to supply instant lubrication even ·when �tarting. 
Drivers who use Mobil Uppe�lube say their engines are quwter and more powerful

that they are saving money 
�n repairs because engine wear IS less. 

Try Mobil Upperluhe. It's a contribution to fine motoring. 

· ed 
d lers are equ'PP 

• M,anY ea M.obiltlppe�luhe 
to supply tbe nt Tbis '" de
Tonic Treau�e . .  l treattnent 

d an Inltla 
signe as 
for your car. surnPtion of 

vera �te con rnon t h · 
•Based on a .j �tasoJine per 
50 �tallons o . 

...------. 

OTHER MOBIL SPECIALTiES -Mobilgloss 
Mobilwax · Mobil Stop-Leak • Mobil Handy Oil 
:Mobil Radiator Flush - Mobil Window Spray 

:Mobil Hydrotone · Mobil Spot Remover 

AT MOBILGAS AND MOBILOIL DEALERS 
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1/ee6� �  its own way ! . 
...... 

for PICTURES of 
PENN SYLVANIA 
FIRST P R IZE •2 5 0  
Second prize . $100.00 
Third prize . 75.00 
Fourth {>rize . 50.00 
Fifth prtze • . 2 5.00 
Sixth prize . . 25.00 
SeYenth prize . 25.00 
Ei�hth prize . 25.00 
Nmth prize . 25.00 
Tenth prize . . . . 25.00 
25 prizes. S t O  each . 250.00 
2 5  prizes, S5 each . . 1 2 5.00 

60 P RI Z E S  A-ll TO.L D $ ] 0 0 0 . 0 0  
(; O N T E  ST R U L E S  

1 .  Tbis contest i s  open t o  snapshots taken on 
or after May 1, 1940, showing any place or 
object within the Commonwealth of Penn
sylvania. 
2. The picture must have been made by 
person entering picture in contest. 
3. Prints must be sent UN-mounted. Either 
contact prints or enlargements may be entered 
hut all prints must be 5 s 7 or larger. 
4. On the back of each print must ap1>ear the 
name and address of sender, the title of 
picture, date of expo&ure, the place " here 
taken and description of subject. 
5. Pictures will be judged on the basis of 
general interest and pictorial quality. The 
decision of the judges will be fmal. 
6. The Pcunsyh·unia Departmer1l of Com
merce will use e'·ery reasontthle care for the 
ilufe-keeping of all prints submitted but "-'ill 
not be responsible for loss or damage. Non
winning prints will he returned only if accom
panied by full return postage. 
7. Entrant.e agree that any picture. together 
with its negative which the entrant agrees to 
furnish nJ>On request, which i8 awarded a 
prize. will become the property of the Com
monwealth of P�mnsyh·ania for use as it sees fit. 
8. All entries must be sent. postage fully 
J>repaid, to Penn8ylvania Pictorial Contest, 
DcJ>art ment of Commerce, Harrisburg. Pcnn
sylvaniu. postmarked not later than Saturday, 
Se1Hember 14. 1940. 

f R E E Pl��s��,.:;;!' ::s;g�ER 
Semi for this OOfflJllete Juide to Pennsylvania 
- tl1e histori,t and picturesque - illustrated 
in color. Out-of-state inquirers also receive 
the Host>itality Passport that assures Penn
Kylvanin's guests of u cordial welt:ome. Addre88 
Penniiylvania Department of Commerce, 
Division A-39 HarrisburJ, Penr1sylvania. 

Here's a camera vacation 
you'll never forget. 

Tree-clad· mountains, waterfalls, 
broad winding rivers. And 40,000 
miles of modern roads through un· 
forgettable farmland. 

Action shots of outdoor sportsmen 
. . .  the swing and movement of 
industry . . .  the quiet peace of some 
time-mellowed histori<; shrine . .  · .  

within a n  hour's run of almost any
where there is always a vista to set 
your "shutter finger" twitching. 

And this summer your skill can 
pay your way to see them alL 

Plan now to enter the Pennsyl· 
vania Picture Contest. Lay out your 
route and come get "shots" that 
will do you proud. 

F�:�T 0 
r�lf::.TION'S BI RTH-STATE 

ARTHUR H. JAMES, Governor � RICHARD P. BROWN, Secretary of Commem 

youngsters there are wading pools, 
skating rinks, softball grounds and 
gymnasium equipment. All these areas 
are completely protected from traffic 
dangers, and the play of children is 
supervised by employees of the com
pany. 

Heat for ill the thou,sands of apart
ments is manufactured in a central
steam plant-the boilers of which, by 
the way, are those of the old Levi
athan, remodeled for the workaday 
task of pouring warmth in to radiators. 

Inside the buildings, as in apartment 
houses generally, one flat is very much 
like another, because all were design.ed 
from a set of master plans. 'l:J:tey range 
in size from two rooms to five. None 
has a dining room-which is apparently 
regarded as waste space in modern, 
efficiency housing-but all have L
shaped corners in the Jiving room to 
provide for the diuing table. Kitchens 
come in two sizes. All have big electric 
refrigerators and electrical outlets for 
the manifold gadgets of modern house
keeping. 

There are more three-room .apart
ments than anything else, and they 
rent for about forty-five dollars a 
month-a little more or less, depending 
upon location. Flats of other sizes rent 
in proportion-sixty-�ne dollars for 
the most expensive fi\re-room unit
and all rents include gas and electricity, 
water and heat. 

Comparison with other rentals in the 
Bronx is interesting. The best three
room flats in the borough rent for 
about uinety dollars a month. In 
modern, six-story elevator apartments, 
the rents are about seventy-five dollars 
a month. Smaller and older elevator 
apartments bring about fifty dollars a 
month. Thirty dollars will rent a three
room flat in an old, four-story walk-up. 
And rooms in a cold-water building, 
barely above slum level, bring about 
twenty dollars a month. In none of 
these figures is light or gas included. 

In the Government housing proj
ects-none of which is half so big 
as Parkchester-a three-and-one-half 
room apartment rents for about twenty
two dollars a month, but Government 
funds make up a considerable defi
cit, and there are no taxes to pay. 

Entrance Examinations 

Three or four of the Parkchester 
buildings are already occupied as this 
is written. Against the day when the 
last house is opened, more than 60,000 
applications for leases have been filed. 

The applicants are being scrutinized 
by the landlords with far more than 
common thoroughness. When a family 
calls at the rental office, its people are 
led through the community without 
hurry, and the nature of its operation 
explained to them in detail. If, then, 
they still want to rent a flat, the head 
of the house makes formal, written re
quest for a lease. 

He is asked no questions about his 
personal affairs at this time. Such in
quiries-and they turn out to be more 
intimate and penetrating than any 
census enumerator has ever asked -are 
made by field agents who visit the 
applicants in their homes. These agents 
are trained social workers. They mark, 
first, what sort of family this seems to 
be : Neat and self-respecting, or care
less and uncouth. Decent and quiet 
folk, or likely to be loud and cantan
kerous neighbors. 

· If these questions find satisfactory 
answers, explicit inquiry into the fam
ily finances is then made. Not only I how much money is earned in a year, 
and how, but where does it go-where 
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is it spent? If the budget is likely to 
be upset by Parkchester rents, or if it 
could afford much more than Park
chester rents, then no lease· is offered 
for signature. But if the people look 
like Parkchester people, in mariner and 
in pocket, they sign a lease and are 
told when they may expect to move in. 

All leases are for two years, rather 
than the twelvemonth that is cus
tomary. And they embody rules and 
regulations which are based upon the 
landlords'- determination to have each 
of these 40,000 neighbors seemly and 
decorous, all pretty much of a kind. 

Three's a Crowd 

Every apartm.ent-house lease in New 
York, of course, contains a number of 
conditions. Among them is cited the 
right of the landlord to enter the prem
ises for inspection at any time he likes, 
and to break the lease for wanton de
struction of property or careless dis
regard of the rights of other tenants. 
But these rights are rarely invoked. 
Nobody of my acquaintance has ever 
been thrown out by an indignant land
lord for anything less than failure to 
come up with the rent. 

The citizen of Parkchester must toe 
the line more precisely. He cannot 
rent at all, for example, unless he takes 
a bedroom for each two individuals of 
his family. No more than two in 8. 
room. That's the rule. The three work
ing girls or the three young business
men wanting to economize cannot nurse 
their finances by the time-honored ex
pedients of fold-down sofas or wall 
beds. . 

The coll).pany will diligently inspect 
each apar$oment once a month. And 
any infraction of the rules governing 
cleanliness or the care of property Will 
result in a broken lease. The tenant 
has already si2;neq an agreement to 
move out at once under such circum
stances. He has already agreed, to.o, 
that he will make only proper use of 
the community services-the garbage
incinerawr chute - installed on each 
floor, the elevators and hallways, the 
streets and public places. 

Every building is. equipped with a 
roof aerial, and every apartment with 
a universal wall plug that givt\8 power, 
aerial and ground to radio sets. But 
loud tuning at any time or receiVing 
at all after eleven o'clock at uight is 
frowned upon. 

The limitation upon the number of 
children in a family is automatically 
established by the size of the apart
ment and the two-to-a-room require
ment·: Three bedrooms, the maximum 
available-mother and father in one; 
four children in the other two. No 
dogs or .cats are allowed in the com
munity, ntf\!et monkeys or pet coons. 
Pet lovers must content themselves 
with goldfish or the more refined of our 
feathered friends. 

The Thomas R. Carroll family, 
shown in the photographs, are typical 
of Parkchester. They are natives of the 
Bronx, and never have lived elsewhere. 
They moved from Ellis Avenue, only 
a few blocks away, and their children
Margaret, twelve, and Thomas, eight
used to play undlr the trees on the 
grounds of the Catholic Protectory, 
where Parkchester was to rise. 

Mr. Carroll is a ··civil-service em
ployee of New York City, his work 
only twenty minutes away by cross
town trolley. They have no car. The 
children go to Holy Trinity Catholic 
School. The family's annual summer 
vacation is spent in the mountains of 
New York State. 

(Continued on. Page 44) 



THE Sll TURDAY EVENING P O S T  43 

1940 Dodge Luxury Liner, 6-Passenger, 2-Door Sedan $815, delivered in Detroit.• 

lfs the best Dodge ever built 
and the biggest car for your money ! 

NO OTHER CAR IN THE WORLD 

HAS PIONEERED SUCH LEADERSHIP 
THROUGH !_!:!! YEARS, e n g i n eers of  
Dodge have pioneered in  the  devel
o p m e n t  of such bas i c  adva nce
ments as . . .  

All-Steel Body • Equal- Pressure Hy
draulic Brakes • Patented Floating 
Power Engine Mountings • Valve-Seat 
Inserts • High Compression Engine 
Full-Length Water Jackets • Silenced 
Ride • Redistribution of Weight. 

AND TODAY, engineers of Dodge still 
lead the way in giving the public the 
best things in motoring, such as . . .  

New Amola Steel, the new kind of steel 
that adds y;;;;-to the life of vital ports 
New Superlinish- a  remarkable new 
metal finishing process that makes 
moving parts last years longer • New 
Full-Floating Ricle-ihe greatest advance 
in riding comfort in the past 2 5 years I 

BRILLIANT DODGE ENGINEERING AND SOUND CRAFTSMANSHIP REACH 
THEIR FULLEST AND FINEST DEVELOPMENT IN THE NEW 1 940 DODGE ! 

WHEN you slip behind the wheel of the 
magnificent 1940 Luxury Liner, you have 

at your beck-and-call the finest car that ever 
bore the great name of Dodge ! 

To millions of motorists no other 
name in the automobile industry 
means all that the name Dodge 
has· come to mean. Dodge means 
dependability. It means brilliant 
manufacturing and sound crafts
manship. 

That is why there are more 
Dodge cars on the highways 
today than any other car in its 
price class. 

And in today's great Dodge 

Luxury Liner you not only get the finest car 
Dodge ever built, but the most car for your 
mone" in every way ! 

For example, Dodge gives you the biggest car at 
anywhere near its price-a full ll9Y2 inch wheel
base ! You'll find wider, roomier interiors
beautifully styled and tastefully appointed. 

You get the advantages of Dodge high trade-in 
value . . .  and the savings on gas and oil for which 
Dodge has long been famous. 

An.d when you talk price, you'll hear more good 
news ! For this big, luxurious Dodge costs just a 
few dollars more than smaller, low-priced cars. 
DODGE DIVISION OF CHRYSLER CORPORATION 

Tutte in on the Major Bowes Origjnal A mateur Hour, Columbia 
Network, Every Thursday, 9 to 10 P. M., E. D. S. T. 

• • • � � L4� �  D O D G E  
DODGE ENGINEERING COSTS YOU NOTHING EXTRA ! 
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ATTACKING THOUSANDS 
- EVEN YOUNG FOLKS ! 

---- ----

Do your gums bleed when you brush 
your teeth ? Are they sore? Inflamed? 
Then watch out! Dental records show 
4 out of every 5 people may have Gin
givitis, a common inflammation where 
gums join the teeth. 

IF NEGLECTED . • .  Gingivitis often 
leads to Pyorrhea with shrinking gums 
and loosened teeth which only 'YOtlr 
dentist can help. It's wise to see him 
every 3 months for gum inspection. At 

home help guard against Gingivitis -

Help Gums To Be Firmer
Teeth Bright and Sparkling 

Brush your teeth and massage your 
gums rwice daily with Forhan's Tooth
paste-the ORIGINAL toothpaste for mas· 
saging gums and cleaning teeth. This 
effective Forhan's method helps gums 
to be firmer, harder and brightens even 
dull teeth to their "narural" lustre. ALSO 

helps to remove acid film that so often 
starts tooth decay. 

Start using Forhan's today-note the 
· differedce! Sold at all drug and depart
ment stores. Week-end size at 10¢ stores. 
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!"( (Contlnu.ed from Page 42) 

You are acquainted with the many 
community activities fostered in Gov
ernment houses-.the clubrooms and 
hobby rooms, the day nurseries and 
cultural organizations and sewing 
circles. But the Parkchester landlords 
are making no plans in that direction. 
George Gave is the Metropolitan's 
director for the community, and he 
says : " We are not going to make 
guinea pigs out of fort thousand 
human beings, and try to make them 
like what we think they ought to like. 
After they get settled, they can decide 
for themselves what they need, and if 
it is reasonable, we shall provide it for 
them." 

And so, as the situation now stands, 
in all this community of 40,000 neigh
bors there is no common meeting hall
save the moving-picture house, which 
is leased to a professional exhibitor
no clubrooms, no basement hideaways 
where pop might install the equipment 
for his hobby of woodworking. There 
are no rooms for indoor sports or win- . 
ter amusements. All such things are a 
highly important element in the Gov
ernment projects. 

" We shall provide whatever is rea
sonable," says Mr. Gave. 

Well, I have a notion they will be 
showing up at the office pretty soon-

1 committees and such-with their reI quests. For I know the fierce local 
1 patriotism which affects human beings. 

A Flatbush boy is always a Flatbush 
boy. The man from East Cairo has 
never yet seen a place that could equal 
the old home town. And I think that 
Parkchester, from its very nature, will 
arouse this community spirit to a high 
degree. There will be Parkchester hik
ing clubs and camera clubs, Park
chester discussion groups and swing 
societies. You can't put 40,000 neigh
bors together without including a good 
proportion of people who like to or
ganize. 

I asked a great many of the new 
citizens, " What do you like best about 
being here ? "  They said, quite natu
rally, that they liked the buildings and 
their own apartments, so bright and 
new. They liked the convenience of 
everything, the sun and air, and they 
liked being away from the city's noise 
and smell of struggle. But the one 
thing that all of them agreed upon was 
this : " We like getting in here with 
such a nice lot of people." 

Meet the New Tenants 

And they are nice people too. They 
are clerks and little businessmen, 
artisans and lawyers, teachers and 
office girls and junior executives. They 
have come, virtually all of them, from 
the crowded apartments of New York-
60 per cent from the Bronx and the 
rest from noisy streets downtown. A 
few have moved in from the villages 
of Westchester, a little scattering from 
New Jersey commuting towns. They 
are of all religions. And they are ter
ribly eager to be " nice," even if they 
are not so already-to live the amiable, 
conformist existence of the suburbs, to 
know their neighbors for a change, to 
feel they have moved up in the world 
by finding such a grand place to live. 

I did not include doctors or dentists 
in the list of trades above. That is be
cause there will be few of them. 
Rather to the astonishment of the 
management, more than 1000 doctors 
applied for apartments in Parkchester. 
If so many medical men came in, none· 
of them could hope for a decent living, 
especially in view of the two existing 
hospitals within a short distance. 

So the names of the doctors and 
dentists were turned over to the Met
ropolitan's medical department. Care
ful investigation was made, both of the 
medical needs of the community and of 
the reputations of the men who wanted 
to come in. 

It was decided to establish a medical
arts center in the administration build
ing, with complete clinical equipment. 
And twelve doctors were chosen-six 
general men and six specialists. Eight 
dentists were accepted. And no other 
doctor or dentist will be allowed even 
to lease a fiat. 

The basic regulation of Parkchester 
will be the responsibility of the New 
York City government. That is to say, I city police and city firemen will have our 
their duties t o  perform here just a s  i n  Y 
any. ?ther section of tow�. But, in visit in  ADVANCE 

. additiOn, the company will have Its 
own fire wardens. And there will be 
seventy-five special policemen on duty. 

There are public schools of the city 
system in close proximity to the de
velopment. They have been enlarged 
to take care of the great influx of chil
dren, and Parkchester will build no 
school of its own. 

Putting Money to Work 

So, then, this is the new sort of urban 
community in America : 40,000 neigh
bors living under the wing of a single 
landlord, and none of them a slum 
refugee, none needing or wanting help 
from his Government. 

Other life-insurance companies have 
invested in rental housing in a wholly 
different way. The Prudential and 
New York Life, since 1 934, have been 
gobbling up FHA-insured mortgages 
on large-scale rental-housing projects 
until, between them, they hold $45,-
000,000 of the $100,000,000 insured to 
date by FHA's rental-housing division. 
Much of the balance is in the port
folios of the lesser life-insurance com
panies. 

The Metropolitan owns none of 
these mortgages, which produce a re
turn of a little less than 4 per cent. Its 
preference for direct housing invest
ment, where it may watch and manage 
the spending of every dollar, dates 
back to 1922. In that year New York 
State altered its insurance laws to 
permit the Metropolitan to invest 
$7,500,000 directly in building and 
operating three housing projects in 
Queens Borough, all five-story waik- j 
ups. A ten years' tax exemption en
abled the company to rent these 2 1 25 
apartments at .about nine dollars a I room per month. Partially on the 
strength of this experiment, New Y ark 
State, in 1938, again amended its in- I 
surance laws to permit life-insurance 
companies to invest up to 10 per cent 
of their assets in low-rent housing. 

In 1928 and 1929 the Metropolitan's 
investments were earning a net return 
of about

· 
5 per cent. That return had 

fallen last year to about 3.5 per cent, 
as is the case generally. The volume of 
new sec uri ties is slim and the interest 
rate still dwindling. With its assets 
growing as steadily, the company 
must seek new ways of putting its 
policyholders' money to work. 

There is only one faintly buzzing fly 
which hovers over the ointment. Park
chester is not the first privately estab
lished community. Of course, it is 
spectacularly the biggest, but there 
have been other, smaller ones before in 
the metropolitan area. And in two or 
three of these there has been a marked 
tendency toward coercive unionism 
among the tenants. " W·e'll have ping
pong tables, or we'll walk out in a 

WRITE FOR THESE FREE BOOKLETS 
today. Learn how you can group the 
marvelous things you want to see . . .  
the romantic and historic places you 
want to go . . .  into one rrpackage" . . •  
and pay for it in advance. 
Whether you come by train, air or 
auto, you know just what your stay in 
California will cost . . .  except meals 
and incidentals. 

You know that you will get every 
ounce of fun out of every day • • •  that 
you will have the cooperation of travel 
specialists to relieve you of all fuss and 
bother. 

Don't delay! Start planning the most 
unforgettable days of your life. 
MAIL THE COUPON TODAY I Or consult A.dc 
Mr. Foster Trai.lel Sen�ice, or local travel agent: 

FREE ! ·- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -
METRoPouTAN OAKLAND AREA '0'" 
390 Financial Center Bldg .• Oakland, California 

Please send free booklets and information. 

CITY &.  STAT'-----------
NUMB£11. 

� CAR.EFREE 

C4'I/Uf BANK1AMERIC& 
TRAVELERS 

CHEQUES 

Issued by Bank of America N T & S A 

495 branches in California 
Main Offices : San Francisco and Los Angeles 

MEMBER FEDERAL DEPOSIT INSURANCE CORPORATION 
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body." " Plant tulips i n  the borders, 
or take the consequences."  " Conces
sions in the rent this year, or no rent 
checks at all." Such incidents have 
never reached the ultimate dramatic 
pitch. There have been thre&ts of 
strikes, but no actual demonstrations-

perhaps because the owners have been 
amenable to the demands made. 

Still, I do not suppose the Metro
politan is worrying unduly over the 
prospect of such eventualities. Who 
ever heard of 40,000 neighbors really 
getting solidly together on anything? 

WOMEN MilKE 
WONDERFUL SPIES 

The Austro-Hungarian Empire be
gan to break up in late October, 1918. 
The Emperor Charles, in one of his last 
decrees, ordered the release of all polit
ical prisoners. Our people were now so 
busy with our revolution that no one 
thought of Jarushkova. 

Several weeks later her German at
torney happened to be passing the jail. 
On impulse, he went in to ask where 
she had gone after the amnesty. She 
hadn't gone anywhere. The records of 
her case had been lost in the tangled 
red tape of a decaying bureaucracy. 
She was still there-a physical and 
nervous wreck. Promptly, he got her 
out, and eventually she recovered her 
health. She is alive and well today. If 
she had died on the gallows or in jail, 
I suppose she would have become a 
great national heroine. As it is, few 
even in Czechoslovakia know her story. 

As it turned out, Jarushkova was not 
my last courier to Prague. When, in 
April, 1917, Congress declared war on 
Germany, Austria-Hungary severed 
diplomatic relations with the United 
States. But Wilson delayed the decla
ration of war on the Austro-Hungarian 
Empire for eight months. We had ex
pected that the personnel of the Aus
trian embassy would linger here until 
the actual declaration. But late in 
April we learned that all the embassy 
people intended to sail on the next 
available boat. 

It was necessary to inform our people 
in Prague of the latest events in the 
United States. I decided to see if I 
could plant a courier in the Austrian 
party. 

I had to act speedily. Anna Chaloup
kova seemed the best candidate avail
able at such short notice. Her old 
parents lived in Bohemia. They were 
all alone now, for the Austrians had 
impressed her brothers into the army. 
Only eighteen, she was a self-contained, 
shy little thing-the kind of girl 
strangers rush to help because she ap
pears so young and helpless. But in
side she was made of steel and fire. 

She was engaged to one of our most 
valuable men. He intended, now that 
his work in the United States was 
done, to join the Czech Legion in 
France. They were so much in love 
that they could not keep their eyes off 
each other. But they loved just as 
deeply the vision of free Bohemia. 
Am1a Chaloupkova bad given her man 
freely to the cause. As gladly, she gave 
herself. 

She had no intimate touch with the 
Germans or Austrians. We had to work 
wholly from the outside. So for two 
days she lived at my bouse and re
hearsed a moving plea. Before a mir
ror, she practiced wringing her hands, 
throwing herself onto her knees, call
ing forth tears at will. When she could 
do all this realistically, she went to the 
Swedish consulate-the Swedes had 
taken over Austrian affairs-and begged 
them to send her back to Bohemia 
with the Austrian embassy. 

They were willing, but they needed 
the consent of the Austrian ambassa-

dor. She could not get to him person
ally ; she must make her application in 
writing. So we collaborated on a letter 
full of heart interest. Two days before 
the sailing date, the A us tro-Hungarians 
gave their assent. The Swedes issued 
her one of those special passports used 
by diplomats departing from a country 
at war with their own. 

She and her fiance had now staked 
both of their lives. At best, they would 
never see each other again until the 
end of the war. So they wanted to be 
married before they parted. The 
marriage-license bureau gave the names 
of licensees to the newspapers, which 
published them next day. The Austri
ans already knew that the fiance had 
been working against them, but they 
did not know of his engagement. If 
anyone close to the embassy noticed 
his name, they might either refuse to 
take Chaloupkova along or, worse, let 
her accompany them to Austria and 
then arrest her as a spy. 

On the night before Chaloupkova 
sailed, a group of our insiders, both 
men and women, met at the little 
apartment in Lexington Avenue which 
I had formerly kept for my meetings 
with the Russian secret service. The 
women had decorated it with flowers 
and prepared a supper. There, in our 
presence, Chaloupkova and her fiance 
joined hands and, in the name of the 
republic to be, solemnly took each 
other for husband and wife . " until 
death do us part." We drew up a 
certificate, which we all signed as wit
nesses. Then we sat down to a wedding 
supper which was really gay, and later 
left them alone in the apartment. 

The Austrian diplomats were kind 
to Chaloupkova. At the stations they 
transferred her and her baggage in 
their private cars. At Vienna, they 
sent her to Prague with a special es
cort. After waiting a few days, she 
took a train for Pilsen, where she de
livered her messages to Haberman. 

In the chaotic period which followed 
the Armistice, I came into Prague 
wearing an American uniform. I 
brought news from her husband, who 
had survived the war, and so I looked 
her up. It was the starving time, and 
her appearance shocked me. She 
showed every sign of malnutrition. I 
wormed the truth out of her. She 
could not find a job, and her parents 
were not getting enough to eat. I tried 
to give her money. 

She refused firmly, saying, " I  am 
poor, but I own one precious thing
the memory of what I did for my coun
try. I don't want to spoil the happiness 
in my heart by taking money." 

Later, I forced money on her, as a 
loan from a friend, not as a reward for 
services. She would not take much. 
Also, I gave her letters to influential 
people who might find her a job. Then 
military duty called me to Vienna. 
When I returned, I found that Cha
loupkova was very ill in the common 
ward of a public hospital. I had her 
transferred to a private room and sent 

(Contltu••d on Pa•• 47) 

. • .  eN THIS LIGHTER, FASTER ... Westinghouse a:r'Mt-(l-� 
rft':j MRS. WEARY, I'd certainly f/{J:J) like to have a new Westing

house Iron. My neighbor just 
got one, and she says it's so light and 
fast, she really enjoys ironing with it. 

r. MRS. MODERN, That's right 
-and it's so much safer to 
use. The fabric-marked lever 

gives exactly the right heat for 
every fabric, so you can iron even 
your daintiest things without scorch
ing. The automatic heat control 
reduces fire hazard, too, which is 
mighty important. 

S')I/JI,£��- ON THIS FAMOUS 
W E S T I N G H O U S E  I R O N  N O W ! 
Stop in at your nearest electrical, hardware 
or department store now, and see this marvel
ous new lightweight AUTOMATIC iron. Lift 
it . . .  try it! Note its light weight and perfect 
balance. See how it glides without effort on 
the mirror-like chrome ironing surface. 

Few irons have so many convenience fea
tures-finger-tip heat control, cool "Fatigue
Proof" sloping handle, permanently attached 
long-life cord, beveled button edge a11 around 
-and twelve other features for EFFORT· 
LESS IRONING. Buy this month-Save Sl.OO. 
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That's how Mobiloil guards 

modern motors ! It flows 

freely, resists wear, gives 

" Balanced Protection"!  

You get all good qualities 

when you drive in for 

famous Mobil oil & Mobilgas! 
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Protection 
at All Points ! 

THIS PORCUPINE wa�ts protection at 
allpomts-not at JUSt one or two. 

And so does the average motorist ! 
That's why Mobiloil is made with all 

good protective qualities. That's why 
it stands up when subjected to crush
ing pressures, scorching temperatures 
.. . in modern clearances less than half 
the thickness of a cigarette paper ! 

Too, Mobiloil helps keep your tight
fitti ng engine clean.  It 's  purged of 
clogging impurities . . .  saves you money 
on gasoline. Saves e�gine

.
power ! 

You need Mobiloil for summer driv
ing. Fill up fresh today . . .  see how it 
gives you protection four ways : 

1: Retards wear. Flows fast at starting 
temperature ; resists thinning under heat. 

2. Resists sludge formation. Mobiloil is 
distilled, refined, dewaxed, filtered. 

3. Reduces wasteful "oil drag." Helps you 
. save on gasoline. 

4. Resists carbon formation because un
stable elements are removed from the oil. 

SOCONY-VACUUM OIL COMPANY, INc. 
AND AFFILIATES 

Magnolia Petroleum Co.-General Petroleum Corp. of Calif. 



(Continued f,.om Page 45) 
to her the best physician I could find. 
It was all too late. She died-of mal
nutrition, I feel certain-a week be
fore her husband, demobilized at last, 
reached Prague. 

Wben, ten years later, Prague dec
orated her posthumously, her story 
came to light. The Czech-Americans 
erected a monument over her grave, 
and every year until the German in
vasion of 1939, they decorated it with 
flowers on her birthday. 

By ,the spring of 1 9 1 5, Franz von 
Papen, military attache at the German 
embassy, dominated most of the agen
cies for espionage and sabotage in the 
United States. I had learned from 
Jarushkova, through her brother, Ja
rushek-she then was concealing her 
identity from me-that Ambassador 
von Bernstorff opposed Von Papen on 
nearly every point. Believing that 
these ruthless policies led straight 
toward war with the United States, 
he had appealed to Berlin, but Prus
sian militarism had pushed German 
diplomacy out of the saddle. How
ever, I did not yet appreciate another 
and most important factor in the sit
uation-the character of Von Papen, . 
then young and almost unknown. He 
has proved himself perniciously able. 
To a supreme degree, he possessed 
that quality so much admired in Ger
many-the power to " impose one's 
will." . 

By imposing his will on old Von 
Hindenburg, he made possible the tri
umph of Hitler. Since then, he has 
flown like a stormy petrel to regions 
which Hitler had been softening up for 
conquest-the Saar, where, before the 
plebiscite, he disguised himself as a 
country gentleman ; Austria, where, as 
German ambassador, he organized the 
local Nazis; the Sudetenland, where he 
directed the operations of Henlein. 

By 1 9 1 5  the German military class 
was already imposing its will upon the 
easygoing Austrian officials. Over here, 
Von Papen held the Austrians in the 
hollow of his hand. He had plastic 
material. Ambassador Dumba was a 
charming person with all the social 
graces. For the rest, if you drop the 
last letter from his name you have an 
adjective to describe him. And Alex
ander Nuber von Pereked, usually re
ferred to as Von Nuber, consul general 
at New York, was made to be domi
nated. In spite of his German name, 
he sprang from an aristocratic Hunga
rian family. Otherwise, he was a typical 
bureaucrat. He obeyed orders and 
asked no questions. No more unsus
picious man ever lived. 

The Battle of New York 

All the men who directed German 
espionage occupied offices in down
town New York. So did their chief 
enemies, such as Capt. Guy Gaunt, of 
British Naval Intelligence, John R. 
Rathom, our editor ally, and I.  There, 
too, were all the European consulates. 

As he got his own work organized, 
Von Papen felt the need for a clearing
house. The natural agent was the Ger
man consul general. But we were sur
prised to note that Von Papen was 
ignoring him and using Von Nuber. 
We deduced afterward that the German 
officers had two reasons for this choice: 
Snobs, they considered their own con
sul of inferior rank. Extreme national
ists, they wanted to put the blame of 
everything, in case of exposure, upon 
Austria, the vassal. 

All their pipe lines ran together 
at the Austro-Hungarian consulate on 
State Street. Into that junction we 

THE SA TURDAY EVENING P O S T  47 

had bored a lead. In a previous article, 
I have referred to our agent " Zeno." 
Not yet of consular rank, he held a 
position equivalent to that of office 
manager. Long before the war, he had 
endeared himself to Von Nuber by his 
scrupulous adherence to forms. He 
had brains, which he used mostly to 
conceal the fact that he had them. 

Consul General Von Nuber never 
took Zeno into his full confidence, but 
that was not necessary. Zeno distrib
uted the mail, opened all the letters, 
read them and-often after a delay of 
a few hours-neatly arranged the im
portant ones on Von Nuber's desk. 
Every noon and night he brought me 
damaging documents which he had 
held out temporarily. Often he went 
farther than that. The embassy was 
sending to its government reports on 
" treasonable " Czechs, Slovaks, Poles 
and South Slavs, Austrian by national
ity and resident in the United States. 
UsuaJ!y they bore a recommendation 
that the Austrian property of the 
guilty person be declared forfeit to 
the crown. By routine, they passed 
through the consulate. Zeno used to 
pocket them and burn them. 

A Slluer•Lined Joke 

Sometimes he took reckless chances. 
Herr von Nuber had installed in the 
consulate a soundproof telephone booth 
for his most private conversations. 
Several times Zeno telepl!oned to me, 
in an emergency, from that booth. 

He even indulged his acute sense of 
humor. Once Doctor Albert, on be
half of both the embassies, issued an 
advertisement headed " Warning." It 
advised all German and Austrian sub
jects resident in the United States not 
to work in any establishment manu
facturing goods for shipment to the 
Allies. 

Handing over the dirty work to the 
Austrians, as usual, they instructed 
Von Nuber to get it into the foreign
language newspapers. Zeno volun
teered to take charge of the details. 
Some Czech and Slovak editors in 
America were still fighting feebly for 
the Empire. Others could not resist the 
temptation of a little easy money. 

The editor of the New York Hlas 
Lidu, in which I once owned an inter
est, called me up. He was a member of 
our group. " What about this ? "  he 
asked. 

" Don't accept it," I advised. " In
stead, run a story exposing and roast
ing the whole proposition. Play it up, 
front page ! "  

Wben Zeno dropped in o n  m e  that 
night, I told him about the conversa
tion. He began to laugh. " Have him 
send us a bill for the story," he said. 
" He might as well get a slice of that 
fifty-million-dollar slush fund. Tell him 
to enclose a clipping of it as proof of 
publication. The boss doesn't read 
Czech." 

I passed on the tip to the publisher 
of Hlas Lidu. But he was modest ; his 
bill amounted only to ten dollars. Zeno 
sent it back enclosed in a letter dic
tated and signed by him, and written 
on the official paper of the consulate. 
This bill, he wrote, was ridiculously 
inadequate for the great service ren
dered. 

" Raise the ante to two hundred dol
lars," I told the publisher. 

He did, and back came a check in 
full payment, signed by Von Nuber 
himself. We turned the money over to 
the Bohemian Alliance. 

We had three other agents in Von 
Nuber's office. Elderly Mr. Sehnal 
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SALES ARE BORN 
IN STRANGE PLACES ! 

THE decision to buy may come at 
a moment when your prospect 

is miles from his desk, beyond the 
reach of your salesman. A good sales
man never forgets this fact. \ He 
leaves his sales story in print on 
every call so that neither time nor . 
distance can obstruct his sale. 

Are your salesmen equipped with 
booklets to leave with prospects ? Do 
your booklets explain the features 
that make your product more desir
able than competitive products ? If 
not, you can find some suggestions 
for improving your printed sales 
story in two books offered (free) by 
S. D. Warren Company. Write for 
them and read them. Then before you 
put their ideas into practice, consult 
a good printer, for a printer can 
serve you best when you call him in 
right at the start. That's the way to 
put your printing investment to the 
most productive use. 

Your printer will probably sug
gest that you strengthen your sales 

story with pictures. He may also 
suggest that the pictures be printed 
on one ofWarren 's Standard Printing 
Papers. Pictures print to particular 
advantage on Warren's papers be
cause the papers possess a unique 
characteristi that makes them pe
culiarly receptive to printing inks. 
This unusual receptivity can be dem
onstrated. It is beneficial in the print
ing of pictures in black and in colors. 

Get these two books today. Write 
for them now. S. D. \-Yarren Com
pany, 89 Broad Street, Boston, Mass. 

B.El'lER PAPER ... BETTER PRINTING 
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Want A Bigger Better Refrigerator? 

2. New G·E Air Filter revitalizes the 
cool, circulating air-practically 
eliminates transfer of food odors. 

3. New G-E Humi-Dial gives proper 
humidity for keeping varying quan
tities of vegetables garden-fresh. 

7HATS THE BUY/ 
5 REASONS WHY 

Thousands Are Replacing 
Their Old Refrigerators With 

New General Electrics Now 

1 Today's G-E Prices Are Lowest 
In History. You can buy a bet

ter G-E for about one-half the 
price paid only a few years ago. 

2 Lower Operating Cost. In 1927 
the first G-E Sealed-In-Steel 

Mechanism revolutionized re
frigeration costs. And, through 
constant improvement, today's 
famous Thrift Unit operates on 
only one-third as much current. 

3 Better Food PreserYation. New 
G-E- Conditioned Air and 

Selective Storage Zones keep 
foods better and longer. Sub

freezing; Extra Cold; Crisping,· 
Safety Zmze General Storage. 

,/1 Faster Freezing Speeds. New 6f' G-E freezes ice cubes 3 times 
faster than earlier models. Quick 
Trays make cube removal easy. 

5 More Usable Storage Space 
And More ConYeniences. Ad

justable Interiors. Full-width 
Sliding Shelves of Stainless Steel. 
Big Stainless Steel Super Freezer. 
12-point Illuminated Tempera
ture Dial. Interior Light. Tel-A
Frost Indicator. Thermometer. 

We Believe The New 1940 General Electric Refrigerator Gives You More Value 
-Dollar For Dollar-Than Any Other Refrigerator At Any Price ! 

COMPARE refrigerators feature by feature and 
you'll see why America is buying General 

Electrics at the rate of more than one a minute. 

New conveniences! More spacious interiors! 
Better food preservation! These refrigerators are 
the thriftiest and most complete that General 
Electric has ever built! Yet the prices are the 
lowest in GeneraL Electric history. Now you pay 
only a few dollars more than for the very 
cheapest refrigerator. Think of the economy and 
satisfaction of owtzing the best. 

Conditioned Air! 
Deluxe 1940 models have controlled tempera
ture and humidity and constant circulation of 
sweet, clean air. Selective Storage Zones give you 
what G-E Engineers have found to be the most 
practical, low-cost method of food preservation 
ever developed for the home. 

Every G-E Refrigerator is powered with the 

Sealed-In-Steel Thrift Unit, famed for unparal
leled dependability and enduring economy. 

Easy To Buy 
See your G-E dealer and select the model that 
best suits your needs. Sizes up to 16 cu. ft. capaci
ty are available on an easy monthly payment 
plan. A G-E is an investment that pays dividends 
year after year-proved in millions of homes. 

You'll Always Be Glad You Bought a G-E! 

A Statement by the 
General Electric Company 

WE BELIEVE the new 1940 General Electric 
Refrigerator to be the finest product of its kind 
ever offered to the American public-one that 
will cost you less to own than any other refrig
erator you could buy at any price. 

(SigtJed) General Electric Co. 

GENERAL fj ELECTRIC 
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had served in that office for administrar 
tion after administration as doorman, 
receptionist, messenger and porter. 
Even before the war the social center 
for the Czechs in New York was our 
Sokol Club on East 71st Street. Sehnal 
spent most of his evenings there. 
Everyone liked him. Some joker had 
once called him " the Bohemian Con
sul." The nickname stuck. Zeno had 
enlisted him at the very beginning. 
The rest of our force in that office con� 
sisted of two attractive girl stenog
raphers, who followed instructions by 
getting themselves on terms of distant 
amiability with the boss. Zeno had 
hired them personally, after examining 
them with a straight face on their 
loyalty to Emperor Francis Joseph. 

This situation leads up to the second 
of our operations to attract wide public 
attention-the strange case of J. F. J. 
Archibald. Students are familiar with 
that episode and its important effect on 
the course of the war. But no historian 
seems to know who did the job of trap
ping Archibald, or how it was done. 

By the spring of 1 9 1 5, we were be
ginning to confide judiciously in the 
American public, hoping that general 
indignation would force the Govern
ment to act against barefaced German 
espionage and dynamiting. Our ally, 
John R. Rathom, began our campaign 
with his famous series of exposes in the 
Providence Journal and its syndicate. 
Based almost entirely on information 
which we gave him, this attracted wide 
attention. However, this method had 
one or two flaws. In order to conceal 
the existence of our Czech-Slovak or
ganization, Rathom often had to make 
only general statements. Already we 
had in our growing collection photo
graphic copies of documents which, if 
published, would have roused the 
country. 

But if even one of them appeared in 
the press, the investigators would start 
on our trail. I talked this problem over 
with my closest allies and advisers. 
What we needed, all agreed, was a 
smashing expose, backed by original 
documents and managed in such fash
ion as to conceal any link with my or
ganization. On July 3 1 ,  1915, two of 
Rathom's agents, taking over a trail 
where we had dropped it, secured the 
portfolio where Dr. Heinrich Albert 
kept his most important papers. That 
operation was not quite typical of our 
methods, so I reserve it for a future in
stallment. But we wanted something 
bigger-something of international im
portance. We began searching the 
daily budget of intercepted mail and 
agents' reports for a lead. 

./llphabetlcal .llrchibald 

As usually happens, we did not at 
first recognize the trail which led to the 
big operation as anything important. 
First, our agents in the Austrian con
sulates in the Middle West informed 
us that one Captain Archibald was go
ing to make a lecture tour through that 
region. The price of admission would 
be fifty cents to known German sym
pathizers. But each German and Aus
trian consul was held responsible for 
giving away several hundred tickets to 
unconverted persons. Almost as a mat
ter of routine, I had Archibald's record 
looked up. 

"Alphabetical Archibald," as his 
newspaper associates called him, 
proved to be a veteran American war 
correspondent and a somewhat pe
culiar person. He had two complexes
military and secret service. He en
joyed war. Between wars, he loved to 
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appear as a mysterious figure of internar 
tiona! importance. At the Portsmouth 
Peace Conference in 1905, he showed 
himself every evening in the lobbies, 
wearing military brass buttons on his 
dress waistcoats. He had no news
paper connection at the time. When 
asked what he was doing there, he 
evaded the question with the air of a 
man who might tell much if he would. 
He passed as " Captain " Archibald. It 
was generally assumed that he got that 
title in the course of his adventures in 
Central America. 

During the first month of the first 
World War, he bobbed up in Berlin and 
Vienna, where the German and Aus
trian armies made much of him. The 
Austrians created him an honorary of
ficer and almost at once sent him to the 
front, where he traveled in uniform and 
without escort. 

The Long Trail 

He smelled like a German agent. We 
had all his lectures covered. Our people 
reported that he showed exclusive pho
tographs of actual fighting and gave an 
interesting talk. But it was gently per
suasive propaganda, designed to create

· 

sympathy for the Central Powers, dis
like for the Allies. When he returned to 
New York, we put shadows on him. 

Then reports from other sources 
brought new facts which we did not at 
first connect with Archibald. Every 
standard safe has a square inner com
partment with a separate key. We had 
long known that Von Papen, Von Igel, 
his assistant, and Von Nuber used such 
compartments to store their most con
fidential papers. Our observer in Von 
Papen's office brought news that he 
and Von Igel were clearing out these 
compartments. Almost simultaneously, 
Zeno reported that Von Nuber had re
turned from luncheon with a bundle of 
papers which he stuffed into that com
partment of his own safe. Next, cour
iers from the embassies at Washington 
appeared with still more papers. Von 
Nuber, with an attempt at secrecy, 
added them to his cache. 

Then we found that Archibald had 
reserved a cabin for himself, his wife 
and his child on the Rotterdam, sailing 
for the Netherlands. We began to put 
two and two together. Those papers in 
Von Nuber's safe were so important
and probably so damaging-that the 
Germans and Austrians dared not send 
them to their home governments by 
the usual method, diplomatic pouches. 
Archibald, an American citizen, was 
going to carry them to Berlin and Vi
enna. Often, in work like this, you find 
that, owing to hidden facts beyond the 
scope of your imagination, your early 
inferences start you on the wrong track . 
In this case, we reasoned rightly from 
beginning to end. 

Here I must go back and introduce 
another character. Early in 1915, an 
operative of ours reported that a mys
terious German with all the marks of 
the officer class had begun to frequent 
certain resorts which we were watching. 
He passed by the name of Count 
Lynar, but, we learned soon afterward, 
that was only one among a number of 
aliases. 

Our agents began to shadow him. 
He dined out a great deal with influ
ential people. He was always running 
down to Washington, where he associ
ated with officials and congressmen. 
Until he began visiting West Point and 
Annapolis, we rated him as a social or 
political lobbyist. Then the agents 
tailing him reported that he had ap
peared at several towns where the 
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Simoniz Essential for Protection 
Why do cars get dull ? Weather, dirt, and the sun's 
rays break down the lacquer or enamel. Simoniz 
gives perfect protection. Destructive elements 
can't get at the finish. It is always safe under 
Simoniz. Even dust and dirt wipe right off with a 
cloth. If you've neglected your car, first use 
S!moniz Kleener to clean the finish safely and 
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HE TWENTY-EIGHT MILLIONTH 
FORD CAR We have always believed that before business could be 

good for one, it must be good for all. Our discoveries 
and improvements ha·ve always been open for other 
manufacturers without patent restrictions. 

Of course, there is one thing we cannot share
every one must get it for himself -and that is experience. 
Money could duplicate our buildings and machines, 
but it cannot duplicate our ex- !L; AU 
perience in manufacturing et'P.� '-. 
28,000,000 automobiles. 

Behincl the 28 millionth Ford car, which came off the line April 8, 1940, are other famous Ford nmillionth cars": the 25 millionth, produced 
]an. IB, 1937; the 20 millionth, April 14, !93 ! ;  and the !5 millionth Model T, May 6, 1927. THIRTEEN MILLION CARS IN TniRTEEN YEARS! 

Under one management, the Fo�d 
Motor Company has built and sold 
28, 000,000 Ford cars. 

No other maker even approaches 
this total. No other has so many cars 
on the road today. 
How has it been done? 

Not by building .a "cheap" car. People 
do not go on buying a "cheap" product 
for thiri:y-seven years. 

ot by squeezing workers to achieve a 
low price. This company took the lead years 
ago in paying higher wages, shortening 
hours and improving working conditions. 

VISIT THE NEW FORD EXPOSITIONS A T  THE
, 

TWO 

Not by monopolistic methods. Henry Ford As these 28,000,000 cars have been pro-
has always encouraged competition. He has duced, the company's experience has con-
made his company's inventions and tech- tinued to accumulate. Its facilities have 
nical advances available without charge continued to increase. Profits have been 
to any one who wanted to adopt them. consistently turned back into the business 

Free competition in the industry has to provide the means for offering still 
presented a constant challenge to find greater value. 
ways of offering better and better value The Ford Motor Company today knows 
to the public. how to build a better car than it has ever 

The Ford Motor Company holds the lead built-it has the resources to· build it-and 
in total number of cars built and sold because it is building it. In the few moments it takes 
it has met this challenge with more than- you to read this advertisement, half a 
ordinary vision and skill-backed by a set dozen of the finest Ford cars that have yet 
of business principles which the American been built-part of the · twenty-ninth mil-
people respect and approve. lion-will come off the assembly lines. 

FAIRS, NEW 

'

YORK AND SAN FRANCISCO, 1940 - FO R D  M O T O R  C O M PA N Y  
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l nited States Army maintained forts 
for coast defense. He always registered 
in such places under a name other than 
Lynar. His expeditions ranged from 
Boston to Baton Rouge. We concluded 
that Count Lynar was an out-and-out 
spy, sent here to study coast defenses 
and naval bases. 

All of a sudden, the count bobbed 
up in the Archibald case. I cannot re
member the " how " of all the informa
tion that poured into my headquarters, 
but I still have some contemporary 
notes on the facts. For once, the Ger
mans and Austrians committed very 
little to paper. · But they talked, at 
Von Papen's office, at the offices of the 
Hamburg-American Line, at the Aus
trian consulate, and, most of all, at two 
•pots where they usually gathered when 
they had luncheon or dinner together
a German club in 59th Street and the 
Ritz-Carlton. Whenever Von Papen, 
Von lgel, Von Nuber or any member 
of the embassies showed up at either of 
these places, Czech waiters, trust
worthy men of our organization, served 
them. How we accomplished that is a 
secret which I cannot revea;l, even after 
all these years. 

We confumed our suspicions that 
Archibald was going to carry impor
tant papers to Berlin. Then. piecing 
one snatch of conversation with an
other, we established that Lynar was 
going to send plans of American ba.rbor 
defenses. Next, jests about a cane be
gan to slip into the reports. Finally, 
the full story emerged from the mists. 
When Archibald went to Germany be 
was going to carry a sword cane-or 
what looked like one. Externally, a 
sword cane resembles any walking . tick 
with a crooked handle. But to the 
handle was attached a thin, sharp blade, 
and what appeared to be the shaft of 
the cane was really a scabbard, which 
the bearer could screw off with one or 
two quick turns. The Germans in Von 
Papen's office had filed the blade off 
from one of these canes, making the 
shaft a hollow repository. 

At last, important news arrived from 
the Ritz-Carlton. On the night before 
the Rotterdam sailed, the Germans 
gave Archibald a farewell dinner on the 
roof garden. 

Among those present were Dumba, 
Von Papen, Boy-Ed, Von Nuber and 
Lynar. Two Czech waiters-our men
served. Naturally, they could not hear 
all the conver ·ation, but two or three 
snatches which they did hear were 
enough. 

The .1/nswer to a Puzzle 

" Count Lynar," said Von Papen to 
Archibald, " is going to see you off on 
the steamer tomorrow. He's going to 
bring you a cane as a little souvenir." 

Everybody laughed. Later, Von 
Nuber a.dvised Archibald that he and 
his family should be in their cabin an 
hour before sailing time, in order to 
meet a messenger from the consulate 
with " the package." 

Our Czech waiters had the habit of 
dropping into the Sokol Club after the 
night's work. That night I took pains 
to be in the club myself. The waiters 
from the Ritz-Carl ton arrived and I 
followed them into the private room. 
Their news put the last block of the 
puzzle in to place. 

Should we try to steal the cane and 
the papers before they left New York? 
We decided against that plan, for sev
eral reasons. On such short notice, it 
was risky. Any operation of that sort 
must be rehearsed. And even if it suc
ceeded, it might attract the attention 
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of the police. The world would know 
about our organization. 

Those papers were probably so dam
aging that publication of the facts in 
them would have to be backed up by 
documents. We dared neither give 
them out ourselves nor edge them into 
the press. They should reach the pub
lic from a responsible source remote 
from us. We needed only to establish 
the fact that the cane and papers had 
gone with Archibald on the Rotter
dam, and the British naval control, 
searching the ship at Falmouth, could 
seize them and give out the contents 
on their own responsibility. 

.Rn Inside Job 

Only two things remained-to make 
sure that Archibald had taken the 
papers with him and, if possible, to get 
some certain knowledge of their char
acter. So two or three of our men spent 
all night dragging people out of their 
beds and making final arrangements. 
When dawn broke, only one thing trou
bled us. Sehnal, to whom we had given 
full instructions, was the natural choice 
to carry Von Nuber's collection of 
papers to the boat. But perhaps the 
consul general, considering the impor
tance of the errand, might select some 
official of the COI}Sulate. We drew a 
plan to meet thatf emergency, but we 
never had to use it. 

Our four agents showed up early at 
the Austrian consulate. So, to their 
surprise, did Ambassador Dumba. He 
had a report to finish in a hurry, they 
learned. He cleared the papers from 
an unoccupied desk and began to write 
furiously. Couriers arrived from the 
German and Austrian embassies with 
still more papers, which Von I uber 
added to the pile in the private com
partment .  Von Papen dropped in with 
a sealed letter. One of the girls got a 
look at it. It was addressed to his wife. 
Finally, Dumba handed Von Nuber his 
morning's literary output. Von Nuber 
then rang for Sehnal. 

" I  want you to help me list these 
papers and wrap them up," he said. 
Item by item he went through the doc
uments and called them ·off to Sehnal : 
" Confidential report of Ambassador 
Dumba to his Excellency, the Minister 
of Foreign Affairs. . . . Seven teen 
communications from the German em
bassy at Washington to the Ministry 
of Foreign Affairs. . . . Report of 
Captain von Papen to the Great Gen
eral Staff. . . . Letter of Captain 
von Papen to his wife, " and so on. 
There were about 1 10 items in all. 

Sehnal handed the list to one of our 
girls for typing. She held out a carbon 
copy. 

Zeno directed the proceedings. 
" When you wrap things up, get the 

dimensions of the package and samples 
of the paper and string," he whispered 
in Czech as Sehnal passed. 

Von �uber produced a large sheet of 
peculiar \Vr-apping paper, such as no 
one about the office had seen before. 
It was constructed in three layers
the outer one brown, the inner one 
gray and the one between of some 
waterproof material. Sehnal made it 
into a compact package. Two snips of 
the shears, a few motions of the ruler 
on the consular desk, and Sehnal had 
samples and dimensions in his pocket 
and his mind. 

Finally Von I uber gave Sehnai t.he 
number of a cabin on the Rotterdam 
and said : 

" Take a taxicab. Go at once to this 
cabin. Deliver the package to Captain 
Archibald, personally. Remain on 
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• • •  Bront osaurus, who l ived 130 million years ago .  And 

yet bef ore he l ived, Nature was mellowing and filtering 
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Step in and buy from the 

Start with the metals. Tough, close - grained, 
fine - seventy-two varieties all told. 

Every one fitted to its function - like the iron of 
cylinder blocks, melted in Buick furnaces, poured 
in Buick'.s own foundry. 

Many specially treated for their special service 
- like anodic surfacing of alloy pistons, "anti
scuff" treatment of tappets and piston rings. 

Or consider completed parts:  
· 

at 
Buick -prices begtll 

Rear axle gears lapped, meshed, 
finished in sets as they will be 
used. "Married" in emery baths. 
Tested bysound for quiet. Polish-
ground by hand when necessary. 

Pistons checked for perfect contour 
and profile. Then measured in con
trolled-temperature test rooms. Held 
to weight limits of 39 ten-thousandths 
of a pound. 

Altogether a hundred types of measure
ments, some 5,000 separate operations, 
check, re-check, multi-check the parts 
of every Buick. 

Look into substance. 
The frame- heaviest of any at the 
money. 

The torque-tube -well over five feet 
long, a backbone of rigid strength and 

steadiness. �8.\l�-toT Bustne. start Sedan prtces 
at $9aa-

Vivid proof that "�vhen better automobiles 
are built Buick will build them' '  

The e n g i n e  - 800 - o d d  
pounds o f  dynamite-on 
leash. Complex mechanism 

D'f " t Nfich. . dati· , tn ' d *dehvere . base on 
Transportatto;e and local 
rail rate� , sta � optional 
taxes (if an1nd acces�o
equipment 

Prices sub;_ect 
ries-extra. "thout notzce . 
to change wt 

of some 1,300 parts, yet p urrin gly 
smooth bec�use of its �xclusive elec
tro-balancing after final assembly. 

Springs that n ever n e e d  lubrica
tion. Axle shafts, crankshafts, dif· 
ferentials surprisingly fine, virtually 



free of all failure in ordinary service. 

Look anywhere- through all of Buick's 12,000 
parts the story of quality, precision, strength 
runs in unbreakable thread. 

That's what the name Buick stands for. 

And when you can get it on a car so big, so 

roomy, so able, so smart - when you can get it 

at prices that might be meant for a six - why 

now or ever be satisfied with less? 

Why - especially now? 
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Look a c  che head when selecting yoflr electric shaver. Gee the one 
with the exclusive Sunbeam head chat is ,WINNING AMERICA 
TO DRY-SHAVING. You can't miss ic. There's none ocher like 
ic. I t- has the whisker-chin comb chat picks up the beard che way ic 
grows. The holes are so close together the whiskers enter freely 
and �asily whether they are cough or fine, curly or straight. And 
each hole has its own permanent razor.keen cuccing edge. The 
lighcning·fasc, oscillating, double-edge cutter is pressed eight 
against the inner surface of the comb-shaves CLOSE as a straight 
edge and FASTER, without skin irritat.ion. Try it! Enjoy it !  
BOTH MODELS HAVE THE SAME EXCLUSIVE HEAD AND GIVE THE SAME PERFECT SHAVES 

The Model "R" has the Univeual, brush-type, series-wound motor that operates 

on both AC and DC. The Model "M" has the new Sunbeam magnetic 

(Continued from Page 5 1 )  

board until the ship sails, in case Cap
tain Archibald needs any assistance. 
Follow instructions carefully." 

·wheu Sehnal passed through the 
outer office, carrying the bundle casu
ally under his arm, Zeno and the two 
girls almost fain ted with relief. 

We had a man on watch at the foot 
of every gangplank leading to the 
Rotterdam. Sehnal walked slowly to
ward the first-class gangplank, man
aged to display his package in such a 
manner that all of them got a good· look 
at it. He found Archibald and hi fam-1 ily in a de-luxe cabin whose portholes 
looked out onto the promenade deck. 
He put the package into Archibald's 

I hands. 
Old Sehnal had the art of making 

friends on sight. The Archibalds asked 
1 him not to hurry away. So he sat with 

them for a while. Archibald kept 
glancing nervously out of the porthole. 
Presently he rose and, leaving his wife 
to guard the package, went out on 
deck. As soon as he could act witho ut 
attracting attention, Sehnal bade Mrs. 
Archibald good-by and lost himself 
among the passengers on the prom
enade deck 

Count Lynar appeared, twirling a 
smart cane with a curved handle. 
Archibald strolled casually toward him. 
They shook hands and exchanged a 
few words. As Lynar handed Archi
bald the cane, they looked into each 
other's eyes and laughed. They entered 
the cabin together. Sehnal remained 
on watch outside until the gong sig
naled all visitors ashore. Count Lynar 
departed empty-handed. Our other 
agents watched at the gangplanks until 
the ship cast off. No one who left her 
carried such a package or such a cane. 

At the first opportunity, Sehnal 
passed the samples of paper and string 
to Zeno. Zeno slipped over to my office 
at the Hudson Terminal Building. By 
telephoning, I found that Captain Gaunt 
was in a special room at the British 
consulate. When I showed him the 
samples and told him the story, he 
didn't pause to express his joy. He sim
ply reached for a secret schedule of de
parting ships w}rich he kept on his desk. 
A British ship which should better the 
Rotterdam's time by two or three days 
was sailing the next morning. 

Springing the Trap 

A courier from British Naval Intelli-
gence sailed on her. He carried the 
samples-all except some small pieces 
which we had snipped off as a double 
precaution-the list of papers enclosed, 
the dimensions of the package, a de
scription of the cane, and a detailed 
report. He had orders to deliver all this 
to Admiral Sir Reginald Hall, chief of 
British Naval Intelligence. Later
just in case the British vessel encoun
tered a German submarine-we cabled 
our report in code and called Hall's at
tention to the probable importance of 
those papers. 

After nine or ten days, British Naval 
Intelligence cabled that they had put 
Archibald under detention and were 
hunting for the papers and the cane. 

I Another day-and no results as yet. 
Archibald, ·with superb nerve, had ca
bled to our State Department a strong 
protest against this outrage to an inno
cent American citizen. The captain of 
the ship had sent a complaint to his 
own ministry of foreign affairs. The 
American ar.d Dutch govemments had 
made strong represcn ta tions. 

As I was dressing next morning, the 
telephone at .my bedside rang. Gaunt's 
voice ; for once excited. He must see 
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me immediately. With the object of 
breaking up any systematic espionage 
on him, Gaunt moved his living quar
ters every two weeks. lVIrs. Gaunt was 
always "ith him. They never left their 
rooms unguarded. Just then, he had a 
suite at the Biltmore. 

Empty Hands 

He met me at the elevator door. 
" Our people have found nothing
nothing ! "  he said. In silence we en
tered his suite. There, he handed me a 
decoded cablegram. I read : 

We have held up the Rotterdam for two 
days, arrested Archibald, searched thor
oughly, but have found neither parcel nor 
stick. Victor was probably mistaken. 
American and Dutch authorities protest
ing against arrest of' American citizen and 
holding a neutral ship so long. What do 
you advise? H ALL. 

" Victor "-that was my name in the 
British code-" was probably mis
taken." But I couldn't be. Was this 
all a counter-counter-plot on the part 
of the Germans, designed to test and 
show up our organization ?  No, for in 
that case they would have filled the 
package and cane with wastepaper ot· 
innocuous reports, and let us capture 
them at Falmouth. Had a German 
submarine met the Rotterdam in Jnid
ocean and carried the papers away ? I t  
was unlikely that the Germans woultl 
entrust important document• to a cmft 
so unsure of making port. Had Archi
bald dropped them to some agent in a 
small boat a.s the ship entered Fal
mouth harbor? Impossible. 

" Have a cigarette ? "  asked Mrs. 
Gaunt calmly. Strange, but all these 
years I have remembered the beautiful 
carved box which she offered me at 
that tense moment. I lit up and got a 
grip on myself. I talked fast about my 
certainty that these documents had 
sailed with the ship. The people on the 
other side had not searched thoroughly 
enough, that was all. 

" But suppose that my government, 
in view of the American and Dutch 
protests, refuses to hold the ship any 
longer? "  Gaunt asked. 

" They must ! "  I said. " Nothing that 
my people have done in the war is so 
important as this ! "  

Gaunt at once began to compose a 
code cablegram : 

Victor suggests strongly a more thor
ough search. Both of us sure documents 
and stick are on steamer. GAONT. 

I will not try to describe my emo
tions during the next two days. Then 
Gaunt called me up. For once, he took 
the risk of reading a decoded cablegram 
over the telephone :  

Appreciation and thanks t o  Victor. 
Documents found, stick not found. Docu
ments, however, are of such nature they 
will suffice and will have far-reaching 
effect. Am sending photographs in tripli-
cate o.n fastest ship. HALL. 

Later, I learned what had happened 
in Falmouth. The British, ignoring 
protests, went on \vith their search. 
They even tore out panels in the sa
loons and lounges. No results. 

Only one possibility remained. By 
sea law, no one except his government 
or his owners may compel a captain to 
open his safe. And in this matter the 
skipper of the Rotterdam had stood 
firmly on his rights. Hall determined 
on a dangerous and daring course. A 
naval officer, backed by a squad of 
bluejackets and two expert locksmiths, 
marched up to the captain of the 
Rotterdam. 

(Continued on Page 56) 
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ARE TH ESE  TH RE E HORSEM E N  

Riding roughshod over 
thousands, these three horsemen of 
modern life can trample out the fun 
of living and the power to get things 
done • . •  can put out the inner spark 
that makes you popular, successful. 

THESE THREE . . .  in fact, any one of 
them . . .  may make you feel dragged our 
. . .  tired without apparent cause . . .  old 
before your time. They breed despair if 
you let them. You feel as if you're down, 
and nothing can be done about it. But 

SLUGGISH 
DIGESTION 

i s  a real cause o f  stomach 
upsets and distress. after 
meals in countless cases. 
Fleischmann's Yeast in test 
cases so improved the flow 
of sluggish digestive j uices 
that it gready increased 
the speed of digestion. 

there is something to do. Actually thou
sands of people are on the road to throw
ing off these conditions by adding a re
markable food to their daily diet. 

A foo d !  Remember that! Not a cure-all, 
not a harsh laxative, but a remarkable food!  
Little by little, day by day, it helps to speed 
up sluggish digestion, make elimination 
more regular and complete, when you have 
ordinary constipation, overcome jumpy 
nerves due to lack of vitamins. 

Make it a part of your diet. A regular part. 
Not just off and on, but regularly, on sched
ule, every day. 

Eat one cake of Fleischmann's Yeast 

INCOMPLETE 
ELIMINATION 

probably drags down more people 
than does any ocher common 
trouble. Fleischmann's Yeast, not 
a cathartic, is a mild le:txative and 
conditioner. When eaten regularly, 
its mild action helps increase the 
activity of the intestines. Helps 
food move along normally so 
that elimination is not delayed. 

G YOU DOWN ? 

when you get up in the morning, another 
half an hour before supper at night. That's 
the way people get results ! Keep it up. 
See if you don't  notice a tremendous 
difference, just as thousands of grateful 
users have done. 

REMEMBE R  • • .  the three horsemen don't 
wait. You shouldn't either. Start now I 

• 

FleiJchmann'J YeaJt iJ a remark
able natural Jtorehome-one of the 
greateJt known-of all the partJ of 
the amazing Vitamin B Complex, 
made up of perhapJ aJ many aJ 10 
different B vitamim. 

} JUMPY dWI� NERVES 

,!_ (;;i due 10 lack of vitamins, often go 

[ 1 1 along with run-down condition. 
Then the nerves are hungry for 
proper food. Fleischmann's 
Yeast is the world's richest 
natural source of the Nerve 
Vitamin. Eat it regularly and 
see if it can't help you get back 
your steady, normal nerves again. 
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And here's MAGI �  
for everyone% 

There is a new, a constructive 
magic awaiting you . . .  the 

New MAGIC M a rgin Royal 

Portable. Be sure to see it. You 

will be enthused with the great 

convenience that MAGIC Mar· 

gin brings to aH typing. With 
this patented improvement you 

can set margins automatically 

-3 times faster. Just type a 

few lines on this  fin est o f  

THE NEW 

home-sized typewriters. Then 
you'll know why so many stu· 

dents, teachers and parents 

hail this New Royal as the sim

plest, quickest and the clearest 

way to set thoughts on. paper 

• . •  why it is a modern aid to 

e d u c a t i o n .  F o r  details  o f  

Royal's Free Home Trial, mail 

the coupon below. 

MAGI�*Margin ROYAl 
PORTABLE 

•TJ.od.·m<�rk, Rau. U .  S .  Prd, 06. r - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -, 
FREE HOME TRIAL NAME---------------

1 COUPON I I Royal Typewriter Company, Inc. STREET 

Dept. 5·518, 2 Park Avo., N. Y. C. CITY---------------- ( 
Please tell me how we can try a I Now Royal ot homo FREE. COUNTY TATE .J a...:- - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - -

(Continued from Pa6• 54) 
" If you do not open that safe at 

once, and in our presence," said the 
officer, " we will blow off the lock." 

The captain had to yield. The first 
object in sight was a package exactly 
matching our description and samples. 

The cane is still a mystery. When we 
saw that it was gone beyond recall, 
Rathom published in the Providence 
Journal a guarded and purposely gar
bled account of its adventures and dis
appearance. The cane figured as " gold
headed " and the informant as " a  
prominent official." Arclllbald denied 
all knowledge of a sword cane and pro
fessed his ignorance of the contents of . 
the package he was carrying. And there 
the matter rests to tills day. 

The British decided to hold Archi
bald no longer, and the Germans 
wanted lllm no more. With a one-way 
passport, he returned to the United 
States, where he lived in obscurity. In 
1 934, he killed lllmself with his old ser
vice revolver, a relic of the war. 

Photographs of the documents ar
rived in N ew York by the first steamer. 
One set of prints went to the British 
authorities on tills side, one to the 
State Department, one to me. Also, 
Ambassador Walter Hines Page, in Lon
don, sent a set to President Wilson. 
When we looked them over, we Czechs 
felt in our first flush of excitement that 
the United States had no course open 
but to declare war on the Central Pow
ers. Gaunt, Rathom and I had al
ready determined to publish them in 
the United States. Rathom's string of 
exclusive stories in the Providence 
Journal and its syndicate had aroused 
jealousy among other newspapers. 
When, a month before this, he released 
for general publication a selection from 
the important documents found in Dr. 
Heinrich Albert's portfolio, he met tills 
situation by giving them to the New 
York World and its Pulitzer twin the 
St. Louis Post-Dispatch, as a beat. 
He used the same outlet for the Archi
bald documents. The Journal and other 
papers of his syndicate republished the 
story under the line, " The New York 
World will print today --" 

The indignation over the Lusitania 
episode in May, 1 915, had died down. 
The publication in August of the Al
bert documents, proving among other 
things an attempt to corrupt the Amer
ican press wholesale, had put a crimp 
in all German propaganda, but failed 
to rouse much emotion. But now, the 
pro-Ally element buzzed again like a 

swarm of hornets. Americans who had 
been try{ng to preserve their personal 
neutrality "in thought and deed " swung 
by hundreds of thousands to the side 
of the Allies. 

It is not necessary for me to list the 
damning documents wlllch we dug out 
of tills rich little mine. They are in all 
American histories of the World War. 
Cryptic sentences and paragraphs
but not too cryptic to have stood up in 
court-convicted German diplomats in 
their own handwriting of guilty knowl
edge concerning dynamiting jobs. The 
single document wlllch produced the 
greatest effect was Dumba's long re
port-the one he finished so hurriedly 
in Von Nuber's office. It laid out a plan 
for disorganizing all munition produc
tion in the United States through bribed 
labor leaders, purchased strikes and 
large-scale, scientific sabotage. " Tills will be enormously expensive, but in 
the end the results will be more than 
commensurate with the outlay," he 
wrote, in effect. 

However, the short passage which 
did the Central Powers the most dam
age was a single sentence in Von 
Papen's letter to Ills wife: " I  always 
say to those idiotic Yankees that they 
should shut their mouths and, better 
still, be full of admiration for all that 
heroism." 

Neither in the material which Rathom 
furnished to the Pulitzer papers nor in 
the pamphlets wlllch they issued later 
did the British give out all these docu
ments. Some reported too accurately 
on the naval and military plans of the 
Allies. Some gave details of scandals, 
unknown to the public, in the lives of 
living American statesmen. The writers 
suggested that if these men showed 
signs of growing hostile, the "facts " 
enclosed might be made useful. Tills, of 
course, was sheer blackmail. 

President Wilson was unwilling to 
act against one belligerent on informa
tion supplied solely by the other. But 
apparently Uncle Sam did not intend 
to remain inactive. Presently our oper
atives in the German and Austrian 
offices began to report signs that others 
were tailing these foreign diplomats. 
There was evidence that the newcom
ers were Americans. 

Meanwhile, the public did not forget 
the incident of the Archibald papers. 
Time seemed to intensify indignation. 
But it was nearly three months before 
President Wilson struck home. 

Editor's Note-The fourth installment of Captain 
Voska's reminiscences will appear next week. 

"Well, I hope I haue a good timet" 
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G R A N D M A  N [ V [ R B U R N  f i N G f R 
Why did Grandma wet her finger before she 

touched the hot iron? The moisture on her fin

ger provided an instant of insulation. Psst! And 

it was gone. 

But the oil in your engine must resist heat, 

not for one instant, but for hours at a time. 

And because modern engines with their 

higher speeds run hotter, you need Insulated 

Havoline. This oil is insulated by an exclusive 

Texaco process to resist heat that makes ordinary 

oil form harmful varnish-varnish causes "pis

ton drag" -reduces gasoline mileage-makes your 

engine hard to start on cool mornings. 

Insulated Havoline Motor Oil will not form this 

varnish, and because it is distilled, Havoline is 

free from harmful carbon. It leaves no hard car

bon to cause knocking or excessive wear. It 
keeps your engine clean, insuring maximum 

power and pep. 

Ask for INSULATED HAVOLINE MOTOR OIL 

at Texaco and other good dealers everywhere. 

You can't get a better oil at any price. · 
. 

TEXACO DEALERS INVITE YOU TO tune in the TEXACO STAR 

THEATRE - A full hour of all-star entertainment 
- Every Wednesday Night - Columbia Network -
9:00 E. D.T., 8:00 E. S.T., 8:00 C. D.T., 7:00 C. S.T., 
6:00 M. S.T., 5:00 P. S.T. 

Copyright 1940 
The Texas Company 

A N D 

I N S U L A T E D  
• • •  A 9l i 1 S T  H EAT . • •  A 6 A I I ST COlD 
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DA UGH TERS STILL TELL M O TH ERS 

W H AT E V E R Y  G I R L 
S H O U L D K N O W  

"Don't get left behind, Mother. Electricity for cooking is clean-safe 
-fast--clieap . . .  just like it is for light. Fooda taste better because 
with electric heat savory juices and healthful vitamins are not 
lost. I do less work because flameless heat is so clean. I have 
more free time because fumeless heat cooks dinners while I'm 
out, with absolute safety. Homes with electric light are not 
completely modern unless they have electric cooking, too." 

SEE YOUR DEA LER NOW • . .  SEE THE NEW 1940 

E L E C T R I C  R A N G E S 
� ·/zuT· tnv-�r �� 

THE MODERN KITCHEN BUREAU, 420 Lexington Ave., New York, N.Y. 
ESTATE • FRIGIDAIRE • GENERAL ELECTRIC • GIBSON • GLOBE-AMERICAN • HOTPOINT 
• KEL�INATOR • MONARCH • NORGE • STEWART WARNER • UNI�ERSAL • WESTINGHOUSE 

M.llNITOU'S CHILDREN 
(Contlnued from Page 23) 

A whooping crane keeps the golden
buff color of youth only a little while. 
When Takahna was two years old he 
was pure white all over, except for a car
mine patch on his cheeks and a black 
strip along the rear edges of his wings. 
Big from the beginning, he was now 
tremendous-a superb specimen of the 
giant northern strain, excelling in 
height and bulk the birds bred farther 
south. Even an ordinary whooper 
stands, at rest, nearly four and a half 
feet high and, on the alert, has almost 
a man's stature. Takahna, bred on the 
tundra north of Great Slave Lake, 
overtopped the average male by a full 
five inches and his broad pinions meas
ured more than eight feet from tip to 
tip. 

As was the way of his kind, he had 
sprung almost in a single bound to his 
fullness of size and strength. He was 
less than two years old when Sitting 
Bull's Sioux won their victory on the 
Little Big Horn in that fateful June of 
'76. He was four when Jo and Marie 
Dumont left the Red River country 
and headed for the far south. It was 
well known to the Indians that the 
whooper sometimes lived a century or 
longer, so the big bird which was Du
mont's particular totem should have 
many years in store. But they were to 
be stranger years than Dumont ever 
imagined. Takahna's life span would 
bridge the most dramatic period in the 
history of the West. He was to witness 
the most astounding, and, in a sense, the 
most tragic, transformation that has 
ever come to any country. 

His career began at a time when the 
West was still, as it had been for un
known thousands of years, an almost 
unbelievable paradise of wild life. The 
great herds were dwindling, but the 
feathered legions which, each spring 
and fall, thronged the airways above 
the plains had suffered little. Five 
years after the morning when Ta
kahna, making his first migratory 
flight, had taken co=and of the flock 
and led them down to a slough on the 
Dakota prairie, he led another brigade 
of whoopers down to a much larger 
slough some fifty miles farther south. 

As on that day five years before, the 
sky as far as the eye could see was 
streaked and stippled with migrating 
myriads. The slough, a shallow lake of 
perhaps a hundred acres, was already 
alive with fleets of wild fowl, and as 
the afternoon wore on new thousands 
pitched down to swell the multitude 
resting there. Takahna, feeding with 
his followers along the edges where big 
grasshoppers swarmed, looked out over 
an army of twenty thousand Canada 
geese, over acres of mallards, pintails 
and bluebills, over rafts of coots so 
dense that he could see no gleam of 
water between their crowded bodies. 

All afternoon the armies overhead 
went rushing by ; all afternoon addi
tional squadrons swung down to rest 
and feed. Takahna, full of grasshoppers 
by now, surveyed the teeming world 
and found it good. As he watched idly, 
a white-headed eagle hung for a mo
ment above a detached squadron of 
coots, then plunged. The eagle rose 
empty-clawed, for the coot at which he 
aimed had dived, and Takahna turned 
his head just in time to see a move
ment in high grass two hundred feet 
away. 

At his first trumpet blast of warning, 
every whooper was instantly in mo
tion, running at top speed with half-

opened wings ; and at that first blast 
the puma, too, raced forward in long 
leaps. Against a wind the whooping 
crane can rise with ouly a short run, 
but when no breeze blows, the big bird 
needs a considerable running start be
fore it can leave the ground. Takahna 
cleared at last and looked back. He 
saw a yellow-brown shape bounding 
along under a young golden crane 
whose laboring wings had lifted him 
only a few feet, then saw the puma 
launch herself upward. Killer and vic
tim struck the ground together. 

Takahna sounded the loud whooping 
blast which meant " Mount higher." 
Three hundred trumpets answered him, 
a ringing fanfare audible at least two 
miles. Six hundred pinions buffeted 
the air as the brigade spiraled steeply 
upward, for the cranes were in some
thing of a panic. It was their first ad
venture with a puma on the northern 
plains and it was significant ;  as the 
game herds diminished, the big lion
like cats were beginning to pay more 
attention to feathered prey. 

The whoopers climbed to a great 
height, then formed in line with Ta
kahna in the van. They moved for
ward, slowly at first, then faster and 
faster, as though caught up and swept 
along by the onrushing multitude 
around them. 

Almost at once a dark cloud coming 
from behind engulfed them-a vast 
horde of godwits, plovers, yellowlegs 
and lesser shore birds, each kind flying 
in its own phalanx, but filling the air so 
completely that they seemed a single 
host. 

A thousand feet higher, a white 
wedge of trumpeter swans, largest of 
all wild fowl, overhaul(1d the whooper 
brigade and swept on at a pace which 
the cranes could not rival, sending 
down a salute of resounding exultant 
calls. Below the long line of whoopers, 
other migrants traveled : White fleets 
of whistling swans, wedges of gray 
geese, snow geese and ducks of many 
kinds, hosts of big long-billed curlews 
raining down their loud, clear cries. 

Fifty feet in front of him, Takahna 
saw a keen-winged hunter poise, then 
plunge with lightning speed. His sharp 
ears heard the thud as the duck hawk, 
stooping at two hundred miles an hour, 
struck a flying teal squarely on the 
back and hurled it lifeless to the 
prairie below. A royal bird swung past 
the head of the whooper column, cir
cling majestically downward -a golden 
eagle carrying in his talons a shoveler 
drake snatched from one of the flocks 
above. 

The sun dropped below the western 
margin. Accustomed to migrate by 
night as well as by day, the whoopers 
held steadily on through the clamorous 
darkness until the great red disk came 
up again above the other rim of the 
world. An hour later the slanting rays 
revealed, far below, broad sheets of 
shallow water, broken by clumps of 
reeds and islands of tall grass. 

The whole area crawled with wild 
fowl, but Takahna held his course un
til he saw what he was looking for
hundreds of white dots on the prairie 
which were neither snow geese nor 
swans. To these he trumpeted a greet
ing, and the cranes below flagged a 
welcome by rearing to their utmost 
height and waving their broad wings. 

With loud clanging cries the whoop
ers planed steeply down to join their 

(Continued on Pa6e 6 1 )  
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DRIVE 1 8 0  miles a n  hour? Of course you 
don't. Take curves at 1 1 0? Certainly not! But 
motors, brakes, axles and tires that withstand 
such terrific strains -on the speedway give you 
super-safety on the highway. Discoveries 
made here have saved thousands of lives 
-perhaps even yours! That's the real reason 
for the Indianapolis Speedway. 

Just think-500 miles here is equal to 5 0,000 
miles of ordinary driving. Tire failure may cost 
a life! But these drivers know tire construction. 
That's why all the winners for 20 consecutive 
years have used Firestone Tires. 

The same patented construction features 
used in these tires are built into Firestone 
Champion Tires for your car. The Safety-Lock 
Gum-Dipped cord body is bonded inseparably 
to the tread. It gives greater protection against 
blowouts than any other tire I know. The 
silent Gear-Grip tread has 3,456 sharp-edged 
angles for greater protection against skidding 
and gives much longer non-skid mileage. 

For greater safety and economy I use 
Firestone Champion Tires. You can get them 
on your new car-or put a set o n  your 
present car at no extra cost! 

��'-
President, Indianapolis Motor 
Speedway Corporation. 



All models priced at Flint, 
�ichigan. Transportation based 

on rail rates, state and local taxes 

MASTER 85 (if any), optional equipment 

BUSINESS COUPE and accessories - extra. Prices 
Other models slightly higher subject to change without notice. 
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fellows. The great marsh was an im
portant way station on the mid
continental route from Canada to the 
Gulf, a favorite resting and feeding 
place where millions of migrants broke 
their long journey. Thousands of 
whooping cranes and sandhill cranes 
were already there, tens of thousands 
of trumpeter swans and whistling 
swans, hundreds of thousands of ducks 
and geese, myriads of curlews, god wits, 
avocets and other shore birds. 

The whoopers stalked in wide ranks 
across the prairie, feeding on wild 

· grains, insects, bulbous roots and small 
rodents scurrying in the grass. At rare 
intervals they took a few frogs from 
the shallows. Now and again Takahna 
saw a brief commotion stir the feath
ered fleets as an eagle stooped from 
on high or some sharp-fanged enemy 
struck from the water. Coyotes slunk 
through the high grass to launch swift 
rushes against the white-and -gold 
squadrons of the cranes and the snowy 
drifts of swans banked along the edges. 
A few Indian hunters took what meat 
they needed. But, safe as yet from 
the white man's destroying hand, the 
enormous concourse of wild fowl 
seemed undiminished by these cas
ualties. 

Takahna let his brigade remain a 
week, then led them up again to the 
crowded highway of the sky. With 
stops varying from a f11w hours to ev
eral days, the army moved southward 
above boundless grasslands where an
telope and small bands of buffalo 
grazed and the only human habita
tions were widely scattered villages of 
tepees. Finally the prairies gave way 
to a region of sandy flats and long salt 
lagoons beyond which spread a limit
less expanse of dark-blue sea. Takahna 
swung westward and inland, slanting 
down at last toward a broad plain 
where a great herd of long-horned 
cattle fed and thousands of other 
whoopers, already at home on the 
winter range, waved a welcome in an
swer to his exult-
aut trumpeting. 

Jo Dumont saw 
the incoming flock 
of whoopers de
scend, but the 
birds planed down 
directly between 
him and the daz
zling disk of the 
setting sun, so that 
his view of them 
was blurred. He 
was riding at the 
moment along the 
outer fringe of the 
longhorn drove. A 
year ago his jour
ney with Marie, 
from t h e  R e d  
RiveroftheNorth 
to the Texas shore 
of the Gulf, had 
ended. Drifting 
westward toward 
the Rio Grande, 
h e  h a d  f o u n d  
health and a job 
for both his wife 
and himself on 
one of the great 
cattle ranches of 
the old Spanish 
country. 
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co=on. Dumont got along well with 
the slim dark men in high peaked hats, 
red sashes and tight fringed trousers 
who rode the range with him; and Marie 
was happy in the low rambling adobe 
ranch house, where she attended the 
young daughter of the Spanish-Ameri-
can ranch owner. r 

Nevertheless, there was a restless
ness in Dumont. He had followed the 
whooping cranes southward and had 
found a country where they wintered 
in thousands ; yet he wasn't completely 
sure that he would remain here. H e  
tried t o  hide this restlessness from 
Marie ; but throughout that fall, when
ever he saw a new brigade of whoopers 
come in from the north, he scanned 
their ranks eagerly. 

He rode out from among the long
horns presently and made a circle, so · 
that the sun's rays no longer blinded 
him when he looked at the army of 
whoopers drawn up like white-and
gold soldiers on the plain. They paid no 
attention to him ; with millions of ducks 
and geese crowding the lagoons all 
winter, the whoqpers were seldom shot 
for food on the Texas coast and were 
far less fearful of man than in the 
north. Dumont's black eyes shone 
with a sudden excitement. He spoke 
to the pony and rode slowly toward 
the flock. . 

' 

When they �egan to grow restive, 
he halted and remained motionless for 
a long while, his ·eyes fixed upon one 
bird. That night he said to Marie with 
seeming casualness : "A new bunch of 
whoopers came in: today from the 
north. Their leader is the tallest I have 
ever seen except perhaps one, the one 
that drove its beak into the Sioux's 
brain. I think this one is the son of the 
other-that son of whom I have told 
you__:Takahna, who was already a 
giant before he put on his white plumes. 
l'akahna has come to us here in the 
south." 

Marie Dumont smiled to herself. It 
was unlikely, she thought, that with 
untold legions of whoopers in America, 

the bird that Dumont had seen was 
really the one for which he had been 
looking. But she had learned long 
since how firmly fixed in her husband's 
mind was the conception of Takahna 
as his individual totem assigned by 
Manitou. Dumont would have no in
clination to wander f¥ther if he be
lieved that Takahna had come to him 
here. 

· " I  am glad," Marie Dumont said. 
" We have found the good land where 
Takahna finds refuge. It will be a good 
land for us also all the rest of our 
days." 

It was a good land for Takahna and 
his kind, but it was by no nieans a land 
free from danger. Within a wee)\' after 
his arrival he had a new experience. 
Bald eagles abounded near the coast. 
Takahna, un�il now rather indifferent 
to these white-headed monarchs who 
preyed commonly on fish and coots, 
learned one day that when the spirit 
moved them they could use their splen
did powers against nobler game.' H e  
was circling two hundred feet above a 
marsh when he heard a thin humming 
sound that sharpened to a hiss. A 
plunging projectile shot downward 
past him , turned in the air and struck 
long hooks into the snowy breast of a 
female crane, dropping with her into 
the marsh grass. 

Thereafter he kept an eye cocked for 
air raids, though during the rest of that 
winter no· other eagle attacked. The 
coyotes of the plain and the big cats of 
the chaparral and low live-oak mottes 
near the coast were a more serious 
menace. Not long after the eagle epi
sode, Takahna, feeding with his bri
gade near a live-oak grove, saw a great 
spotted cat burst from the fringe of 
thorn and come bounding towarq liim. 

Takahna, nearest the chargin jag
uar, woufd have cleared in ample time, 
but at that insta.nt the wind died-an 
air pocket·, perhaps-and for yards he 
skimmed the ground with his pursuer 
gaining rapidly. Only his great strength 
and the abnormal spread of his huge 

wings saved him. 
When the jaguar, 
bounding along 
d i r e c t l y  u n d e r  
him, leaped up to 
strike him down, 
the spotted tal
oned paw swished 
past, an inch be
neath him. 

Another day a 
gang of wolves, 
running a small 
herd of antelope, 
wheeled suddenly, 
as though their 
leader had spoken 
a comman ., and 
raced toward an 
army of whoopers 
a n d  s a n d h i l l  
cranes resting on 
the plain. The big 
birds had been 
watching the ·an
telope chase ; the 
wolves'  c l e v e r  
stratagem took 
them completely 
by surprise and 
for a space of mo
ments they failed 
to realize their 
danger. 

Between the 
Fre n c h - I n d i a n  
m e t i s  a n d  t h e  
Spanish-Indian of 
the deep South
west was much in 

uB efore you go, son, here's the wat�h your grandfather 
wore. Promise me that you'll keep "P. the pa)1ments." 

The breeze was 
blowing straight 
f r o m  t h e  a p 
proaching wolves, 
but Takahna ran 

(Continued on 
Page 63) 

COLOR . . .  as new and re
freshing as Spring itself . . .  
Exclusive Interwoven styles 
. . .  Greater Value, Lower 
Cost through mass pro
duction . . .  
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Girard - Perregaux Swiss 

watches with parts accu

rate to 1/10,000 of an Inch 

-lubricated with amazing 

allfomo&ile motor oill Yet 

this same oil stands scorch· 

lngheat of modern engines. 

AUTO ENGINE OIL  
OI LS FINE  WATCH 

MAY 1 5 : - S PECIAL-With car makers 
offering models machined and fitted to ten
thousandths of an inch, engineers cheered 
today when Shell Oil Co. announced 
Golden Shell Motor Oil so pure and so 
completely refined that it can actually be 
used in watches accustomed to oil that 
costs $16 a quart. 

This fast-flowing, tough-bodied lubricant, 
designed to hold its body and lubri
cant film in modern super-powered 
car engines, now oils 30,000 del
icate jeweled watches so beautiful 
they might easily win gold medals 
at a watchmakers' show! 

Lest you think this oil is "delicate" 
or "thin," the refinery engineers re
port that it holds up without sludge, 

carbon or breakdown in giant trucks haul
ing 20 tons and operated at high speeds 
with radiators often at the boil. 

0What will it do in my automo&ile?0 
was the query put to Shell's technical men. 

01t will work,u was the plain and reassur
ing answer, "-better than any old-style oils 
at any price." 

At one sixty-fourth the cost of watch oil 
(or 25¢ per quart) most motorists 
will undoubtedly shout "welcome" 
to this achievement in the nation's 
parade of progress. 

, MISTER, I ICNO 1 -----..!t' THEY PU · GOT ONE or THOSE 
T PEOPLE IN JAIL tOR - IT'S THAT ACCURA 

WATCHES! AND I COULD 

LYIN', BUT, SO HELp ME TE. RUN A R 
' 

COME IN AN' I'LL SH 
AILROAD WITH IT 

THE WHOLE WORKS 
� IT TO YOU. IT'S GOT 

BODIED GOLDEN SH
�

LL

N�
�
::UDDER TO THINK HO�::�:S-AND YOU CAN SEE LAST IN THIS STREAMLI

--..:..::
N 

A .2.!M!tr Or TOUGHED HOURGL 
SINCERELy y 

ASS 0' MINE! , OUR SHELL DEALER 

May 18, /f14o 
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toward them into the wind and thus 
got the lifting power he needed for a 
<I,uick take-off. Most of the others, 
panic-stricken, ran directly away from 
the approaching enemy and there
fore had the wind behind them-the 
worst possible quarter. Many were 
barely clear of the ground when the 
wolves dashed in among them. Look
ing down through a confusion of labor
ing white-and-buff piuions, Takahna 
knew that several whoopers had paid 
the penalty of faulty judgment in a 
sudden crisis. 

Dumont didn't witness this incident. 
It would have confirmed what he had 
already discovered-that the leader
ship which Takahna exercised was 
based upon something more than ex
ceptional size and strength. Riding the 
range daily, he saw the giant whooper 
often and he became convinced that 
Takahna had a more alert intelligence 
than most, an unusual capacity for 
learning quickly from experience. 

" He will live a long time," Dumont 
told himself, " unless some accident 
happens. With good luck, he may be 
here a hundred winters, for the whooper 
is the longest-lived of Manitou's chil
dren." 

A hundred winters? Dumont didn't 
know what was coming-the great 
white wave which would sweep across 
the West, wiping Manitou's children 
from the face of the earth. 

He had realized before leaving Red . 
River that change was in the air, but 
now this seemed remote, unreal. Ro
man Nose dying at the head of his 
fighting Cheyennes ; Chief Joseph and 
his Nez Perces making their last stand 
in the Montana hills ; the metis under 
Louis Riel battling vainly to keep their 
Red River hunting grounds-if Du
mont had heard of these happenings to 
the northward, he didn't see them 
clearly as steps in a tremendous trans
formation already under way. There 
was no change in this sunny southern 
land where he now lived. It had 
chang!\d a little long ago when the 
Spauish hacendados had pushed their 
cattle kingdom north of the Rio 
Grande ; and then it had changed no 
more. It would remain as it was for
ever. 

Spring came to the Texas coast 
lands. With all their bugles blaring, 
the whoopers spiraled upward, squad
ron after squadron, and headed into 
the north. Twice, in the course of their 
journey to the Canadian breeding 
grounds, Takahna's brigade heard the 
boom of shotguns below them and saw 
the startled wild fowl rise in clouds 
from sloughs where a shotgun had 
never before been heard. Once they 
looked down upon hundreds of dark 
lumps dotting the prairie-the fester
ing carcasses of buffalo slaughtered in 
thousands by white hide hunters and 
left to rot in the sun. 

Those were the last buffalo that Ta
kahna would ever see. Coming south
ward next fall, he heard the heavy boom 
of shotguns not twice but a dozen 
times ; the following year the shotguns 
were more numerous than ever and 
eight of his whoopers fell victim. The 
prairie sloughs where he had been ac
customed to break his journey were 
dangerous now; it was increasingly 
difficult to find safe resting and feeding 
places anywhere between the Canada 
line and the Texas coast. Soddies and 
ranch houses were springing up and 
herds of cattle had replaced the van
ished buffalo. 

In spite of all his wariness and skill, 
Takahna's brigade shrank to one hun
dred in half a dozen years. Twenty 
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years more and most of these were 
gone. The airways above the continent 
were no longer crowded. The ducks 
were hardly a fifth of their former num
ber; the great trumpeter swans had all 
but vauished ; the countless millions of 
Eskimo curlews, most abundant of all 
game birds except the wild pigeons, 
had been utterly destroyed. The prairie 
below the little bunch of migrating 
whoopers was now a pattern of squares 
and rectangles where plow horses and 
oxen plodded back and forth with men 
walking behind them. 

With incredible swiftness the West 
was filling up, had already filled up. 
Grasslands where wild fowl and prairie 
chickens had nested in thousands were 
now cultivated fields. Takahna saw 
great cities sprawled where the lodges 
of the Kiowas, the Cheyennes and the 
Sioux had stood. From the Red River 
of the North to the Brazos in the south 
the continent had been transformed. 
White men were everywhere, white 
men who killed a hundred where the 
red man had been content with one. 
From the bushy fringe of every creek 
and river, from the stubble of every 
field, from the blinds built in every 
slough that had not yet been drained, 
the shotguns roared when the winged 
travelers came through each spring 
and fall. 

Here and there, in the prairie cities 
and towns, a few farsighted men shook 
their heads but were cried down. The 
big game was gone, but the feathered 
game was inexhaustible. Old-timers 
said that already the wild fowl were 
not a tenth of what they once were, 
but that was the way old-timers always 
talked. There were as many wild fowl 
as ever. When you could see a hundred 
honkers in a bunch and maybe a thou
sand mallards, what need to worry ? 
Why, only last week some fellow over 
near the Nebraska line had seen a 
flock of five whooping cranes ! 

Two of the five were shot down in 
Northern Kansas by market hunters. 
Another-Takahna's mate-was killed 
on the great marsh which had once 
been a wild-fowl paradise, but was now 
a death trap bristling with hidden 
guns. A fourth, a golden-buff young
ster, took a charge of shot in his breast 
when, in spite of the old whooper's 
warning, he planed down to rest his 
tired wings in a patch of grassland 
south of the Cimarron. Takahna 
reached the safe refuge of Dumont's 
ranch-alone. 

He found no other whoopers there 
before him and none came in after his 
arrival. All that winter he lived in soli
tary state. One morning in spring 
Dumont watched him in the south 
pasture doing his nuptial dance, strut
ting and bowing as though his mate 
stood before him, rearing his giant 
form to its utmost height as he waved 
his wide wings in signal and entreaty, 
then scanning the empty sky for the 
white-and-gold brigades that would 
never come again. 

It was the sight of this lonely and 
tragic pantomime that brought Du
mont to his decision. Any day now 
Takahna would depart on the perilous 
journey to the northern breeding 
grounds, for, mateless though he was, 
he would respond to the migration 
urge. 

Dumont, owner of the ranch these 
past seven years, called two of his men 
and gave them certain orders. Next 
morning, with his shotgun on the seat 
beside him, he drove away · from the 
ranch house in the light car which he 
now used instead of a horse. 

(Contlnu•d on. Page 66) 
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Now in Effect . . .  the Greatest American Travel Bargain ever offered 

NOW . .  � you can tour the entire country, seeing both Coasts 

. • .  taking your choice of many combinations of routes, and with 

extraordinary stopover privileges . . . at a rate which can 

save you up to 50% on the combined Pullman and rail fare*! 

DO YOU WANT to have the greatest vacation of 
your life? Do you want to see America in Pull

man comfort and safety-at a cost so low you will 
scarcely believe it possible? 

The Pullman Company-in association with 
America's railroads-is now offering a remarkable 
"Grand Circle'' Plan. Under this plan you can tour 
the country, coast to coast-taking your choice of 
many different combinations of routes both ways 
and enjoying extraordinary stopover privileges . . •  , 

at a history-making low fare! 
You can see both New York and San Francisco 

World's Fairs! You can visit famous cities, scenic 
wonderlands you've always dreamed of seeing. You 
can plan a trip to cover 10,000 miles, or more. 

And, of course, Pullman is your home en route! 

Think what that means. Air - conditioned 
comfort. Safety, dependability, in any kind of 
weather. Plenty of room by day-a real bed for 
sleep at night. The services of a trained personnel. 
More safety, comfort and convenience, in short, 
than any other form of travel affords! 

If you live on a "through" route you can make 
part of your trip . . .  then return home and com
plete the balance later, just as long as you complete 
your entire trip within the 60-day time limit of 
Grand Circle tickets. 

You can spend as many nights on Pullman as you 
wish • . .  yet the Pullman charge (jor a minimum 
accommodation) is only $34.50 . . .  or $17.25 each for 
two people occupying this same acco=odation! 

· The 1st Class rail fare is equally astonishing! On 

an extended trip the rail rate is only 1%c 
a mile . . .  or less than half the standard 1st 

class point-to-point rail rate. 
On many trips these rates mean savings of 50% 

or more on combined Pullman-Rail fare*! 
Why not take advantage of this truly remark

able offer and plan your trip now? Remember that 
Pullman offers a wide range of acco=odations,in
cluding Berths (Upper and Lower), Sections, Room
ettes, Bedrooms, Compartments, Drawing Rooms. 
IMPORTANT NEWS! Bargain 1st class rail rates 
now also in effect for many trips of two weeks, and 
even less! See your local ticket agent or any travel 
agency for details. Take a Pulhnan vacation! 

*Compared to cost of point-to-point tickets bought at local rates. 
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as a Special Feature of "Travel America Year"!  

B US I N E S S  M E N !  
Investigate savings ou Ion� 
trips by Pullmait .. Grand 
Circle" Plan. Tickets sold up 
to Oct. 31 (good for 60 days) 
. . .  See your railroad ticket 
agent or travel bureau now! 

Ask your Railroad Ti.i-·lr•t•lll•nt"for 
Travel Bureau)  for dellcllil•rn 
"Grand Circle" and 
travel bargains in round 
ra i l  fares (inclucling 

(There is a slight added 
charge for certain side trips 
aml on a jew indiru,t routes. 
Use this map to Plan your 
"Gra1zd Circle" or any 
other Pullman trip, either 
Mcation or business.) 

PLAN YOUR TRIP NOW! Go East, go 
West, go North, go South. See your 
country! See places you've never seen 
before. Visit the wonders of Amer· 
ica 's National Parks. See seacoasts, 
mountains, rivers, cities, great plains, 
the Great Lakes. View the places 
made famous by history. Make it the 
trip of a lifetime-to be remembered 
all your life! 

'
Don't miss this oppor

tunity to become a better-informed 
and more interesting American! 

FIRST CLASS 

Circle'' 
Copr. l940, The 

Pulb::a.an ComD&n)', Chlcaa:o 

The observation club or lounge car, found on 
principal Pullman trains, is where you�re go· 
ing to spend a lot of t ime. Smoke! Read! 
Enjoy refreshmenls!  'Take your camera! 

Pullman's spacious dressing rooms are kept 
immaculately clean and tidy. They bave lots 
of lights and mirrors, too . . •  making it a 
real pleasure to freshen up during tbe day. 



PERFECT C/Jflt:�E:s-
NEW D/� SAV/NtJ P/STDN R/NfJ,' 
NEW and DIFFERENT ! This new Triple Action Oil Ring by Perfect Circle obsoletes 

old·style, single-action, oil-scraper rings. There is no other piston ring like Triple 

Action! Hundreds of mechanics who have 

seen this sensational new ring endorse it 

unqualifiedly. New Triple Action Piston 

Ring Sets do a far better job of cutting oil 

consumption, increasing gas mileage, and 

putting power and pep back into the 

engine. Any good mechanic can install 

Triple Action Rings in just a few hours. 

The cost is surprisingly little. The Perfect 

Circle Companies, Hagerstown, Indiana, 

U. S. A. and Toronto, Canada. 

� S�s 
-===:-. �� USED-CAR B�ERSI g 

Srnoke frorn the exhaust 
m.eans worn rings and big � 
oilbUls. Besuretheusedcar c:=::::> I()\ 
you buy has been recondi. � ' 
tioned with Perfect Circles. ......,.-..., .....,. . 
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He found Miguel and Juan waiting 
for him at the edge of the south pas
ture. They had followed his instruc
tions, they told him; everything was 
prepared. The three men drove a mile 
out into the plain, then stopped near 
a small water hole. Dumont, looking 
down at the grass beside the car, 
nodded. The spot at which he was 
gazing was no different from any other. 
But under a screen of interlacing reeds 
and grass was a narrow pit in which a 
man could hide. 

Dumont got out of the car, taking 
the shotgun with him, and eased him
self down into the pit. " Drive on about 
a mile," he told the others, " then wait. 
Come when you see me shoot. It 
won't be long." 

Three quarters of an hour later he 
saw a speck in the sky to the south
ward. He watched it intently until 
there was no particle of doubt. Takahna, 
having finished his morning's feeding, 
was coming as usual to the water hole 
in the south pasture for his noon siesta. 

His gun ready, Dumont crouched in 
his ambush, completely hidden by the 
grass and reeds bent above the pit. As 
he watched the big bird come on, his 
thoughts slipped back. Time and 
again he had seen a thousand whoop
ers soaring over this same spot, had 
heard their clanging trumpets shake 
the air. A fine sound ; he hadn't realized 
at the time how fine it was. Each fall 
he had watched the white-and-gold 
legions arrive from the north, brigade 
after brigade, until he had seen perhaps 
a hundred thousand come in-only a 
fraction of the vast host spread 
throughout the winter feeding grounds 
from Mexico to Carolina. 

And now they were gone-all those 
unnumbered myriads of Manitou's 
children-wiped out, swept from the 

' earth. Year after year he had seen 
them come in diminishing strength, 
their squadrons shattered by the 
masked batteries raking the flyways 
from Canada to the Gulf. The whoop
ers' great size and succulent flesh
above all, their inability to rise quickly 
from the ground-had been fatal. Like 
the trumpeter swans, they had been 
virtually annihilated. A Government 
man, spending a few days at the ranch, 
had told Dumont that on the whole 
con tin en t only a few score of the 
stately birds remained alive. Of the 
t.housands that had formerly wintered 
on Dumont's lands, Takahna alone 
survived. 

Dumont wondered at the sagacity 
and skill which had brought the old 
warrior again and again through that 
deadly fifteen-hundred-mile barrage. 
But the end was certain ; each year 
the gunners increased, the guns had 
greater range and power. Yes, he told 
himself, this thing that he was going 
to do was best. 
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The giant whooper was directly 
overhead now, but high up. He circled 
for several minutes, evidently watch
ing the motionless car a miie away on 
the plain. Then he began to spiral 
downward. 

Dumont eased the shotgun forward. 
With the passing of years, the thought 
of Takahna as his personal totem, his 
other self, had faded, though it had 
never died. But there was another 
bond. He had known Takahna for the 
better part of half a century. They 
had grown old together. That was 
why he was going to all this trouble. 

After all, it wasn't much trouble and 
it would cost just one cartridge to 
smash the old whooper's wing and 
bring him down. After that, he could 
live comfortably for years, a captive in 
a pen near the ranch house, safe from 
the gunners forever, well fed on grain. 
A dull inglorious life, but better than 
the death that was othenvise certain. 

Dumont drew his bead carefully, 
aiming at the joint of the right wing. 
Takahna floated now not more than 
twenty yards above the pit, his eight
foot pinions spread to thll utmost
a target that a child couldn't miss. Al
most motionless, he floated like some 
beautiful ship of the air, the high sun 
shining through his vast translucent 
wings, turning them faintly golden, as 
they had been long ago. 

The black muzzle of the shotgun, 
protruding only a few inches above the 
ambush, shook a little, then steadied. 

What happened inside Dumont had 
no reason in it. One moment his pur
pose was firm, his finger curled around 
the trigger. Next moment he knew 
that this was all wrong, that he hadn't 
chosen the better way. A captive in a 
pen . . .  well fed on grain. He didn't 
stop to argue with himself or weigh one 
thing against another. He jerked the 
gun down beside him. 

" He has kept his freedom till now," 
he muttered. " Let him keep it until 
they kill him. Let him keep his strong 
wings and his freedom." 

Suddenly, with a sweep of his arm, 
he thrust aside the reeds and grass 
covering the pit. He rose to his feet, 
standing erect and in plain view. Ta
kahna's great wings thrashed the air. 
With powerful beats he slid away 
down the wind well beyond gunshot 
range ; then he began to climb. 

Up and up he went while Dumont 
stood watching. Perhaps it was be
cause the man's eyes were not what 
they had been fifty years before ; per
haps some veil of vapor drifted across 
the sky. At any rate, Dumont didn't 
see the old whooper level off at a great 
height and head away into the north. 
It seemed to him that Takahna climbed 
in wide circles clear out of sight, as 
though he were going up to the high 
place where Manitou sat, mourning 
his slain children. 

MY THUMB IN YO UR C OFFEE 
(Continued from Page 19) 

how to say all you feel when you get to 
your aunt's, up in that quiet little 
Michigan town. 

The town's so quiet you're afraid 
they'll hear the hell going on in your 
head and your heart. The doctor's 
come clean by then. · He's said he's 
done all his stuff, but that it wasn't 
enough. He's said you're through 
dancing. 

So you can't answer that one letter; 
you can't even open the next, forwarded 
from Chicago. You write, " Not here," 

across the envelope, letters blurring 
from tears, and hand it back to the 
postman, because you're just a used
to-be hoofer now. And once you high
hatted Lennie. 

After a while you can walk. Pretty 
soon you can run a few steps. But 
you're never going to dance. That 
foot'll never stand the pound and strain 
of a scherzo again. 

You're through. Washed up. Most 
of your money's gone. 

(Continued on Page 69) 
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A TRUE STORY 

r:i"l Down in Bowling Green, Ky., is a curiosity L:J on wheels . . .  a 1923 ' 'A in•er" tmck converted 

into a roll ing gi'Ocery store. In i t  the owne1-. J\{r. 
Harry Stevens, coYers the entire residential a1·ea six 
days a week. Behind it l ies one of the most in te1·esting 
and dramati� stories in !.he files of Gulfprirle Oil. 

[f5l Bock in 1 923, when J\IIr. S.te,·ens fi1·st set out i n  � his shi n�' new truc·k. he knew the motol' was 
going to take a lwating. For his busin<'ss J'eq uiJ·ed that 
it run continuously . . .  idle all day long. And when a 
1 9Q3 "flivver" turns OYt>r slowly. l i lLie oil is -thrown up 
on f',vlinrler walls . . .  repair hills ge-neraJI,,· ."ikyroc·kf't. 
To solve his problem, .Mr. Ste,·cns tumed to Gulf oils. 

fiil In 1 933- 1 0 years later-he was sure he hadn't � made a mistake. For with Gulfpride Oi l  in the 

crankcase, the roBing grocery was still operating flaw

lessly. When amused friends kidded him abou t his  
·

"junk p ile," Mr. Stevens laughed . . .  promised that he 
and GuHpride would keep i t  mnning another decade. 

fAl Today - in 1 940 - i t  looks as if G ul fp,·ide and � M r. Stevens might win Lheir het. During 1 7  �·ears, 

tllf' motor or l hc !'Oiling grof·ery has 1'1 111 an estimated 

3,;,ooo hours-or 4 .•olid year.•! In all that time. the only 
re71airs ha\'C hcf'n a valve grinding joh and new spal'k 
pings-a fine t.rihu t.c to I he protective qualities of the 

world's finest molor oil ! 

The World's Finest Motor Oil 

100% Pure Pennsylvania, 
At Dealers' In .Sealed Cans Only 

You can be sure right now t.hat G nlfpride ,-ill .make 
a big difference in yonr <·ar. 

Fo1· G ul fp,·ide-friction's deadliest enemy-will  bring 

your ear prot<.-ction and economy obtainable with no 
other oil. You'll add less oil bel\Yeen drains . . .  
pay fewer carbon-.cleaning and repair bills. 

Why?-Because Gulfp1·ide is the onl�· 1 00% 
P�nnsylvania oil 1·efined by the Gulf-inYented 
Alchlor proeess that remo,·es up to 20% mm·e 
waste and sludge. It exceeds all known speci
fkat.ions-inclllll ing Army and Navy. Yet i t  
costs no more than othc1· premium oils. Ha,·e 
yonr emnkcasc filled today at the Sign of i.he 
Gulf Orange Disc. Gulf Oil Corporation . • •  

Gulf  Hefining Co., Pittsburgh, Pa. 

� TUNE IN-The Adventmes of Ellery Queen 
Sundays, 7:�0 KD.S.T., Columbia Chain 



F O R E S T S  W I T H  A F O T O R B  

AMERICA must have lumber-today. 
But so must America tomorrow. And for
tunately through selective logging 
methods, which "Caterpillar" Diesel 
Tractors help make possible, our for
ests will continue to flourish ! 

Sure-footed . . . powerful . . . 
economical and dependable on long
distance hauls, these burly machines 
have done much to eliminate the ex
pensive camps and railroads neces
sary with old-fashioned methods. For 
on its tracks of steel, a "Caterpillar" 
Diesel Tractor can head into rough, 
unbroken country . . .  cut its own 
trails if they're needed . . .  hook 
onto bunches of full-grown logs • • •  

maneuver them around the young 
timber, leaving it unharmed to ma
ture and reproduce . . .  bring its 
loads out to the mill or shipping-

: point with a minimum of waste, 
time and cost ! 

Thus the traction, power, respon
siveness, fuel-economy and rugged
ness of "Caterpillar" Diesel Tractors 
enable America's logging industry to 
replenish its own raw materials . . •  

build for sustained yields in place of 
single, golden-egg cuttings ! 

T h i s  is o n e  of m a n y  w a y s  
"Caterpillar" Diesel power contrib
utes to the nation's progress. Con
tractors, farmers, miners, oil-drillers, 
manufacturers-operators in virtu
ally every industry-use it for its 
economy, dependability, and the 
broader scope it gives their business ! 
CATERPILLAR TRACTOR Co., PEoRIA, ILL. 

C a T I II . .. P ... I L L A R 
D I E S E L  E N G I N E S  A N D  E L E C T R I C  S E T S  

T R A C K - T Y P E  T R A C T O R S  R O A D  M A C H I N E R Y 
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(Contlnu.ed from Page 66) 
So there's Myra. Fuddled, funriy 

old Myra who helps your aunt. And 
you're out for dinner and things are ex
pected of you, and you imitate Myra 
going blotto when there's company for 
meals. They scream and cheer and say 
you should do that on the stage. 

" You are going back on the stage, 
aren't you ? "  they say. 

It snaps. Something like a patent 
fastener clicks shut in your brain, 
locking an idea there. You've got to 
live. It's shoddy and cheap, but what 
are you going to do ? 

You put it on for Manny, who'd 
booked you and Lennie and who sold 
a lot of club dates, even if hewasn't 
just another night-club ten-per-center. 
Manny ' doesn't understand how it 
grinds you to worlf up a routine like 
that after the scherzo. 

He slaps his leg. " That's art ! "  says 
Manny, which doesn't mean it's art, 
hut that he can sell you without trying. 

So here you are, working banquets 
and conventions. Now and then play
ing a night club where the setup is 
right. But mostly this field where 
vaudevillians ducked when the houses 
quit using flesh. Manny crowds your 
price, and hotel managers and conven
tion committees are glad to pay it, 
once they've seen you. Nobody knows 
you. You rate no publicity. You get no 
lines in Variety. Now and again a men
tion in the newspaper in some strange 
town : " Claire Blaine, as a befuddled, 
elderly waitress, proved to be a high 
light on the program," or something 
like that. You're just somebody from 
out of town ; here tonight, gone to
morrow. 

Here tonight and lying awake in 
strange hotels and wondering about 
Lennie. And betting on him. And get
ting to be twenty-nine and lonesome 
and hopeless. Oh, the money's here. 
You work the year around and Manny 
wishes there were four or five of you. 
But you're twenty-nine and you've 
been lonesome since you were twenty
two and Lennie walked out of your 
hospital room and --

Your thoughts caught up with Now, 
as the man across the table from the 
one who had spoken of Lennie shoved 
back his soup cup. 

" Gypped is right ! "  he said, and 
Claire knew he was the one who'd 
talked to Gordon, who was emceeing 
the show. He was from the advertising 
department of the firm putting on the 
banquet. A little tough, a little hard, 
but a good boy, a boy nobody fooled 
very much, she'd thought while she 
watched him talk to Gordon that after
noon. " Look at him now ! "  he said, 
turning his eyes toward the speakers' 
table, his tone bitter. " Giving the old 
man his line ! "  he said. " Louse ! "  

Claire's eyes also lifted t o  the speak
ers' table. The louse was the beefy one. 
Anybody could see that. Arrogant face, 
tough jaw; too sleek, too florid. He 
leaned close to a shrunken little man 
whose face 'was whiter than his hair, 
and his hair was silver. The younger 
man's very posture was ingratiating, 
oily, indicating that every spoken 
word was weighed for effect. Like an 
act. Just another act. 

" If the old man was only himself ! " 
another at the table close to her said. 
" If he'd kept well, now, he'd never 
have fallen for a four-flusher like Kel
ler ! Why, ever since McCann died 
and Keller's been acting head of Sales, 
it's Len who's generated the ideas." 

" Every last one ! "  the nice boy said, 
leaning aside so the waitress could get 
his soup cup. " He's a bear-cat," he 
said. "And with three strikes on him 
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right now ! You'd never know it 
though. Look at him ! "  

The three looked. And Claire looked 
and shut back the cry with a palm hard 
against her lips. Lennie sitting there, 
at the end of the speakers' table ! His 
head proudly erect, his hair as bright 
as ever, or else the mist in 'her eyes gave 
it a halo. His face was more mature, 
more settled, stronger. But Lennie ! 

Her breath came fast and stuttering 
then. The blood pounding in her ears 
all but drowned out what the man four 
feet away said : " . . .  first job he'd 
had since he left school, that was. He 
had his sights set away Up even then, 
and he's so good that Production 
shoves him right up-foreman, assist
ant superintendent. Then Planning 
takes him away. And we in Advertising 
grab him from Planning. And before 
we can start him turning over, Sales 
outbids us, and there he is, and there 
he should go straight to the top, but 
he won't. Because the old man's sick 
and Keller's an unscrupulous louse ! "  

Girls emerged from the kitchen with 
dinner trays. It was time for Claire to 
go on. But she stood there listening. 

" Tough ! "  the nice boy out there 
under the palm said. " Swell egg, Len. 
And· in thirty minutes, now, the old 
man'll blast his chances for years to 
come. Keller'll Jilake his speech and 
the old man'll a�ounce his promotion 
to sales manager, and there Len Howe 
is ! "  He paused. 'I Tough ! "  he said 
again. "And there's a story" some dame 
gave him the air too.'� · �-· 

A searing thread of rage ran Claire's 
turmoil. A girl'd hurt Lennie? Oh, 
what kind of girl would run out on 
Lennie ? Besides herself, she meant. 
What girl, besides some fool such as she 
had been? Wouldn't any girl alive 
know that he was a prize such as --

". . . fool notion, announcing pro
motions at these banquets ! "  one of 
the three in front of her growled. 
" Think how Len'll feel, sitting there 
and hearing Keller made his boss when 
he's built Sales himself ! So busy cut
ting the buck he couldn't think of his 
own scalp ! "  

A waitress with balanced tray swung 
up to the table. It was time for Claire. 
She backed through the door, flew 
down the kitchen corridor and fell into 
line. 

She looked old, shriveled, dry. One 
shoulder up a little, both hunched for
ward ; stooped a trifle, hips forward. 
She looked as old as the hills. Almost as 
old as she felt. Unlibeled by trick 
posture, her body was as lovely as 
ever, but now it appeared ancient. 

She moved hesitantly among tables. 
If you looked up, she was just an elderly 
waitress with a blank, dead face. White 
uniform, white cap with blue edging, a 
napkin held against one cheek inde
cisively, half covering her mouth and 
chin. 

That was new. That was to get past 
Lennie. That was to forestall his look
ing up and seeing through her tricks of 
make-up. She could have touched him, 
but didn't dare so much as look, that 
close. Not even at the back of his head. 
She thought he'd hear her heart; 
afraid he'd feel her trembling as her 
hip brushed his chair. 

0 God, don't let him look up, she 
prayed. 

She was past then, her back to him. 
She lowered the napkin and stopped, 
lips forming an awed " Oh-h-h ! "  as 
Keller bawled out a girl. 

" Call that spring chicken ? "  he de
manded, his voice heavy with temper. 
" We're paying for food here, not 
trash ! Take this back ! "  he snapped, 

(Continued on Pa•• 71) 

1345 miles over lofty mountains in freezing 

cold, through scorching heat In the Mojave 

Desert, battling roads of all kinds, averaging 

almost 22 miles to the gallon of gasoline and 

using only one quart, eight ounces of motor 

oil-that's the vivid story of test driver Ted 

Ellis' sensational run that brought forth high 

praise for Pyroil. 

Ted Ellis is one of those courageous fellows who risk their necks test
ing automobiles in a dangerous way. "Recently," says Ellis, "I com
pleted a 1 345 mile test run using a car which I completely serviced 
with Pyroil prior to and throughout the entire run. 

"The motor was sealed and the car driven through mountains, desert, 
heat, cold, over all kinds of roads. The excellent results secured bear 
out to me that the continued use of Pyroil will give a motorist pro
tection to his engine and a more economical and better runni·ng car." 

Top drivers of the world, and millions of car owners, use Pyroil. It 
safeguards against acid attack on �eta! parts. Removes hard carbon, gum 
and sludge contaminations. Improves operation. Offsets many common, 

often costly, repairs. Only a few ounces needed 
at mere! y a few cents cost. 

Ask your favorite service station or garage for a 
trial Pyroil service, today. Manufactured and guar
anteed by Pyroil Company, W. V. Kidder, Founder, 
76 1 Main St., LaCrosse, Wisconsin, U. S. A. 

FREE INTERESTING
' 
BOOKLET. MAIL COUPON 
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THE TOOTHBRUSH WITHOUT BRISTLES ! * 

llr. WestS 
A miracle of modern science and what i t  offers you 
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Copr. 1940 by Weco Products Company 

eThrow away that soggy toothbrush you're 
using! That's the biggest favor you can do 
your teeth. A flabby, matted-down brush, 
one that gets limp when wet, cannot possibly 
keep your teeth clean. 

Get a new, non-soggy, surgically-sterile 
Miracle-Tuft. Use it . . .  and smile with the 
assurance that your teeth are sparkling, 
brilliantly clean. Available in three shapes : 
Regular, Professional 2-row, and new Oro 
-choice of hard, medium or soft texture. 
Unconditionally guaranteed to outlast any 
animal bristle toothbrush 2 to 1. 
* Heretofore all toothbrushes have been made with 
animal bristles. Now, after years of research, DU 
PONT EXTON BRISTLE- a product of Du Pont 
Chemistry-has been developed and is  used in Dr. 
West's Miracle-Tuft Toothbrush exclusively. 
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and the frightened girl reached for his 
plate. 

Nice little girl. High-school kid, 
maybe. High-school kids worked as 
extra waitresses in these smaller towns, 
picking up a dollar now and then at a 
banquet. Her face was crimson, eyes 
humiliated and frightened as she car
ried the plate away. 

Keller's hand, moving a sheaf of 
typed pages before him, trembled. 
Nervous. But Claire made no allow
ances for that. He was stepping into a 
job won by scheming and fraud, and 
venting his uneasy temper on a nice 
little kid. Hate of him seethed in her. 

She held her mouth in that silent 
" Oh-h-h." She held it until he turned 
irritably, impelled by the stare. He 
glanced at her, looked away, glanced 
back, scowling. He didn't get it. His 
thick neck reddened and she moved on 
a few steps, stopping behind the man 
next Keller, reaching past him for 
olives and celery. 

" Oh "-drawing back-" would you 
pass it, please ? "  

" Sure, sister." He didn't look up. 
He lifted the dish, held it over his 
shoulder, waited, turned his head im
patiently. 

She was gone, of course ; four chairs 
down, staring at one who talked ve
hemently as he ate. Standing there, 
brows registering unbelief, hanging on 
his words. He looked up, breaking his 
talk, and she shuffled on. 

" What comes off ? "  he demanded, 
half angry. Then he brightened and 
smiled. " Part of the show, eh ? Look ! 
The old girl down there; she's good ! "  

I t  was taking hold slowly. I t  always 
did. That's why it went so well. Built 
up all the way. 

She crowded in between two chairs, 
lifted a water pitcher, set it down; 
moved a fork to one side ; moved it 
back. The bald-headed man at her left 
glanced up, met her blank, dead-pan 
expression ;  scowled, grinned . 

. " Hi ! " he said, and laughed. 
' As if startled at being noticed, she 

set his coffee cup aside, picked up the 
saucer, wiped it absently with the nap
kin, thumped it down and replaced the 
cup, her thumb inside. 

" Oh !  My thumb in your coffee ! 
Excuse it, please ! " 

Then gone quickly, shuffling to the 
next table, peering anxiously over 
other shoulders while laughter rolled up. 

Faces .turned to follow her. It was 
getting over, now. She went from table 
to table, a wan fuss-budget, preoccu
pied, harried, confused. Every move 
was watched now ; laughs started be
fore she finished her gags. 

But there was no lift in it. Most 
nights there was. Low, broad business, 
but giving her the thrill of putting 
it over, most nights. Not like the hot 
surge of achievement after the scherzo. 
But even so, a reward beyond Manny's. 
Tonight, though, Lennie was in the 
audience ; and Keller, who was holding 
Lennie back from what he'd won. 

" Pass it, please? "  
The plate was handed across the 

table. Her hand went farther out ; 
stopped in precise timing. The plate 
crashed; but before it struck, she was 
on her way to the next table, moving 
silverware absently, knocking over 
water, setting the room in tumult . . . .  

She went on again behind two girls, 
moving toward the speakers' table, 
napkin at her face until she was past 
Lennie. 

Then she slowed, stalking Keller, 
who ate with sharp jaw movements. 
Nudges passed out in front. Necks 
craned. She felt the silence coming be-
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fore she heard it ;  a canopy of silence 
lowering over those nearest tables. 
That's how completely she had them. 

Her hip caught Keller's chair, jog
gling his arm. His irate face flashed up 
at her. 

" What's the trouble ? "  he snapped 
in his harsh, driver's voice. 

Blankly, she polished his saucer. 
Tension built up around her. She 
caught an anticipatory snicker. 

The cup clicked back in the saucer. 
" Oh !  My thumb in your coffee ! 

Excuse it, please ! "  
The laughs exploded like gunfire. A 

man, napkin to his mouth, rocked in his 
chair. They loved it, and in the sound 
she caught the edge she'd wanted
animus tingeing the merriment. The 
three at the table under the palm, 
then, weren't alone in their dislike of 
Keller. It made her warm and assured. 

Keller turned, trying to laugh with 
the others ; a bad try. 

" Ow !  " she cried as he hitched 
around, and backed away, and the roar 
chopped off short, and the dismay in 
her eyes put uneasiness in Keller's. 

The manager came briskly, with a 
self-conscious grin. Her cry had been 
his cue and he was unused to playing 
a part. 

" What' s  wrong? " the manager 
asked. " What happened here ? "  

She held it. The silence went flat and 
dead. She still held it, feeling them 
strain for her coming line. 

" Pinched me," she whispered, an 
�pprehensive gesture tow�rd Keller. 

Pmched .me. . . . Here. 
The response was crashing thunder 

any trouper should have eaten up, no 
matter how tawdry the device ; but 
the only quality that registered with 
Claire was that damning edge in the 
joyful yelps, which indicates dislike for 
the one involved. 

Back through the room then; shuf
fling here and there ; face blank;  in a 
hurry, undetermined where to go or 
why. Passing rolls, retrieving each one 
taken as soon as diners' hands relin
quished them. Her thumb in more 
coffee cups. Dropping property dishes. 
Going good. Going great. Putting it 
across as she never had before ; never, 
since she started out with the act, be
cause it was something besides just a 
routine tonight. 

Once more, she told herself, catching 
a breath in the corridor. Once more 
now. Keller was hers for the picking, 
any minute. 

Dessert was going out. Sounds had 
ebbed to the normal hubbub of ban
quets. She waited until Keller's head 
was turned in emphatic, self-important 
talk to a neighbor. As she reached for 
his glass, she felt those who could see 
stiffen in high expectation. Chuckles 
rose, like a burst of brisk wind in trees. 

She held the glass against her 
breast, pouring shakily from a pitcher. 
Her eyes were fixed on a far corner of 
the room, lips parted in wonder, as if 
something beyond belief were occur
ring there. The glass filled, overflowed; 
a small cascade of water dribbled down 
Keller's neck, down his shirt front, 
down to the table, splashing over the 
typed pages which were the manu
script of his speech. 

He ducked. He squirmed. He tried 
to rise, but her hip crowded him firmly 
there. She appeared to lose balance. 
She leaned farther over him, pouring 
faster, and men left their chairs, stamp
ing, cheering, while she hated herself 
for the cheapness of the device and 
loved herself for the achievement. 

As she scurried for the kitchen, a 
voice detached itself from the surge of 
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LYUYB£ A.OBNT WHY 

THB SCHBDULBD AtRLINBS OP THB UNITED STATES 
directly serve 265 cities and 55 foreign countries. With 

combined air-rail service, thousands of additional cities 

are linked to the air network. 

Many attractive, low-cost, all-expense Air Tours are 

now available which will give you a "#DO .l,.d of vacation 

this year. Ask your Tnvel Agent or local Airline office for 

sample itinel"aries, economical fares and full information. 

�_Nd���/P H/k 
�CATION DAYS are precious. 

For most of us in this busy world they represent 
only two brief weeks out of the fifty-two. 

How shall we spend them ? How shall we crowd 
the utmost joy into every golden moment? 

Thousands have found the answer in air travel. 
No matter how long or short your holiday, the 

swift dependable airlines of the nation will carry 
you away from the humdrum of everyday, straight 

through the skies to the land of heart's desire. 
And the very ride through the sky to and from 

your destination will be one of the most treasured 
experiences of your whole vacation. 

From an entirely new perspective you will see 
the gorgeous earth unfold like a living map beneath 
you as you fly. 

You will find a serenity and peace that comes 
with no other form of travel you ·have ever known. 

] ust think ! by plane, you can reach any point m 
this country in less than twenty-four hours. 

With just a little more time to spare, you can be 
in Rio, Honolulu or Manila. 

Why waste whole days in slow travel when you 
can reach your favorite playground in a few brief 
hours? .-

Flying costs less than you think-often less than 
the fastest first- class surface transportation. In 

Rio is six thousand miles away. But it costs 
much less than you'd ever think, to fly down. 

the air, meals are free and no tips are !;'ermined. · 
Make this a flying vacation for the whole family! 

Call your travel agent and book passage today. 

This edrtullional cmnpaign is sponsored jointly by the 16 major 
United StateJ Airline;, and Manufacturers and Suppliers to 
the Air Transport Indu.rtry. 

AIR TRANSPORT ASSOCIATION 
1 35 South LaSalle Street, Chicago, Illinois 
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(Continued from Page 71) 
sound:  " Look at the old man ! Guess 
he sees what the gang thinks of Keller 
now ! "  

Behind the screen under the palm 
was a chair. Claire dropped into it, 
feeling weak and sick. 

G ordon , fussi n g  with the loud
speaker, shook his head. 

" That's shooting the works, dar lin'," 
he said dubiously. " Seems you got 
away with it; but that's going pretty 
far ! "  

She didn't answer. She didn't care. 
She thought the girls would never get 
the tables cleared. She thought. she'd 
scream before they did, because she 
had to know. 

· 

A brief, swift speech. The toast
master rose. A good story, well re
ceived. Smoke fogged the room. Quiet 
had come. The fun was over until the 

how started ; serious matters im-
pended. 

"And now, gentlemen, it's my 
pleasure " -pause ; the toastmaster 
cleared his . throat-" my pleasure to 
present Emil Keller, of the Sales --" 

He choked a trifle, but that didn't 
touch the place off. Hands clapped, 
yes, in perfunctory greeting, but from 
beneath the thin spatter, rising to en
gulf and absorb it, came a rumble of 
uncontrollable laughter. It swelled, 
shook the room, as Keller, face crim
son, gathered the manuscript of his 
speech. 

He waited. The crest was reached, 
died away to embarrassed silence. 

" Mr. Toastmaster," he began, " it is 
indeed --" 

Back in the room rose a high-pitched 
scream of hysteric mirth, bursting from 
lost control in a piercing " Ee-e-e-yah ! "  
and, as if it were a signal, bedlam 
crashed again. 

Keller's flush faded to a gray. He 
stood there pilloried by their laughter. 
They tried to let him go on ; they hon
estly tried, it seemed, but choice was 
beyond their powers to regulate. He 
was, for them, a butt and nothing 
more. 

Three times he tried, each time to be 
hammered down by roaring laughs. 
Then it was the silver-haired, white
faced man who plucked his sleeve 
and gestured to his chair. You can't 

, let a man talk who is ridiculous in the 
eyes of his audience. 

Claire sat behind the screen during 
the other speeches, through the show, 
hearing, seeing nothing, enveloped in a 
narcotic lassitude. 

She started. " Oh ! "  
It was only Gordon, touching her 

arm. " Your bow, Claire." 
She nodded, rising. Then whispered 

him sharply back, just in time. " Not 
by name, please ! Just as-as old 
friend, or something? Please ! " 

Her intensity puzzled him, she saw. 
But he 'did not speak her name. 

"An old friend of yours is with us," 
he said. " I'm sure you'll want her to 
take just a bow." 

She moved slowly out, napkin against 
her cheek, covering half her mouth and 
chin. She moved almost decrepitly, as 
if afraid that the batter of enthusiastic 
palms menaced her physical safety. She 
held it while the applause swelled. 
And then, timing its height, she bowed. 
She dropped the napkin, sank low to 
the floor in that graceful, gracious, 
lovely gesture, a cheek all but on her 
extended knee, and was up and gone 
without revealing her face for an in
stant. 

Well, that was over ! Make-up off, 
she fussed with her hair, fluffing it out 
again, not daring to look closely at 
herself in the mirror. 
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She'd never go on with this routine 
again without feeling Lennie there. It 
was all going to be different now. It 
was going to be harder to do hereafter 
because --

" Yes ? "  
Her hands were stilled at the nape 

of her neck, elbows wide. 
The rap came again. 
She moved toward the door, going 

cold. 
After a long moment, while she clung 

to the knob for support, she said, 
" Lennie ? "  questioningly, and in a 
whisper. 

He moved forward, shutting them 
in. She'd forgotten his eyes were so 
blue. Blue like ice, and as cold and as 
hard, as if he steeled himself for an 
ordeal. 

" I  caught the bow, Claire," he said 
quietly. " I  never suspected, until the 
bow." 

A feeling of cold failure ran down her 
chest while she laughed, making it hard 
and bright. 

" Didn't expect ever to see me in an 
act like this, did you ? "  she said, and 
things began to spin swiftly and she qeard her voice going on and on, quick 
and brittle. She was sick at having be
trayed herself to him-a part of her 
was. But another part was saying 
things, things that weren't so;  telling 
lies about her foot, her routine, cover
ing up her dismay and shame and 
heartache ; trying to go on being just a 
trouper ; trying to stay tough and· 
brusque, as a broken-down hoofer 
should. 

But after a while, somehow, she was 
listening while he talked. 

" I  see," he said, and might as well 
have told her she lied. " I  see. But I 
wanted to tell you what you did for me 
tonight. You made a jackass of a man 
who's-well, stood in my way. Who's 
sort of tramped on my hands from 
above while I've tried to climb. They 
were going to promote him, but 
couldn't. Not after you finished with 
him. So they gave it to me. That's 
why I came up and --

" Claire ! "  he said, breaking off as 
tho11gh this were what he'd come for. 
" Why'd you write ' Not here ' across 
my letter ? I knew your handwriting, 
of course ! "  

The wait, while she swallowed just 
once, was agony. 

" Skip it ! "  she laughed, trying to be 
offhand and callous, though things were 
tearing at her heart. " It's great to hear 
such good news ! You certaiuly deserve 
it-and who was the girl ? "  

I t  was as if someone else had said it. 
Another person. In another room. An
other world. 

His brow.s drew together, puzzled. 
" Girl ? "  

" Yes. Some girl crossed you up, 
didn't she ? Working this way, we hear 
gossip. I was behind a screen before I 
went on. Your friends were talking." 

" Oh ! "  he said flatly. " It's been 
hinted to me that they thought that. 
I've been pretty busy. I've had to keep 
my eye on the main chance for-for 
seven years now." 

" I'm glad of that." Her voice was 
very small. " It would be tough, when 
you've got everything, if you'd lost 
something you wanted more than any
thing. I mean-that is --" 

His hands were on her shoulders 
then. He was shaking her roughly ; his 
face was close to hers. 

" Stop it ! "  he said through shut 
teeth. " Stop it, Claire ! Stop and back 
up and start again ! "  

" From where ? "  she cried. 
" From here ! "  he whispered, draw

ing her close. 

Your  Barbe.r says :  
"GET OFF THE WATER WAGON" 

GET OFF THE WATER WAGON! Don't soak your hair with water t o  comb it, 
barbers say. They are experts in hair care and know water washes 
away natural oils, leaves hair wild, unmanageable. Kreml grooms 
hair, keeps it neatly in place. 

DON'T GO to the other extreme and 
plaster your hair with greasy goo and 
give it a patent leather, gigolo look. 
Kreml isn't greasy, keeps hair neat 
and natural looking. 

WHILE YOU still have hair, take good 
care of it with Kreml Hair tonic. It 
checks excessive falling hair, removes 
ugly dandruff scales and relieves itch
ing scalp. 

USE KREML DAILY-the wonderful tonic-dressing that keeps your hair 
looking its natural best-easy to comb-always neatly groomed, 
never sticky or greasy-dandruff scales removed, excessive falling 
hair checked. Ask for Kreml at your drug store or barber shop. 

To further aid your hair, use Kreml Shampoo. !\fade from an 80o/o 
olive oil base, it cleanses hair and scalp thoroughly, rinses out quickly, 
leaves hair easy to manage. 

HINT TO THE LADIES: Kreml Hair Tonic puts hair in splendid condition 
for permanents-makes permanents look lovelier. 

K R E M L � 
REMOVES DANDRUFF SCALES-CHECKS EXCESSIVE FAUING HAIR 

RELIEVES ITCHING SCALP-NOT G R EASY-MAKES THE HAIR �BEHAVE 
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HISTORY-MAKING 
FAN VALU ES 

EMERSON-ELECTRIC'S Sensational 

GOLDEN JUBILEE FANS 
��� ""-�� - .Bee <Jiu-1 

For fiftY years Emerson-Electric has manu
factured top-qualitY fans, has given outstand
ing va�ues. But this season-our Gold�n An
niversary year-brings you by far the finest 
/lms and the greatest values in our entire 
history! A strong statement, until you con
sider that Emerson-Elecuic, year after year, 
has presente,d the "Most Com_plete Selection 
of Quality Fans in America." But see E�erson
Electric's sensational GOLDE JUBILEE 
FAN VALUES - then judge f.;r yourself! 

NEW ! ·Golden Jubilee 
Feature -Fan· 

You'll .find smart ap. 
pearance, fi..ne perform
ance, whisper-quiet
ness, exceptional value 
-in this tO-inch oscil
latOr, a beautiful crea
tion. Costs ooly$13.951 
Also 12- and 16-inch 
Overlapping Blade and 
10-? 12� and 16-inch 
Parker Blade Oscilla
tors. All carry the fa
mous S-year guarantee. 

N EW !  P�-P1UceJ 
EM E RS O N -Junior Fans 

The Emerson-]Nni01" 
8-inch non-oscillator 
sells for only $3.95! 
Also featured are 10� 
and 12-inch Oscilla
tors. Built into these 
new popular-priced 

· f a n s  · a r e  f a m o u s  
E m e r s o n � Electric 
qualitY features nev� 
er before obrainable 
ar prices so low! 
One-year guarantee. 

With This Fan Yo u Can 

Keep S� Rooms Cool 
If you live in an apart
ment? ftat or small home 
-if you wish to "breeze
condition" an office. 
c l u b? store? s h o p  or 
tourist court-as� to see 
the new cabinet-type, 
1 - and 2-speed Emerson
Electric Home Cooler 
Fans for window imtal
lation. Cost little to own 
• • .  to operate. 

See your nearest Electrical Retailer 
or write for Catalog No. 455. 

EM ERSON�E l E CT R I C  - -
M 0 l 01 5 .., f A N S - A P P � l A N C l l  

New York ST. LOUIS Chlcngo 
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BIGGEST W.RR B.RBY 
(Contlnu.ed from Page 21) 

tipsters-all bent on diverting some 
easy money into their own pockets. 
New York is the happy hunting ground. 
When a ship docks and another foreign 
buying commission steps ashore, the 
newcomers are besieged by middlemen 
with the assurance that they need look 
no farther for their machine tools. All 
the buyers have to do is say how many 
they want and, presto, they'll get them. 
And spot delivery too. The 
price? Man alive, nobody talks price 
over here. Delivery is what you've got 
to have, isn't it? Okay, take a tip from 
a guy whose wife's sister married a 
countryman of yours and grab these 
lathes while you can get 'em. 

All the go-between asks is one peek 
into the commission's portfolio to see 
what machines they have come over to 
buy. 

As soon as he has a faint inkling
which is all he ever gets-the go
between rushes for the nearest tele
graph office and files a series of tele
grams to every machine-tool builder on 
his list: 

HAVE INSIDE TRACK WITH NEWLY ARRIVED 

SPIVOKIAN PURCHASING COMMISSION. CAN 

GET YOU AN ORDER FOR ONE HUNDRED 

LATHES WITH ONE THOUSAND PREMIUM PER 

LATHE FOR SPOT DELIVERY. WIRE BEST 

PRICE AND PROTECT ME FOR FIVE PER CENT. 

Does that sound fantastic? Any 
machine-tool builder can show you 
more fantastic telegrams than that 
from so-called export agents. Here is 
an example to the point. A Middle 
West machine-tool builder opened his 
mail one fine morning recently to read 
the following letter typed on the most 
expensive all-rag paper, expensively 
embossed.with the name of an export 
house utterly unknown to him :  

Dear Sir : Our company is prepared to 
place large orders for immediate delivery 
for export to Spivokia of 200 fuse-forming 
lathes identical in specifications to your 
No. K4 machines. As prompt delivery is 
paramount in this case, any reasonable 
price you ask will be immediately ac-j cepted. In quoting, please include our 

1 usual export commission of 15 per cent. 
Please wire your quotation, as this deal 
may close today. 

Streets Paved With Gold 

· The Middle West machine-tool 
builder, skeptical, but not wishing to 
overlook any bets, wired back that he 
would be in New York the following 
Monday to discuss the matter in more 
detail before quoting. The unlisted ex
porter with the magnificent letterhead 
promptly wired back : 

RAVE EXERTED MY INFLUENCE WITH SPIV(). 

KlAN COMMISSION AND THEY RAVE AGREED 

TO WITHHOLD PLACING ORDER WITH VERY 

FAVORABLE DELIVERY UNTIL YOUR ARRIVAL. 

Upon his arrival in New York, the 
machine-tool builder was called upon 
at his hotel by this energetic export 
agent claiming an inside track with the 
Spivokian Commission. The export 
agent had bigger news than ever to 
disclose to his new principal. The 
Spivokian Commission was buying 
1000 lathes, not 100, as first expected. 
And the whole order was in the bag
a 5,000,000-smacker deal if it was a 
cent ! 

The machine-tool builder inquired 
who was going to pay for all those 
lathes, and how was the payment going 
to be made ? 

The exporter sporting the magnifi
cent embossed letterhead smiled re
servedly. He "had forgotten to mention 
that his company was amply financed 
to handle deals of any magnitude. In 
fact, his company bought for cash and 
extended long-term credits to its for
eign customers. Offhandedly, the ex
porter mentioned his bank and re
marked that if the machine-tool builder 
cared to, he could telephone one of the 
vice-presidents-whose name he wrote 
down on a card-for confirmation of 
the financial responsibility of his com
pany. 

The Deal That Fell Through 

The machine-tool builder did better 
than that. After calling up the bank 
and getting an unequivocal recommen
dation of the export agent, he tele
graphed his local Dun-and-Bradstreet 
agent for a special report. When he 
arrived home, there was a confirming 
letter from the New York bank, signed 
by the man who had talked with him 
over the telephone. The letter repeated 
that th,e trading company in question 
co=anded unlimited funds, and the 
bank felt every assurance that it could 
meet the largest obligations. 

Then the machine-tool builder picked 
up the special report obtained for him 
by his local Dun-and-Bradstreet agent. 
The report went into considerable de
tail as to the personal history and 
financial record of the export agent. 
The report ended with this ominous 
co=ent :  " The subject's record is not 
clear." Which is just about as near as 
the laws of libel will permit damning a 
man as a bad credit risk, without air
tight documentary proof. 

Needless to say, the machine-tool 
builder broke off negotiations at once. 
But why would a vice-president of a 
large New York bank give this ex
porter an unlimited credit rating? The 
only hint the machine-tool builder has 
been able to discover lies in an offhand 
remark tossed off by the export agent
that a well-known American financier 
was his financial backer. 

In the main, however, the palpable 
chiselers are not getting the lush pick
ings they enjoyed during 1914-1918, 
when all that was necessary to get a 
fat order from the Russian purchasing 
commission was to double the market 
price of shell lathes and distribute the 
difference in cash among the visiting 
patriots. Open bribery of this nature is 
not practiced today. The British and 
French purchasing comrb.issions oc
cupy spacious quarters in the same 
New York office building, at 15 Broad 
Street. There is daily liaison between 
the two organizations. An American 
machine-tool builder cannot quote one 
price to the French and another to the 
British for the same lathe without the 
discrepancy being aired. The two com
missions co-ordinate their buying in 
order not to bid against each other for 
the output of the same American 
machine-tool builder. 

Unfortunately for them, even the 
most careful co-ordination in their 
timing of the release of inquiries for 
munition-making machinery has little 
effect as a brake on a runaway sellers' 
market. This is because American 
machine-tool builders are fully aware 
of the enormous quantity of metal
working machinery the Allies still must 
obtain, as the war continues. Ameri
cans know with a fair degree of ap-
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FALSE TEETH 
W E A R E R S 

often worst breath offenders 

DENTISTS SAY • U S E  POLIDENT 
A thin dark film collectS on plates and 

bridges. This film soaks up odors and impuri
ties like a sponge! It holds germs and decay 
bacteria . .  , gets into every tiny crevice where 
brushing can't even reach. And it's so tough 
that ordinary brushing seldom removes it. 

Almost always it results in "denrure breath", 
a most offensive breath odor. You won't nocice 
it-but others will. 

Yet there's a perfect way to clean and purify 
false teeth without brushing, acid or danger. 
It is Polident, a powder that dissolves away 
all film, stains, tarnish and odor. Makes breath 
sweeter-and places or removable bridges look 
better and feel better. 

Grateful Users Praise It 

Thousands call Polident a blessing for con· 
venience and hygiene. Long-lasting can only 
30¢, any drug score. Money back if not de
lighted. Approved by leading dentists. 

"vt tltt '&Jt/11 Ft'nislt ""' � ljmrt'Rr! 
WAXHIDE is the 

per£ect combination 
cleaner, wax and polish. It removes 
dirt and road gnme . .  , leaves a 
weather resistant, wax surface and 
polishes to a rnirror·like brilliance. 
For better car finish and protection 
use WAXHIDE. See your dealer 
or write for trial supply. (En
close 10e, coin or stamps, to 

�0LA' .f:ct•:fi o":t•J.!!f& :�·�·� 1858 W. Kinde St. Chlca!Jo 

MONEY for CAMP 
Now is the time for you to 

earn yolir money to go to 
Camp this summer, by sell
ing subscriptions to The Sat
urday Evening Post, Ladies' 
Home Journal, Country Gen
tleman and Jack and Jill. 

Write for our special camp offer 
CURTIS PUBLISHING COMPANY 
480 Independence Square, Philadelphia, Pa. 



MIGHT suooEN LIGHT FAILURE 

BRING C"TASTROPHE TO YOU? 

d ble fullY automa� 
Depen a , .;....... 

Kohler Electric Plants 

1 500 watts - 1 1 0 ·  

volt A.C. Others, 

800 to 1 0. 0 0 0  watts 

A.C. or D.C. From 
$235. 

SumlF.N light and power failure in hospital, 
factory, police work, radio station, • etc., 
might well mean disaster. Install a Kohler 
Electric Plant for emergency use-it Starts 
auto,natically when regular current fails. 

Afso ideal for remote hunting lOdge, 
country home, cabin, store, filling station. 
Household appliances, radio, lights, pumps 
rnay be operated far from power lines. 
Aboard ship, Kohler Marine Electric Plants 
stand up through long periods of heavy
duty service. Furnish dependable current 
for running lights, searchlights, puinps, 
l!alley appliances. Compact. Econ6mical. 

MAIL COUPON TODAY 
� - - - - - - - - - - - - - - � - - - . 

: K O H L E R  o r  K O H L ER I 
I 

IE:LECTRI�IE:;.!�TSEa:.;��:�c; AND 1 
I Kohler Co .. DeJI. S EP·5D, Kobler, Wis. I 
I Send me descriptive folder : 
1 on Kohler Electric Plants. i I l I f Address I � - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - - � �  

A c c (firr�rfA N T  
Executive Accountants and C. P. A:•s carD S2,000 to 
$10,000o.year. ThouanndsofftrmBneed them. About 20,000 
Certified Public Accountants in the United Stutes. We 
train you tboroly at home In sparetlmctor C.P.A. exumlna· 
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THOUSANDS of leading ice cream retailers 
are using the new Zeroll s81f.defrosting 

ice cream dipper because it does not com· 
press, alter nor contaminate the ice cream. 
Service is more speedy and pleasant be· 
caus·e. the Zeroll is so much easier to use. 
Ask your dealer to dip with Zerolls for your 
benefit and his. Mode only by The Zeroll 
Company, Box 1 1 6, Sta. F, Toledo, Ohio. 
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proximation how many thousands more 
shell lathes their customers overseas 
will require ; how many more precision 
uinders will be needed to bolster 
airplane-motor construction ; how many 
thousands more turret lathes will be 
needed for making shell fuse noses, and 
on through an almost interminable list 
of very expensive types of metalwork
ing rr:achinery, to a sum total that 
mates arr:ounts spent for purchases to 
date look like peanut money. 

conditions under which it now does I business, as compared to 1914-1918. 
Suppose an American lathe builder ··,. ,..11111111'111!! 

The truth is, the Allies were in such 
a state of unpreparedness for the war 
that the entire machine-tool-manufac
turing capacity of the United States 
for the next two years may prove in
sufficient to re-equip the Allies· on a 
superior industrial-war-making footing 
with Germany. 

As was mentioned, the American 
machine-tool industry's peacetime ca
pacity is approximately $200,000,000 
annually. But peacetime prices have 
gone by the boards, so that figure in 
mere dollars is  of little value in esti
mating the real producing capacity of 
this basic industry. Another more re
liable gauge of the productive capacity 
of the American machine-tool plants is 
the 52,323 wage earners it employed 
during 1935. 

From the standpoint of ·the trained 
man power, the American machine
tool industry with �ts 52,323 men is 
obviously limited in its productive ca
pacity-alarmingly limited even for 
the rearmament needs for home de
fense. The Ford Motor Company alone 
employs almost twice this number of 
rrien in the manufacture and distribu
tion of its automobiles ! 

It would be natural to expect, with 
the current demand for American ma
chine tools already absorbing all of the 
1940 production, and with deliveries 
spilling over into the uncertain days of 
194 1 ,  that our machine-tool plants 
w'ould be expanding and doubling ca
pacity overnight, as they did back in 
19 14-1918. Bnt there is very little 
actual machine-tool-plant e),'})ansion 
going on. Manufacturers learned a 
bitter lesson about overexpansion from 
the last war. At its close many of them 
found themselves burdened with huge 
plants, on which they were unable to 
earn taxes and depreciation. Receiver
ship and bankruptcy wiped out a num
ber of large machine-tool companies 
during the ten-year period following 
19 18. Many more, after surviving the 
first shock of peacetime deflation, went 
on the rocks during 1933-1936. 

Buying What They Sell 

The present attitude of the industry 
toward expansion is ultraconservative, 
if not actually reactionary. Ironically 
enough, one of the most powerful in
fluences against expansion is the cur
rent high prices of machine tools. This 
is because machine-tool builders are 
largely specialists ; a lathe builder re
quires iron planers, boring mills, mill
ing machines, gear-cutting machines, 
drill presses, precision-grinding ma
chines and numerous other types of 
machine tools with which to build his 
lathes. In order to expand his own I productive capacity, he must go into 

! the open market and compete with his I checkbook against the frantic bidding 
of the foreign purchasing commissions. 
Even while charging a dollar a pound 
for his own machines, he knows he 
cannot afford to pay much more than 
fifty cents a pound for machine tools 
for his own use. 

Another reason why the industry is 
not expanding stems directly from the 
greatly changed political and economic 

does expand his plant to get the boom 
business while the getting is goo:l
who gets most of the juicy profits ? 
Not he. The Internal Revenue Bureau 
collects them, and doesn't allow the 
builder to charge off the excess ' ' war
time " cost of the new machine tools 
he was forced to buy in order to expand 
his plant. The builder feels he is en
titled to such a charge-off, because 
when he expands he provides that 
much added machine-tool capacity for 
the day when the United States may 
have to arm itself against possible ag
gression by a trade-starved Europe. 

.R Business of Specialists 

Another heavy brake on expansion 
is the serious shortage of mechanics 
skilled in the diflicul t art of machine
tool building. Machine-tool building is 
more than a trade. It requires a high 
degree of individual judgment on the 
part of a higher percentage of the pro
ductive employees than the automo
bile industry, or even the aviation
motor industry. In the machine-tool 
industry the quantities manufactured 
in one lot are small. The machines on 
which the parts are produced are, as a 
consequence, largely manually con
trolled. In the automobile industry, 
on the other hand, the quantities man
ufactured for each part form an un
broken · stream during the production 
season. Hence, automatic or semi
automatic machines, costing five to ten 
times more than the simpler machines 
used by the machine-tool builders, are 
not only a justifiable investment but 
are absolutely essential if parts are to 
be produced in mass quanti Lies at all. 
To a large extent, the automobile 
plants use machine tenders who can be 
trained in a few days to feed the auto
matic machines and carry away the 
finished work. In the machine-tool
building industry, it is otherwise. Each 
man must be a skilled machinist, or at 
least a trained specialist in the oper:1-
tion of, say, a lathe or a precision 
grinder. It takes years of training to 
make dependable machine-tool build
ers. 

This shortage of skilled labor, in the 
face of the highly publicized seven or 
nine millions of unemployed eager for a 
job, looks unreasonable. Where are 
those hundreds of thousands of skilled 
mechanics who were supposed to be 
walking the streets, back there in 1933? I 
It might be a profitable digression to 
consider this significant question in 
more detail. The census figmes for 1930 
list 640,000 machinists in the United 
States, exclusive of the related met !
working crafts like steel-mill workers, 
blacksmiths, foundry workers and 
sheet-metal workers. The Department 
of Co=erce figures on employment 
during the boom times of 1928-29 did 
not disclose any serious shortage of 
machinists. Why should there be a 
shortage now? 

That there now is a shortage permits 
no argument. The Help Wanted col
umns of any newspaper continuously 
display advertisements of good jots 
open for skilled machinists. And yet 
back in 1929 there was supposed to be 
a huge army of 640,000 skilled machin
ists plying their trade, or willing to, if 
a job was available. But that was more 
than ten years ago. A depression has 
intervened since then and must have 
shaken at least 50 per cent of these men 
from their old jobs. Some of these dis
placed men were driven to other means 
of subsistence. Some went back to the 

. .J \ .1 
,, � ! 
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New Jersey Council, Dept�SM-2, State House 
Trenton, New Jersey 

Kindly send me three booklets giving authen
tic information for a New Jersey vacation: 

(1) New Jersey; "The Nation's Playground" 
(2) Hotel Guide (3) Road Map 
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"To her the calendar "marked 
more than the mere passage of time. 
It tws a happy record of every red· 
letter day in our family. Down to 
the youngest grandchild she never 
forgot a single birthday or anniver· 
sary. 

"Naturally when she left us we 
sought to make her funeral a fitting 
expression of our love. And how 
grateful we were that in every detail 
it reflected the gentleness and fidel· 
ity of her character." 

. Every day letters are received by 
funeral directors thanking them for 
beautifully appropriate,individualized 
services. In such services the right 
casket is, naturally, most important. 
Hence the National Casket Company 
offers the widest range of colorful or 
subdued designs - in beautiful hard· 
woods or in rich, enduring metals. 
Unsurpassed strength and beauty are 
built into every detail. Thus, it is pos· 

sible to give with every N at i onal 
Casket a 

"PURCHASER'S WARRANTY'' 

-a pledge of quality from the National 
Casket Company, co-signed by your fu
neral director. And National Caskets cost 
no more. Whatever your circumstances, 
there is an appropriate National Casket 
within your means. 

Appropriately planned, properly con· 
ducted funeral services bring comfort and 
satisfaction to the bereaved. To aid you 
in achieving this, we suggest : ( l )  Select 
a reputable funeral director well in ad· 
vance of need ; (2) Remember that the 
National trade-mark on a casket is assur
ance of quality and value; and (3) Send 
for the 

52-PAGE FREE BOOKLET-"WHAT TO DO" 

-an authoritative, impar
tial discussion of funeral 
services, costs and cas
kets. More than a mil
lion copies have already 
been distributed. Write to 
Dept. S-8, National Cas· 
ket Co., 60 Massachu· 
setts Avenue, Boston, 
Mass., for your copy. 

N ATI O NA L  C a s ke t s  
-- ' . E T  t: O !\Il' A i\ Y ,  1 :\ C .  M A IJE l! Y  � A T I O N A L  C A � K  

old folks o n  the farm, and stayed 
there. Others set up small garages and 
service stations and went into business 
for themselves ; these are proprietors 
themselves now and can no longer be 
considered available as machinists. 

The most potent factor of all in re
ducing the ranks of the 640,000 ma
chinists listed in the 1930 census has 
been Father Time. Ten years have 
elapsed, during which death and super
annuation have greatly thinned the 
ranks. It has been estimated that the 
average working life of a skilled ma
chinist is a matter of twenty-five years. 
Stated in concrete terms, the 640,000 
machinists available in 1930 have been 
reduced by 40 per cent by age alone. 
At least another 10 per cent irrevocably 
changed their occupation. Which leaves 
the country with an old guard of 
rapidly aging machirusts of something 
like 320,000 men-some feeble, some 
only good enough for rougher classes 
of machine work, but all middle-aged 
and older. 

This extraordinary condition results 
from the fact that there has been no 
general policy of apprentice training in 
America since the outbreak of the 
World War in 1914. Now we are reap
ing that harvest sown twenty-six 
years ago-the old guard died, we did 
nothing to replace it with a young 
guard of machi�ts. 

Badly needing skilled men to meet 
the war demands of Europe-to say 
nothing of our own impending rearma
ment program for national defense
the machine-tool builders find their 
Help Wanted advertisements unan
swered. There is not only a shortage of 
machinists but an even more serious 
shortage of competent shop foremen 
and manufacturing executives capable 
of operating a plant on more than one 
short forty-hour shift. Rare is the 
American machine-tool plant operat
ing twenty-four hours a day, in spite 
of the unlimited volume of highly prof
itable orders going begging. 

There are at least two other serious 
factors limiting the production of 
American machine tools. In the course 
of a year or two of intensive apprentice 
training and intelligent shifting of 
skilled labor to the most exacting oper
ations, the critical labor shortage could 
be remedied to a considerable extent. 
But when a lathe builder says he will 
accept no more business because it in
volves doubling his office staff to han
dle the maze of reports demanded by 
the Government-income-tax reports, 
excess-profit schedules; pay-roll-tax re
ports, summonses of the National La
bor Relations Board, and other Gov
ernment bureaus-then he is headed for 
stagnation, decay and eventual defeat. 
It is a nasty fact to face, but too many 
plant owners show Ji ttle interest in put
ting forth any more effort than is re
quired to maintain their business at its 
present level. 

Profits and Pessimism 

But why be pessimistic over the fact 
that foreign buyers are flooding the 
American machine-tool market with 
orders at prices that have already 
lifted an entire industry from depres
sion to affluence? That question de
serves a full answer. . 

In the first place, the frantic bidding 
for American machine tools by these 
foreign buyers has ballooned the do
mestic price of these same machines 
far above the point where an American 
manufacturer can afford to purchase 
new equipment, either for replacement 
or to e>.:pand his production facilities 
for manufactrn·ing a new product. That 
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American industry at large is in need 
of new machine tools to replace ob§o
Jete and worn-out equipment has been 
repeatedly disclosed by surveys. Ex
pert opiruon consistently agrees tqat 
more than 50 per cent of the metal
working machinery used by American 
industry today is obsolete, and must be 
replaced if the United States expects 
to maintain its present position as the 
leading manufacturing nation of the 
world. In a recent survey conducted in 
a Middle West population area of 
1 ,000,000, not a single iron planer un
der twenty years old was found in any 
of the plants inspected. Most of the 
machines of thi'!l type found were ten 
years older than that. In several in
stances, iron planers over fifty years 
old were still in use. Outside of the 
automotive industry, tractor plants 
and aviation plants, and a few isolated 
cases elsewhere, the metalworking ma
chinery needing i=ediate replacement 
in American manufacturing plants 
would absorb the full-time production 
capacity of the entire American 
machine-tool industry for the ne)ft five 
years-at the most optimistic estimate 
yet published by a trade journal. 

The Menace of Peace 

Last year, more than 50 per cent of 
the capacity of American machine-tool 
plants was exported. This year, if the 
present trend holds and no Govern
ment embargo is clamped down, 75 per 
cent of our new machine tools will be 
shipped out of the country. In pay
ment for these machines we are getting 
raw gold, which we immediately lock 
up in a bole in the ground. We are not 
getting in exchange needed ra'f ma
terials. agricultural products or useful 
manufactured goods-nothing that we 
can use or eat. 

· 

France, England, Russia and Japan, 
all om present-day, big-time foreign 
customers for machinery, are n{)t buy
ing single-purpose machines from us, 
as they did in 1914-1918-machines 
that are suitable only for some special 
munitions operation, such as turning 
the outside of a shrapnel shell. No, our 
foreign customers are not buying spe
cial war machinery that will be so 
much scrap_ iron when peace dawns. 
The shiploads of new American ma
chine tools now going overseas are our 
latest and most modern high-production 
types, with special emphasis placed on 
their convertibility to automobile, air
plane, refrigerator and tractor manu
facturing when the war is over. 

In so many words, what this boom in 
American machine-tool export amounts 
to is a wild race on our part to equip 
England, France, Japan and Russia 
with faster and better machine tools. 
In a few short months after the war is 
over, these will be competing with the 
products made .by the obsolete and 
badly overworked machine-tool equip
ment of American industry. Further
more, 

· 
we can't help exporting the 

American philosophy of high-precision 
and low-cost manufacturing along with 
our tools. 

The editor of one of the most widely 
quoted American trade journals feels 
so strongly over the mass migration of 
American machine tools to foreign 
countries that he is attacking the prac
tice in his editorials and stumping the 
country, warning tool builders of the 
commercial competition wbich will be
gin the moment peace comes and the 
combatants set about recapturing world 
trade. We .are shipping them better 
machine tools than we can afford for 
our own plants, says this editor, in 

(Continued on Page 78) 
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If You're Buying a Washer This Week, Thi s  Month or This Year 

I I I tkn 6r aft' meam Me t:lt,u � � �� 

SPIRAL SAFETY SUDS  DEMONSTRATION 
See It With Your Own · Eyes At Your Nearest Apex Dealer's ! 
See lovely cotton prints that have been washed 50 times in laboratory tests 
without any perceptible wear or loss of color values. Washed not 10 or 20 times 
-but 50 times ! See how the spiral agitation of the Apex Spiral Dasher quickly 
builds a bountiful supply of Oxydol suds and gently removes all trace of dirt. 

See bow the A P E X  SPIRAL D ASHER 

washes clothes e� - �Q...;.:t�/t .. 
e In recent tests by one of America's 
largest independent testing laboratories, 
the Spiral Dasher washed cleaner and 
faster than four other leading makes. The 
results of these unbiased tests show that 
Apex washed 35% more effectively, or 
accomplished a given degree of cleansing 
31% more quickly, and was 43% more 
consistent in cleaning performance than 

the average of the four . other washers 
tested. • The Apex Spiral Dasher is scien
tifically designed with perforations, ridges 
and spreader cups to wash clothes almost 
as human hands would wash them. Now, 
see how its broad, curved vanes gently 
swish and flex the clothes, with each 
movement of the dasher, washing them 
cleaner, fresher, brighter. 

!Vater rushes through per• 
foratiotzs, aids in contactitzg 
<lothes to washing va12 es. 

Clea12sing ridget·gently rub 
the dothes, flex them and 

loosm dirt. 

Spreader mps move dothes 
outward, open and spread 

garments. 

S? D '�.Q  
IJUHIHG SSS OEMOHS111Al70H M;s:'l59!! 

A P E X  S P E E D L I N E R  WAS HER 
It's Beautiful-Massive-Durable ! 

See its streamlined beauty created by Henry Dreyfuss, designer 
of famous streamlined trains and Theme Exhibit of New 
York World's Fair. See how the Spiral . Dasher washes 8 lbs. 
of clothes clean and fresh in 6Yz to 8 minutes. See how the 
Pressure Selector selects the proper wringing pressure for gar
ments of all kinds. Then note its sturdy baked enamel chassis of 
bonderized steel that resists rust. Here is a washer that will save 
you time and money-and last for years. Compare it feature by 
fearure with washers that sell for $10.00 more. It's the buy of 
the month! The At>ex Electrical Manufacturing Co., Cleveland. 

APEX HOUSEHOLD APPLIANCES ARE BACKED BY 27 YEARS OF RESEARCH AND MANUFACTURING EXPERIENCE 



78 THE SA TURDA Y EVENING P O S T  May 18, 1940 

�� movie sta rs 
rn;: seldom leave home ! 

For business: the studios find nearly 
every type of the world's scenery 
withm a short drive of Hollywood. 
For Pleasure: this same variety of 
scene means every kind of leisure
time fun. The stars take advantage of 
it . . .  why not join them this summer? 

Relax on cool beaches, dip into 
blue combers, scale the High Sierra, 
explore Old Spanish Missions . . .  curi
ous industries. Enjoy the after-dark 
night life of a great world capital: the 
symphonies, supper clubs, celebri
ties. Sleep under blankets 9 nights 
out of 10. Southern California offers 
the finest kind of summer vacation 
. . .  a �acation that's really different.! 

2 W E E K S  I S  A M P L E  F O R  A VAC AT I O N  I N  

Faster travel makes it easier than ever to see 
Southern California in as little as two vacatio� 
weeks. Costs here average 22.8% under those 
of 20 other leading-IJ. S. resorts. Plenty of ac
commodations in Los Angeles, Beverly Hills, 
Glendale, Pasadena, Hollywood, Pomona, 
Long Beach, Santa Monica and other cities in 
or near Los Angeles County. 

When you arrive you're invited to consult 
our unique free Visitors' Bureau, the All-Year 
Club's famous hospitality center in downtown 
Los Angeles, (505 W. Sixth St.). Valuable 
guidance to vacation fun. 26 services-all FREE. 

F R E E :  A U T O M A T I C  T R I P  P LA N N E R  

Your Southern California trip 
really plans itself through this 
new unique book, acclaimed by 
travel experts as America's most 
useful resort guide. Answers all 
your questions about what to see 
and do, how to get here and time 

required, weather, what to wear, detailed cost 
schedules, etc.Lavishl y illustrated with photo-

graphs and maps. Based on 18 years'expcrience 
in serv1ng visitors ; crammed with impartial 
facts available only through this non-profitcom
munityorganization. Use this valuable coupon 
now, and get your free copy by return mail. 

ALL-YEAR CLUB OF SOUTHERN CALIFORNIA 

Come to California for a glorious vacation. 
Advise anyone not to come seeking employment, 
lest he be disappointed; but for tourists, the at· 
tractions are unlimited. 

........  FREE- MAIL COUPON TODAY . . . . . .  
All-Year Club of Southern California, 
Div. 5-FF, 629 So. Hill St., Los Angeles, Calif. 

cl �di�s �:s{�;�t�S����r�C�fl�����e!:�:t!��� Also send free routing by 0 auto, 0 rail, 0 plane, 
�bg��· c�us��i��s�i�����d :se�d (��e Abno::l:�� 
0 Orange, 0 Riverside, 0 Sanla Barbara,D In yo· MonoArea,O San Dieso, 0 Ventura, 0 Miss1on Trails, 0 Central Cahfomia. 

Name'-------------
s�ut ____________ _ 

City State __ · __ 
. . . . . . . . . . .  (:��!'�!':�.��.?����:! . . . . . . . . .  . 

(Continued ,-rom Page 76) 

effect. We are teaching them our latest 
methods in mass production. When 
this war is over, the machines we have 
sold "ill be used in an attempt to 
sweep American goods off the world 
market. Foreign competitors then will 
resort to barter and every subterfuge 
of manipulated exchange and long
term credits to freeze ont American 
goods. No tariff wall can be con
strncted tight enough to resist the 
infiltration of foreign-made goods into 
the American market, depressing the 
standard of living for the American 
workman to the level of the regimen ted 
workers of Europe. Our only hope is to 
re-equip onr own industrial plant, re
organize for more efficient production, 
and bring to bear the full power of 
American inventive genius on the prob
lem of defending our domestic and 
foreign markets against the competi
tion which will come with peace. 

At the moment, the forthright posi
tion this trade-journal editor has taken 
is unpopular with some of his adver
tisers. His outspokenness has cost him 
several important advertising contracts. 
Fortunately, however, most machine
tool builders who see beyond the lush 
present give this editor strong support. 
These machine-tool builders, as it hap
pens, form the strongest group in the in
dustry. This group is committed to the 
policy of manufactnrin�, first and fore
most, for home consumption and offer
ing only excess production over domestic 
needs to export buyers. Today, an Amer
ican manufacturer in need of new ma
chine-tool eqnipment can obtain three 
to four months' delivery on a machine 
which is quoted by the same machine
tool builder for export at eight to ten 
months' delivery. From these same 

machine-tool builders, an American 
manufacturer can still buy machines 
on thirty-day terms, or even longer 
credit terms by special arrangement. 
At the same time, foreign buyers are 
required to pay from 25 to 50 per cent 
cash with the order, and deposit the 
balance in irrevocable credits against 
arrival of shipping documents in New 
York. 

Meanwhile the dance goes on. Bro
kers and export agents swarm around 
the offices of the foreign buying com
missions. Rnmor flies by wire from 
New York to the machine-tool-building 
centers of the interior-to Cincinnati, 
to Cleveland, to Rockford, Illinois, to 
Indianapolis and Richmond, Indiana
wherever machine-tool plants hum: . . .  
The French commission has just re
ceived a cable to buy 1000 more lathes 
at any price. Make it 10,000. Who 
cares? . . . Whoops, this is like the 
good old days of 1914 and 191 5 !  . . .  
Cut me in for 5 per cent on this $1 ,000,-
000 deal ; I got the inside track to and 
I'll give you the name of the guy to 
see. . . . Listen, the Spivokian Com
mission is offering $1000 apiece bonus 
for ten weeks' guaranteed delivery on 
100 gear bobbers. You can get $ 10,000 
apiece for 'em, just as easy as five. All 
I ask is my usual 10 per cent cnt . . . .  
I've cleaned up fifty grand in com
missions. . . . I'll be sitting pretty in 
a conple of more months, when they 
start delivering. . . . By the way, 
conld you spare me a dollar or two? 
Gotta take a man out to lnnch. . . . 
�'hat, a customer? Don't make me 
la.ugh, brother ; I don't take customers 
out to lunch. This bird is a machine
tool builder. He's got lathes for spot 
delivery, »nd the poor hick doesn't 
even know there's a war on ! 

N.RZI GERM.RNY'S FIRST 
DOMINION 

(Continued from Page 31) 

that Russia is too weak to stand by it
self in the face of threats from the Far 
East and from Europe. 

Stalin's regime was a lot more shaky 
last year than he wanted anybody to 
know. The workers in the " workers' 
paradise " had become extremely rest
less. Stalin's propagandists might have 
been able to fool the rest of the world 
indefinitely, but the Russians were tired 
of being fooled. They were demanding 
more for their labor, and were getting 
less. Stalin's frantic efforts to indus
trialize and mechanize and militarize 
Russia imposed such intolerable bur
dens upon the Soviet peoples that he 
could hold them in line only by system
atic espionage and police terrorism. 

Conditions had steadily become worse 
since Stalin discovered conspiracies 
against his regime at t.he end of 1 936 
and began his merciless purges. He 
had created the most complicated state 
organization known to history, with 
public ownership and operation of 
everything, and then he executea, im
prisoned or exiled the people most 
competent to operate it. 

From evidence now available, we 
know that Stalin decided, late in 1937 
or early in 1938, after he had paralyzed 
most of the best brains in Russia, that 
he must have foreign assistance to put 
his reeling Elll·asian state back on its 
feet. IV ar was then looming in Europe, 
and if Russia got mixed np in it, the 
whole Soviet structure threatened to 
topple over. Stalin needed two things 
desperately : To keep out of the Euro-

pean war; and to import foreign brains. 
machinery and manufactnred goods on 
a vast scale. 

These two needs must have been 
uppermost in Stalin's mind during the 
critical days last August which pre
ceded the signing of the Soviet-German 
political pact. He had before him then 
the choice between striking a bargain 
with Germany or with the Anglo
French combination. And Germany 
looked like the best bet, because Ger
many was in the right geographica.J 
position to serve Stalin's purposes. If 
he played his cards properly, Germany 
might be used both to shield Russia 
from the European war and at the 
same time to supply the brains and 
materials which Stalin must get some
where to reinvigorate the famished So
viet state. But it was a tricky game, a 
game in which Stalin could never af
ford to lose the npper hand. 

When the Soviet-German pact was 
finally signed, on August twenty
fotu'th, the whole world began to spec
ulate about what it might mean. There 
were all sorts of contradictory in
terpretations. At one extreme, some 
people said Stalin and Hitler had joined 
forces to promote " tot:Llitarian world 
revolntion." At the other extreme, 
Soviet sympathizers suggested that 
Stalin had " embraced Hitler in order · 
to strangle him." In Western Europe 
and America, the most common view 
was that the pact was a deal between 
political gangsters who conld not trnst 

(Continued on Page 80) 
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thrifts-a youth who inherited from foster-parents several rich producing 

wells in the earliest Pennsylvania Oil days. His name was John· ,¥. Steele. 

The wells along historic Oil Creek, which produced his fortune, are shown in 

our
. 
photograph taken over 75 years ago. Inset shows "Coal-Oil Johnny" at 

the height of his fling. His fabulous exploits long have been forgotten, but 

the crude oil that made his fortune, is your good fortune today . . .  Penn

sylvania Grade Crude Oil, the crude from which all emblem-protected 

Pennsylvania Motor Oils-the world's finest-are made. 

(PI10lo1]rom Mather Collection, Drake Memorial Museum, TitusviUe, Pennaylcania.) 

"A twist of the wrist and I regulate 
pressure in oil sands far below the 
earth's surface," says Floyd Williams 
as he turns a controlling air-valve, on 
a Pennsylvania well. Modern re-pres
suring operations iri oil producing areas 
in Pennsylvahia have renewed many 
old wells, and made new ones flow 
faster-to the everlasting advantage 
of your car and your pocketbook. 

Carefree, low- cost motoring goes band 
in hand with regular use of our emblem
protected Pennsylvania Motor Oil. 
You'll buy fewer "fill-in" quarts; 
you'll have fewer maddening repair 
bills; you'll have a "better' car and 
enjoy it more if you'll stick to a Penn
sylvania 1\1otor Oil entitled to use the 
weB-known emblem of this Association. 

Co.pyrlght 1940, Pennsylvania Grade Crude 011 Anoctatlon 

All "hole-y" cheese isn't actually 
Swiss cheese . . .  and all "eastern" 
oil or "paraffin -base" oil isn't 
Pennsylvania. Decidedly nol ! 
Genuine Pennsylvania �1otor Oils 
are made only from Pennsylvania 
Grade Crude Oil . . .  and that one 
quality-proved crude oil comes 
from the Pennsylvania oil region . . .  
and from absolutely nowhere else in 
the world. Always remember that. 

Motor oils get "\)red," just as you do, after working for a 
long stretch. Oxidation-acids are formed. Here a Penn
sylvania laboratory worker filters out these "fatigue" acids 
for special study and analysis. This is one of many re
searches at State College, Pennsylvania, helping to keep 
emblem-protected Pennsylvania Motor Oils so far ahead 
in lasting quality, and lubricating value, in your car. 
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This is the official emblem of the 
Pennsylvania Grade Crude Oil 
Association. It is registered in the 
U. S. Patent Office and protected 
under federal copyright laws. 
This emblem is not the mark of a 
brand. It is a guarantee to you 
that a motor oil is made entirely 
from Pennsylvania Grade Crude 
Oil and that the oil is up to this 
association's rigid standard in 
every respect. 

PENNSYLVANIA GRADE CRUDE OIL ASSOCIATION • OIL CITY, PENNSYLVANIA • 
This advertisement Is published I n  the interests of produc:en, reftners, wholesalers, retailers, exporters and users 
of 100� Pure Penntylvania Motor 0111 protected by our emblem, Watch for new announcement. in this serin, 
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A M E R I C A NS L I K I.l  T H B I R  B R B A D  

B U T T E RE D 

"Dry bread alone 
will keep a man 
alive . . .  but most 
of us find it more 
pleasant to put a 
little butter on it. 

"A good many 
plans have been 
d i s c u s s e d  a n d  

JOHN A .  STEVENSON tried for guaran-
teeing food, shel

ter and clothing for workers after their 
active days are over. 

"That's fine, so far as it goes. But 
there are millions of Americans who 
think of life as something more than 
the bare necessities of living. They 
want and need such things as books, 
travel, education-food for the mind 
and spirit as well as for the body. And 
they secure these and many other 
things on the strength of their own 
initiative and self-reliance. They have 
learned to plan. 

"To this great group, life insurance 
through the years has provided the 
economic independence necessary for 
better living. And life insurance does 
it in the free American way ! Individ
uals decide what they want, when they 
want it, and where they want it. And 
then they buckle down to do the job. 

"It  is, I think, to the eternal credit 
of the American people that 64,ooo,ooo 
of them voluntarily choose the kind of 
economic and social security which 
life insurance gives them. I find real 
satisfaction in the knowledge that 
every day well-trained Penn Mutual 
representatives a�e helping Amer
icans plan · their insurance programs 
to make certain that their 'security 
bread' will be buttered. 

'In I goo, only I3 per cent of our 
population owned life insurance. To
day every other man, woman and child in 
the United States owns it and enjoys 
the higher standard of living that goes 
with it." 

� � --� ' �DENT 

THE Penn 
Mutual 

LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY 
FOUNDED AT PHILADELPHIA IN 1847 
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each other and would soon come to 
blows. 

We can see now that all those in
terpretations were wrong. We can see 
that the Soviet-German pact, as mat
ters turned out, proved to be only one 
step, although a very important one, in 
the process of creating a new imperial 
system, differing only in details from 
imperial systems of the past. 

The evidence now available shows 
that the two dictators, when they 
closed their first deal last August, were 
not sure how far it could be extended. 
Their original understanding was ex
pressed in general terms. Its final form 
depended upon the course of events. 
And during the three following months, 
three pertinent events occurred : Hi tier 
swept through Poland; the Allies de
clared war on Germany ; and Russia 
invaded Finland. 

The first of these events served to 
push Germany and Russia closer to
gether; in the partition of Poland, they 
became partners in crime. But the sec
ond event, the outbreak of war, prom
ised to restrict or dissolve their part
nership. In his intense anxiety to keep 
out of the European war, Stalin hesi
tated to embrace Hitler too closely. 
The Allies carefully distinguished be
tween Germany and Russia, although 
Russia, too, was an " aggressor " in 
Poland. So long as Stalin limited him
self to supplying Germany with sup
plies, his relationship to the Allied
German war was not dissimilar to 
that of the United States. He could 
assert the same right to sell what he 
pleased to Germany as Americans 
could claim to sell to the Allies. 

It was the war in Finland which 
finally subordinated Stalin to Hitler 
and tumed Russia into a dominion 
within the Nazi empire. All the evi
dence goes to show that Stalin had no 
idea," when he began his military ad
venture in Finland, that he ran any 
risk of getting himself into a major 
war. He believed that he could get 
what he wanted in Finland without 
seriously fighting for it, and the Red 
army began its Finnish invasion with-1 out adequate preparation. Weeks passed 
before Stalin and his henchmen seemed 
fully to realize the dangers to which "[ they had exposed themselves and their 
country. 

Who Won the Finnish War? 

Their whole previous course of action 
showed that they desired to avoid at 
almost any cost a war with the Euro
pean powers. And yet they themselves 
precipitated a war in Finland which 
threatened to attract to Russia's very 
borders the armies of England and 
France, backed with volunteers from 
almost every country in Europe except 
Germany. 

Sometime in January, Stalin ap
pears to have realized the full extent 
of the predicament in which he had in
volved himself in Finland. As things 
looked to him then, Germany alone 
stood between Stalin and the European 
war which might mean his ruin. The 
Bolshevik dictator's own blunders had 
put him at Hitler's mercy. If the 
Nazis turned against him at that mo
ment, his regime was probably fin
ished. But the Nazis did not turn 
against him. For at that moment 
Stalin made a notable decision. 

His decision was not revealed pub
licly until several weeks later, on Feb
ruary thirteenth, at a time when 
Stalin's armies were still up to their 
necks in the Finnish war. On that day, 
Stalin's agents signed the so-called 
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trade agreement with Germany, which 
was actually much more than a trade 
agreement. It was an acknowledg
ment of ·Russia's status as a virtual 
dominion in the Nazi empire. It was 
evidence that Stalin had bowed to the 
inevitable and staked his own future 
and the future of Russia upon a second 
deal with the Nazis. It was advance 
payment to the Nazis for saving Rus
sia from direct involvement in war 
with Ettgland and France. 

. Soviet Russians may still believe 
that Stalin won the Flnnish war. But 
almost everybody else now recognizes 
that Germany won it, and without the 
loss of one German soldier. It was the 
cheapest victory which any European 
power has ever won. But it was a very 
great victory. 

It made fairly certain that Stalin, 
from that time onward, would back 
Germany in the war with the western 
powers. It gave the Bolshevik dictator 
a direct and vital interest. in a German 
victory in Europe. 

General Geography 

The Russo-Finnish war could not 
have worked out better for the Ger
mans if they had planned it in every 
detail. Not only Stalin but also the 
British and French governments played 
directly into their hands. At the end of 
last January, I asked a neutral mili
tary eli."J)ert in Paris whether there was 
any truth in the rumor that the British 
and French were considering an expe
ditionary force to Finland. I had just 
come from London, where I had been 
assured that British military strate
gists had turned down the idea, al
though some French leaders were still 
insisting upon it. 

My military friend replied :  " I  think 
the British can talk the French out of 
it. I have not found any military officer 
who favors the notion. Geography is 
all against it. Germany controls that 
situation perfectly. She can do what 
she likes with it." 

This expert outlined weeks in ad
vance just what finally happened. He 
foresaw that the Swedish and Norwe
gian governments felt obliged to refuse 
to allow Allied troops to pass across 
their territory to Finland, and were 
likely to stop even the flow of supplies 
whenever Germany gave the word. If 
they did not do this, they would auto
matically turn their conn tries in to the 
first big battleground of the Allied
German war, under geographical con
ditions which favored Germany. It is 
ironic that, even after their utmost ef
forts to placate Germany, the Norwe
gians were plunged into the volcano 
they were trying to skirt. But their 
efforts certainly remain understand
able to international realists. Even the 
Flnns, after they were fighting with 
their backs to the wall, preferred to 
submit to Russia's terms rather than 
summon an official Anglo-French army 
to their aid. Finnish leaders refused 
to make Finland a battleground for the 
European powers. 

When news of the Russo-Flnnish 
peace negotiations broke suddenly 
upon a startled world, there was dis
may in England and France. The po
litical opponents of the British and 
French prime ministers accused them 
of indecision and vacillation. They 
asked why, after refusing for more 
than two months to send an expedi
tionary force to Finland, the Allied 
Supreme War Council suddenly of
fered to do so. They argued that if an 
expeditionary force was to be sent at 
all, it should have been sent at once. 

(Continued on Pa,e 82) 
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Only a penny a night for the uluxury comfort�� of the 
GREAT, NEW BEAU.TYRESTl 

A GLORIOUSLY new kind of comfort awaits you 
.I-\. the first time you settle down on your New 
Deeper Beautyrest. As you relax on this deep 
mattress, a feeling of utter surrender steals over 
your body. Never before have you felt so dream
ily, lazily ready for sleep. 

MAKE THIS COMPARISON 

Ordinary action. Ordinary springs are tied together 

by wire. When you press one spring down, others go 

down, too, forming a hollow. This type cannot give 

you supreme comfort. We know. We make both kinds: 
the luxurious Beautyrest and the "ordinary action" 
mattress. 

Beautyrest action. Inside the New Beautyrest are 837 
resilient springs. Each spring is separate from the 

others-not tied together. So each "gives" indepen

dently to the slightest pressure of your shoulders, 

elbows, hips. You get buo11ant support for every part 
of your body. 

Guaranteed for 10 years I The New Beautyrest is guaran

teed for 10 years, but under normal use it should last even 

longer. At the United States Testing Co., Inc., Hoboken, N. J., 
a Beautyrest was rolled, crushed, pounded 489,000 times-yet 

was still in sound-sleeping condition-it lasted 3 times longer 
than any other mattress tested. It is the only mattress regu
larly tested and endorsed by this famous laboratory. 

The edges of the New Beautyrest never sag, because they 

are of patented construction. You get u mid-mattress " comfort 

to the very edges. 

NEW DEEPER BEAUTYREST 
MADE ONLY BY 

SIMMONS COMPANY 
CHICAGO 

Beautyrest stays sanitary inside, too . . . thanks to 8 Ventila
tors that " breathe in" fresh air. expel stale air. 

Only a penny a night I You.r New Beautyrest costs $39.50 
(time payments easily arranged). Based on our 10-year guar

antee, this price comes down to about a penny a night. '\-Vhere 
else can you get such " luxury comfort" for so little? See the 

New, Deeper Beautyrest at your furniture or department store 
today. 

IMPORTANT: If you are shown mattresses nrE ��;ew 

supposed to be "just as good" as Beauty- _BeautJ!.rest 
rest, remember that no other mattress in su!��(;�0,j9l�o> 
the world has ALL Beautyrest's advan- -=::E"£'::.! .. _ 
tages. Insist upon seeing this label. SIM�:!�! .. �e.�!Nv 
Beautyrest Box Spring, for use with Beautyrest mattress, 
$39.50. Or get the Ace Coil Spring, $19.75. 
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Seal the cylinders ! Save oil! 
"Say, I haven't added 
a drop of oil between 
changes since you put 
i n  S e a l e d  P o w e r  
Rings." 

"I understand Sealed 
Power Rings are used 
as original equipment 
in leading automo: 
biles." 

"One more question: 
What is this Sealed 
P o w e r  T r i p l e  ' S '  
Service?" 

· 

Look for the Sealed Power Girl-the trade 
mark· of quality in motor parts. And ask 
for Sealed Power Rings by name. Any car 
dealer or repairman can supply them. Be 
sure he uses .the Sealed Power Oil and 
Gasoline Economy Manual in checking 
your motor before making any repairs. 

• "Your experience is identical 
with the experience of thousands 
of motorists. Sealed Power Rings 
end oil waste,restore pep, power.'' 

• "Right you are-the makers of 
over 83% of America's automo
biles use Sealed Power Rings as 
standard equipment. That's why 
we stick to Sealed Power. We 
know they're engineered right!" 

• "It's simply a super-checking 
service to see that your car is re
paired properly. Every part is 
double-checked by us with a 
Sealed Power specialist. You can 
follow the recommendations 
completely." 

SEALED POWER CORPORATION 
Long the ring leader . . .  Now the line leader 

MUSKEGON, MICHIGAN • WINDSOR, ONT. 

Piston Rings, Pis tom, Pins, Valves, Sleeves, King Bolts, 

Bushings, Water Pumps, Tie Rods, Front End Parts 

Sealed Power 
Piston Rings 
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To this argument, the British and 
French prime ministers never made an 
effective reply. But they could have 
made one, if they had cared to reveal 
certain· facts. Because they knew, as 
many of their critics did not know, 
that relationships between Germany 
and Russia had become completely 
transformed in the very midst of the 
Russo-Finnish war. When that war 
started, Allied statesmen still had rea-
son to believe that Stalin's deal with 
Hitler was not final, and that the Rus
sian dictator was no more eager for 
Germany to win the war than for 
England and France to win i t .  
They counted upon him t o  play for 

' stalemate in the European war, and 
therefore to restrict his assistance to 
Germany. Some of them even hoped 
he would eventually turn against Ger
many and join the Allies. 

When reluctant British politicians 
belatedly yielded to French P,ressure 
and agreed to organize an expedition
ary force for Finland, they made a gift 
to Hitler which he had hoped for, but 
could hardly have expected. They pre
sented the Nazis with an opportunity, 
without appearing to lift a finger, to 
rescue Stalin from Anglo-French at
tacks. They thus cemented Stalin's 
adherence to the swelling Nazi empire. 
There is reason to doubt that Germany 
would have ever struck so boldly in 
Norway, if this allegiance of Russia had 
not been so cemented. 

The deal which Stalin and Hitler 
closed last February, in the midst of 
the Finnish war, ranks in historical im
portance with the deal they closed in 
August. Although its full details are 
not likely to be made public for some 
time, it is already clear that Stalin has 
taken down for the Germans most of 
those barriers which Soviet Russia 
previously erected against all foreign
ers. In 1937, Stalin had shot and im
prisoned several hundred Germans 
then living in Russia, in order to keep 
Hitler from learning just how mat
ters stood in Soviet industry. But 
since last February Stalin himself has 
handed over most of his industrial se
crets to the Nazis assigned to re
organize his industry. 

Stalin's Second Deal 

The Germans wasted no time in 
sealing their new bargain with Stalin. 
Si.hce last February, German techni-

' cians and experts of every kind have 
poured into Russia. Moscow's hotels 
are not big enough to acco=odate 
them all. Some of them have been 
given posts previously held by Soviet 
commissars. No group of foreigners 
since the revolution has been en
trusted with so much authority. Stalin 
has turned over to the Germans not 
only individual factories and enter
prises but whole sectors of industry. 
The Germans have begun to reorganize 
industries which have nothing to do 
with war, including those making 
clothing and household necessities for 
which the Soviet peoples are clamor
ing. It has become obvious that Stalin, 
in making his second deal with Hitler, 
has gone too far now to turn against 
the Germans unless and until the Ger
mans are losing their war. 

It is impossible for those who have 
not lived in Russia continuously for 
years to realize how the Soviet peoples 
suffer from chronic shortages of things 
to eat and wear and use. The shortage 
was bad enough during the four years 
I lived there, but it has become much 
worse since I left Russia at the end of 
1937. I spent days recently talking 
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with two American friends who have 
lived in Russia for a decade, and who 
stayed there during all the recent sen
sational developments, including the 
Finnish war. They told me that living 
conditions are worse now than at any 
time since the famine of 1932. Russia 
has had two poor harvests in succes
sion, due largely to breakdowns in ag
ricultural machinery. Scarcity of food 
has been accompanied by even more 
severe scarcity of clothing and house
hold necessities. Whenever any shop 
gets new stock, eager lines of people 
stand for hours until the shop puts up 
a notice that i t  is sold out. 

Peaceful Plunder 

When one of my American friends 
left Russia this spring, he decided to 
dispose of some odds and ends of used 
clothing and household utensils he had 
taken in with him. The word got 
around among his Russian acquaint
ances, some of whom hold high posts 
in the Soviet hierarchy. They de
scended upon him and begged him to 
sell them everything he possessed at 
his own price in paper rubles. One of 
the most popular and highly paid ac
tresses in Russia pleaded with him to 
sell his worn shirts and suits, his soiled 
neckties and scuffed shoes. She wanted 
them for her husband, a successful ex
ecutive who, she explained, had not 
been able to buy clothes for himself for 
a year. She went into the kitchen and 
saw several coffee cans. She asked 
eagerly : " Will you sell me those ? "  My 
friend explained that they were only 
empty tins, which she was welcome to 
take. She answered: " Oh, no, I will 
pay you for them. Tin cans-are worth 
a lot of money in Moscow." 

My other friend from Russia had 
visited Eastern Poland shortly after 
the Russian occupation. He reported 
that he had never seen a region so 
thoroughly devastated in so short a 
time. The devastation, however, was 
no planned outrage or systematic 
spoliation. In fact, my friend reported 
that the Soviet troops were admir
ably disciplined. The devastation was 
the spontaneous behavior of a human 
swarm hungry for things they had 
been deprived of for years . 

When the Russians came in, they 
found the Polish shops fairly well 
stocked with cheap clothing and house
hold goods. The most quick-witted 
Soviet soldiers telegraphed to their 
wives to rush to Poland as fast as they 
could get th\)re, and to bring with them 
all the money they could lay their 
hands on. Within two weeks of the 
occupation, every shop in the whole 
region was completely cleaned out; 
Russian soldiers and their wives had 
swept through them like a cloud of lo
custs, eagerly buying even odds and 
ends which the Poles themselves had 
rejected and which had littered shop 
shelves for years. And then, having 
done such a roaring business, the shop
keepers found themselves holding 
quantities of paper rubles, only to dis
cover that their new fatherland could 
not provide them with fresh stock. 
Most of the shops closed down because 
they could get nothing more to sell. 

These personal experiences of two 
responsible Americans may help to 
explain why Stalin decided that he 
must have foreign help. And the strain 
imposed upon the worm-eaten Soviet 
industrial structure by the Finnish 
war sufficed to dissolve any remaining 
doubts Stalin may have retained. 

So Stalin concluded his second deal 
with Hitler, and that deal changed the 

(Continued on Page 85) 
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7His-8�£AKFASTHRPS tiS 
GET A Klt'K fJIIT fJF LIFE 

Just the thing' to lift the lid on that morning

appetite-*a cupful or more of milk poured 

on two National Biscuit Shredded Wheat and 
fruit. It's the true rich inner flavor of pure 

whole wheat, toasted in crisp and tender 
strands . . .  It is delicious balanced nourish· 

ment, all in one dishful - eight vital food 

* 

values-tthiee Vitamins (A, B1 and C) , Pro· 

teins, Iron, Calcium, Phosphorus and Carbo· 

hydrates. All these precious elements that we 

need, in one simple breakfast that's mighty 

good to taste. At your food store say National 

. Biscuit Shredded Wheat -for a balanced 
breakfast your family will relish. 

N AT I O N A- L . B l  U 
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OF all the gifts for the bride-to-be, there's none 
more welcome than sparkling Pyrex ware I And 
there are few that are easier to give, for Pyrex 
Oven ware prices have been reduced 30% to SO% 
within two years. 

Go to your dealer's today. See the new sets and 
other recent additions to this famous line. For ·
wedding presents or showers your dollar today .. 
buys an amazing lot of Pyrex ware. And remem
ber, each gleaming piece can be used for baking, 
serving, and storing. Loo for the PYREX name 
on every dish . . .  famous for a quarter century. 
Coming Glass Works, Coming, N. Y. 

DESIGNED to 'take care of 90% of her baking needs ! 
New Home Baker set contains 17 pieces including 
new 8-oz. red-marked level-full measuring 
cup. Just one of the 7 attractive Pyrex wace 
sets priced from 39c up. Home Baker set, #295 

TIA FOR TWO or a party of ten I Smart Flameware 
all-a:lass teakettle with chrome trim. Water level 
always visible. Handy for boiling, and $295 
serving vegetables, soups or fruits. Use 
ria:ht over open flame. 2}-2 qt. size only. 

A GRAND START FOR COOKING IN GLASS I 9-piece 
"Economy" set includes �.!A.?' pie plate, new 8-oz. 
level-full red-marked measuring cup, six 7 9 lo 
4-oz. custard cups with handy wire rack. y 
Set #179, packed in smart new lift box, only 

WHAT B R I D E  WON'T RAVE over this Flameware 
Double Boiler, Grand for icings, cuatards, cereals 
and sauces. Bottom pact alone makes a $3 4 5 
convenient saucepan I The big 1 }-2 qt. size 
$3.95. 1 qt. small-family size only . 

PICTURE THIS ON H E R  TABLE I Attractive 8-piece 
matched set for baking, serving, storing: deluxe 1 �  
qt. casserole with pie plate cover, and six $1 O O dainty custard cups. Clear Pyrex glass 
bakee better! Set #145, lift-packed, only . .  , 

ALL·G�ASS SAUCEPAN for cooking, serving, storing 
... can also be used in the oven. Lock-on cover. Con
venient pouring lip. Straight sides. Wide, 
fiat bottom. Cool glass handle. Three sizes: 
2 qt. $2.25; 1J,i qt. $1.95; 1 qt. size only . . . .  

WHAT EVERY B R I D E  NEEDS I She'll love this fine 11-
piece set! Includes 1 � qt. knob cover casserole, lOJ1 .. 
utility dish, 9�" pie plate, 9YS .. loafpan, six $2 4 5 
4-oz. cuatard cups, 8% .. cake dish with 
handlee. Set �245, &ift-packed, only . . . . • •  
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NO M O R E  JOKES about bride's coffee with this 
Flameware percolator with glass pump. Makes rich, 
delicious coffee. Easy to clean I Glass han- $ 2 4 5 
die can't char. Doubles as utility pitcher. 

6-cup size foe THEM, only 

A PRODUCT OF CORNING 
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whole appearance of the Allied-German 
war. Those Allied statesmen who had 
been figuring that Russia was no worse 
than a malevolent neutral, now had to 
face the fact that Russia's doors were 
thrown wide open to the Germans, 
who are just as free to organize Russia 
for their own purposes as Great Britain 
is free to organize Canada-and prob
ably more so. There is no longer any 
question of fighting Germany, and not 
fighting Russia. The N azis have sucked 
Russia into their system. 

/l.s for German strategists, several 
interesting possibilities opened before 
them. After months of maneuvering 
they had finally got Stalin where tliey 
wanted him. They had succeeded in 
erecting the skeleton of a vast land 
empire extending from Central Europe 
to the shores of the Pacific. But the 
skeleton had been put together in a 
terrific hurry, and not even all the 
bones were in the right places. The 
G ermans would require years, and 
probably generations, to clothe those 
bones with flesh. Breaking every 
known historical record, the Nazis had 
acquired a full-fledged empire in less 
than five years. Their job now was to 
hang onto it. 

Last February, :-.J"azi group leaders, 
who tell Germans what to think, began 
to pass the word around among the 
people that time was now on the side 
of Germany, and that German armies 
did not need to attack the Allies unless 
they chose to do so. The German peo
ple were assured that their leaders 
might decide not to fight any serious 
war at all in the west, and that even
tually the British and French " war 
mongers " would get tired of sitting 
forever outside Germany's impregna
ble Siegfried line. Nazi agitators 
pointed to the political crisis in France 
as evidence of the restlessness of the 
French people. The German people 
were told they had already won their 
war, because there was no power on 
earth which could make the Germans 
disgorge what they had already won. 

That is what the ordinary German 
people were told by the group leaders. 
But meanwhile some of the " radical " 
advisers around Hitler-those who 
have come to great power recently
argued a different course. They insiJted 
the British and French were so deca
dent that they could be completely 
overwhelmed-that now was the time 
to strike ; that by taking risks Germany 
might become the imperial center of all 
European possessions throughout the 
world. Hitler makes his own decisions, 
but he could not help but be influ- . 
enced by this paean of possible tri
umph, dinned into his ears repeatedly. 
It was at this time that Britain clamped 
down on Scandinavian products flow
ing toward Germany, and laid mine 
fields in Norwegian neutml waters. 
Hitler's anger balanced the scale in fa
vor of the arguments of the " radicals." 

Cutting Up Europe 

Meanwhile the Nazis have pushed 
ahead with brutal efficiency and relent
less speed their schemes for turning up
side down the social and economic and 
financial structure of more than half the 
European continent. Some of their ter
rific bursts of energy have direct mili
tary objectives. Hundreds of thou
sands of men are at work, under various 
forms of compulsory labor, building 
new fortifications and motor highways 
and railways and canals in Germany 
proper, and in its new possessions in 
Austria, the Czech provinces, Poland 
a,nd Denmark, as well as in Russia. 
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But some of the Nazi projects are 
not military ; they are. more nearly 
revolutionary. Great masses of popu
lation have been hurled around, whole 
states have been virtually knocked to 
pieces, and others have been set up. 
Whole classes of people, numbering 
millions, have been dispossessed and 
others have been set in their privileged 
places. Three hundred and sixty thou
sand Germans have been brought back 
from foreign co'untries this year and 
settled in Germany. Hundreds of 
thousands of Poles and Czechs have 
been moved into Germany to do menial 
tasks. The Jews of G ermany and the 
Czech provinces and Poland have been 

. picked up by the thousandsand dumped 
into a Jewish reserve in Poland. 

These things went on, and are still 
going on, with less notice than the great 
battles which began when Germany 
took Denmark and struck into Nor
way. But these things mean that East
ern Europe, no matter whether the 
Germans win or lose their war, can 
never be the same as it was before. 

Empire Without Cement 

Empire building has usually been a 
slow process. Historians have to dig 
laboriously through the records of cen
turies to unearth th.e development of 
most existing empi!es. But the new 

• German empire is being built up at 
such breakneck speed that most of us 
cannot keep up with its growth. In 
about two years the Nazis have added 
to their new empire four important Eu
ropean countries and one Eurasian do
minion. They have constructed the 
framework of a compact contiguous 
land empire whose potential power and 
influence are incalculable. 

The question remains whether an 
empire erected at such mad speed can 
possibly last. The G ermans have con
centrated upon themselves the hatred 
of millions of their new subjects ; not 
only the slow hatreds developed 
through centuries of conquest but the 
living hatreds of people who have seen 
their loved ones killed or crippled or 
shut up in concentration camps. The 
Germans naturally have not been able, 
in two years, to cement together the 
units of their new empire as other em
pires have done through generations or 
centuries. There is little or no organic 
unity in the Nazi empire. 

And this new German empire, even . 
before its skeleton is completed, faces ·1 
in mortal combat the ancient empires 
of England and France. Because of what 
happened in Russia last February, 
the European actors have shifted their 
roles. Nazi Germany, long familiar as 
the aggressor nation, has begun to act 
like a satisfied power, and Na,zi states
men have begun to talk about main
taining the status quo. They are argu
ing that Britain and France, not Ger
many, are now the aggressor powers in 

·Europe, seeking to upset the status of I small nations who want peace. They 
were already advancing this argument 
when the Norwegian crisis came. They 
followed through boldly by saying they 
would not have struck into Norway had 
it not been for Britain's penetration of. 
neutral Norwegian coastal waters. 

In just one sense, there is some basis 
for the Nazi claim. The Nazis, for the 
first time, are more interested in keep
ing their plunder than in getting more. 
And the Allies, looking at the new 
Nazi empire, feel they must knock it 
down immediately, before it consoli
dates itself. If they fail to do that, 
they foresee that they way have to 
face later a world power stronger than 
the two of them combined. 

It may cost you as 
much to drive . 

2. "Losing money huris - no 
matter how you lose it," says 
the Hartford Insurance repre· 
sentative. "So the NEW way of 
buying insurance starts with an 
expert analysis of all risks to 
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you first against possible large 
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seem. A small premium may 
save you thousands of dollars 
in losses. Better look into this 
NEW way ! 

Hartford Accident ·and� Indemnity 
Company 

Hartford Fire Insurance·Company 
To learn more about the NEW way of buying in
surance, just call Western Union (in ·Canada, call 
Canadian National Telegraphs) and ask for the 
name of the Hartford representative nearest you. 
Or get

. 
in touch with your own insurance broker. 

T�E TWO HARTFORD$ W R I T E  PRACTICA LLY EVERY FORM 
OF I N SURANCE E X.CEPT L I FE Hartford, Connectic111 

85 



86 THE S.RTURD.II Y EVENI N G  P O S T  May 18, 1940 

YOU 
WOULDN'T 
BUY 
A 1905 
PHONOGRAPH 

'fJ�o you shave with a 
razor invented before 1900? 

'The first successful safety razors came 
on the scene about 1900-40 years ago. 
Since that rime few really imponam ad
vancements were made in razor design 
unril the invemion of the Schick maga
zine- type razor. Improvements in rhar 
product resulted in the Schick lnjecror 
R_azor. Alrea�y, more. than 5,000,000 
men ·have swJtched to this up-ro-dare 
shaving instrument. 

. $100 
The " POPULARITY" KIT -
Smart, pigskin-grain case contains Schick 
Injector Razor and Injector cartridge of 1 2  
double·thick Schick Blades. 20·year razor 
guarantee ·stamped in bottom of e'·ery Kit. 
MagazineRepeatingRazorCompany,Bridge. 
port, Conn. and Niagara Falls, Ont. 

Same prices now prevail in Canada 

1. Blade Comer Guards 
. . .  among the most im
portant contributions 
to s,fer shaving are 
Schick Injector's -cor
ner guards which shield 
your face against nicks 
a n d  scratches from 
sharp blade corners. 

3. Shaving A11gle . . . 
W'irh the Schick In· 
jector, the angle be
tween the bla d e  and 
face is the smallest of 
any popular razor. Just 
right for the average 
man's whiskers. 

5. Double Thick Blades 
. . . Schick Blades are 
just as long and twice 
as thick as ordinary 
blades-3 times thicker 
than wa/e1·-thitl ones. 
They are able to take a 
really thorough sharp· 
ening at the factory! 

2. Solid Guide Bar . . , 
Schick Inj ector per
fected solid11toothless" 
guide bar to control 
skin "action" in front 
of blade edge; avoids 
nic�s, scratches by ./lnt· 
/enmgskin. You can even 
shave ag

.
�inst the grain. 

4. ComjJact Head . . .  
Schick Injector also 
has the smallest ·head 
of any popular razor. 
Half as deep, but shaves 
just as wide an area; 
gets into hard to shave 
spots with ease. 

6. Oii·Sealed Blades , . ,  
Schick Blades are sealed 
in this metal Injector 
cartridge in a bath of 
oil.  Keen edges sus· 
pended in space. Noth· 
i n g  can r u b  or d u l l  
them. You buv blades 
20 or 12 at a [ime. 

7. Automatic B lade 8. lnsta11/ Clea11i11g . . .  
Cha11ge . , . A pull and Nothing to take apart 
push onlnjecrorshoots when you dean this  
out old blade, slides in razor. A quick flush 
fresh one itlSiantly. under faucet does trick. 
Nothing to take apart. No "teeth" to clog up. 
Nothing to reassemble. No wiping necessary. 

Fast becoming America's most popular razor! 

FREEDOM'S 
Jl HllRD·B O UGHT THING 

(Continued fr-om Pa•• 13) 

" The freedom sickness ? "  said Cue. 
" The freedom sickness," said the old 

woman, and her little eyes glittered 
like sparks. " Some they break and 
some they tame down," she said, " and 
some is neither to be tamed or broken. 
Don't I know the signs and the sor
row-me, that come through the mid
dle passage on the slavery ship and 
seen my folks scattered like sand ? 
Ain't I seen it coming, Lord-0 Lord, 
ain't I seen it coming ? "  

" What's coming ? "  said Cue. 
"A darkness in the sky and a cloud 

with a sword in it," said the old 
woman, stirring the pot, " because 
they hold our people and they hold our 
people." 

Cue began to tremble. " I  don't 
want to get whipped," he said. " I  
never been whipped-not hard. "  

" They whipped your Grandaddy 
Shango till the blood ran twinkling 
down his back," said the old woman, 
" but some you can't break or tame." 

" I  don't want to be chased by dogs," 
said Cue. " I  don't want to hear the 
dogs belling and he paterollers after 
me." 

The old woman stirred the pot. 
" Old Marster, he's a good marster," 

said Cue. " I  don't want to do him no 
harm. I don't want no trouble or pro
jecting to get me into trouble." 

The old woman stirred the pot and 
stirred the pot. 

" 0 God, I want to be free," said 
Cue. " I .just ache and hone to be free. 
How I going to be free, Aunt Rachel ? "  

" There's a road that runs under
ground," said the old woman. " I never 
seen it, but I knows of it. There's a 
railroad train that runs, sparking and 
snorting, underground through the 
earth. At least that's what they tell 
me. But I wouldn't know for sure," 
and she looked at Cue. 

Cue looked back at her bold enough, 
for he'd heard about the Underground 
Railroad himself-just mentions and 
whispers. But he knew there wasn't 
any use asking the old woman what 
she wouldn't tell. 

" How I going to find that road, 
Aunt Rachel ? "  he sa.id. 

" You look at the rabbit in the brier 
and you see what he do," said the old 
woman. " You look at the owl in the 
woods and you see what he do. You 
look at the star in the sky and you see 
what she do. Then you come back and 
talk to me. Now I'm going to eat, be
cause I'm hungry." 

That was all the words she'd say to 
him that night;  but when Cue went 
back to his loft, her words kept boiling 
around in his mind. All night he could 
hear that train of railroad cars, snort
ing and sparking underground through 
the earth. So, next morning, he ran 
away. 

He didn't run far or fast. How 
could he? He'd never been more than 
twenty miles from the plantation in his 
1ife ; he didn't know the roads or the 
ways. He ran off before the hom, and 
Mr. Wade caught him before sundown. 
Now, wasn't he a stupid man, that 
Cue? 

When they brought him back, Mr. 
\Yade let him off light, because he was 
a good boy and never run away before. 
All the same, he got ten, and ten laid 
over the ten. Yell ow Joe, the head 
driver, laid them on. The first time the 
whip cut into him, it was just like a fire 

on Cue's skin, and he didn't see how he 
could stand it. Then he got to a place 
where he could. 

After it was over. Aunt Rachel crope 
up to his loft and had her grand· 
daughter, Sukey, put salve on his back. 
Sukey, she was sixteen, and golden
skinned and pretty as a peach on a 
peach tree. She worked in the Big 
House and he never expected her to do 
a thing like that. 

" I'm mighty obliged," he said, 
though he kept thinking it was Aunt 
Rachel got him into trouble and he 
didn't feel as obliged as he might. 

" Is that all you've got to say to 
me, Son Cue ? "  said Aunt Rachel, 
looking down at him. " I  told you to 
watch three things. Did you watch 
them ? "  

" No'm," said Cue. " I  run off in the 
woods just like I was a wild turkey. I 
won't never do that no more." 

" You're right, Son Cue," said the 
old woman. " Freedom's a hard-bought 
thing. So, now you've been whipped, I 
reckon you'll give it up." 

"I been whipped," said Cue, " but 
there's a road running underground. 
You told me so. I been whipped, but I 
ain't beaten." 

" Now you're learning a thing to re
member," said Aunt Rachel, and went 
away. But Sukey stayed behind for a 
while and cooked Cue's supper. H e  
never expected her t o  d o  a thing like 
that, but he liked it when she did. 

When his back got healed, they put 
him with the field gang for a while. 
But then there was blacksmith work 
that needed to be done and they put 
him back in the blacksmith s�op. And 
things went on for a long time just the 
way they had before. But there was a 
difference in Cue. It was like he· d lived 
up till now with his ears and his eyes 
sealed over. And now he began to open 
his eyes and his ears. 

He looked at the rabbit in the brier 
and he saw it could hide. He looked at 
the owl in the woods and he saw it went 
soft through the night. He looked at 
the star in the sky and he saw she 
pointed north. Then he began to figure. 

He couldn't figure things fast. so he 
had to figure things slow. He figure 
the owl and the rabbit got wisdom the 
white folks don't know about. But he 
figure the white folks got wisdom he 
don't know about. They got reading 
and writing wisdom, and it seem 
mighty powerful. He ask Aunt Rachel 
if that's so, and she say it's so. 

That.'s how come he learned to read 
and write. He ain't supposed to. But 
Sukey, she learned some of that wis
dom, along with the young misses, and 
she teach him out of a little book she 
tote from the Big House. The little 
book, it's all about bats and rats and 
cats, and Cue figure whoever wrote it 
must be sort of touched in the head 
not to write about things folks would 
want to know, instead of all tho>e 
trifling animals. But he put himself to 
it and he learn. It almost bust his 
head, but he learn. It's a proud day 
for him when he write his name, 
" Cue," in the dust with the end of a 
stick and Sukey tell him that's right. 

Now he began to hear the first rum
blings of that train running under
ground-that train that's the "Cnder
ground Railroad. Oh, children. re
member the names of LeYi Coffin and 

(Contlnu•tl on Pa•• 88) 



HE LIVED TO TELL A TALE 
OF OLD SALEM . . .  

lecause12SOsaved Atm /om ckpatr 
H I S  HOPES of a literary career crushed 
after years of striving by the repeated re
fusals of a publisher to accept his work, 
Nathaniel Hawthorne was dose to de
spair. At this dark moment a friend, 
Horatio Bridge, came to his rescue by 
secretly advancing $250 as a guarantee 
toward the publication of Twice Told 
7 .. des, a collection of Hawthorne's early 
short stories. 

But for .the immediate success of that 
volume and its heartening effect on the 
aui:hor, such immortal classics as The 
House of the Seven Gables and The Scarlet 
Letter . . . so beloved by generations of 
Americans . . . might never have been 
written. Hawthorne's spark of genius 
burst into flame after a friend staked $250 
on his future at a critical time. 

0• 8onOIO, MIISS,11CNUSUU 
G U Y  W. COX,  Pr�sident 

THE S.R TURD.IlY EVENING P O S T 

POSSIBLY Nathaniel Hawthon1e would 
have won through his struggle against 

despair even without the financial help of 
Horatio Bridge. It is difficult to smother 
real talent. So, too, might your dependents 
get along somehow if they were suddenly 
deprived of your active support . . . .  But 

such struggles are hard and un necessary 

when a small amount of money can accom

plish so much at a critical time. 

A John Hancock Readjustment Income 

87 

Plan smooths the road for a dependent 
family after the death of the breadwinner, 

by covering essenria1 expenses during a try
ing period, thus permitting the family to 
make dear-headed plans for the fmure, free 
from financial worries. 

How a readjustment plan was applied to 
a typical family in moderate circumstances 

is described in our booklet, " Two Lives," 

which takes but four minu tes to read. 

Write to Department S - 3  for your copy. 

J O H N  H A N C O C K  M U T U A L  L I F E  I N S U R A N C E  C O M P A N Y 
O F  B O S T O N , M A S S A C H U S E T T S  
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YOU SEE THEM �� 
THEY' RE TRU CK-TRAILERS T HAT 

SAVE MON EY FOR EVERYBODY 

COUPLE IT TO THIS TRUCK 
d have a Truck-Trailer thai 

an you 
ll h I more than three 

will aclua y au 
s a truck which 

limes as much a 
h 1 d It 

carries instead of pulls I e oa bl 
stands to reason that a truck lS a e 

to pull far more than it can carry. 

e HERE'.S HOW YOU SAVE • . •  

ff  YOU ARE a business man with loads to haul, you'll save in several 
ways by using a Truck· Trailer. You'll save on initial cost becaUse you'll 
be able to use a smaller, less expensive truck. You'll" save on gas 'by 
using the smaller truck -as much as 30 %-and you'll save on upkeep 
costs-as much as 3 5 %. You'll have le_!fS depreciation and you'll pay 
less when the time comes for replacemeq,f. The Fruehauf Trailer is good 
for ten or more years of service. 

Then, too, you may be able to save still more by using a "'shuttle" 
operation-have several Fruehauf Trailers, leave only them to he loaded 
and unloaded. while the truck does an almost constant job of pulling 
first one and then another of the Trailers ready to be moved. 

IF YOU don't use trucks in your business, Trailers save money for you, 
regardless. By using them, business men reduce their costs. And, in the 
vast p;tajority of cases, those savings are passed along to you, the con� 
su·mer. Competition sees to that. Furthermore, by using Truck� Trailers, 
business men with commodities to haul-especially perishables -are 
enabled to get them to you quicker and in better condition. Everybody 
enjoys the economies made possible by Truck· Trailers. 

Oldest and Largest Manufacturers of Truck· Trailers 

F R U E H A U F  TR A I L E R  C O M P AN Y  D ETR O IT 
Sales and Service In Principal Cities 

FHUlHAUF TKA/ltKS II � � �·· � �Hl F �r OF· 

M O R E  F R U E H A U F  T R A I L E R S  ON T H E  R O A D  T H A N  A N T  O T H E R  M A K E  

(Continued tTom Page 86) 

John Hansen ! Remember the Quaker 
saints that hid the fugitive ! Remem
ber the names of all those that helped 
set our people free ! 

There's a word dropped here and a 
word dropped there and a word that's 
passed around. Nobody know where 
the word come from or where it goes, 
but it's there. There's many a word 
spoken in the quarters that the Big 
House never hears about. There's a 
heap said in front of the fire that never 
flies up the chimney. There's a name 
you tell to the grapevine that the 
grapevine don't tell back. 

There was a white man, one day, 
came by, selling maps and pictures. The 
quality folks, they looked at his maps 
and pictures and he talked with them 
mighty pleasant and respectful. But 
while Cue was tightening a bolt on his 
wagon, he dropped a word and a word. 
The word he said made that under
ground train come nearer. 

Cue meet that man one night, all 
alone, in the woods. He's a quiet man 
with a thin face. He hold his life in his 
hands every day he walk about, but he 
don't make nothing of that. Cue's seen 
bold folks and bodacious folks, but 
it's the first time he's seen a man bold 
that wa.y. It make him proud to be a 
man. The man ask . Cue questions and 
Cue give him ans,�s. While he's see
ing that man, yue don't just think 
about himself any more. He think 
about all his people that's in trouble. 

The man say something to him; he 
say, " No man own the earth. It's too 
big for one man." He say, " No man 
own another man ; that's too big a 
thing too." Cue think about those 
words and ponder them. But when he 
gets back to his loft, the courage drains 
out of him and he sits on his straw tick, 
staring at the wall. That's the time the 
darkness comes to him and the shadow 
falls on him. 

He aches and he hones for freedom, 
but he aches and he hones for Sukey 
too. And Long Ti's cabin is empty, and 
it's a good cabin. All he's got to do is to 
go to Old Marster and take Sukey 
with him. Old Marster don't approve 
to mix the field hand with the house 
servant, but Cue's different ; Cue's 
a blacksmith. He can see the way 
Sukey would look, coming back to her 
in the evening. He can see the way 
she'd be in the morning before the 
horn. He can see all that. I t  ain't 
freedom, but it's what he's used to. 
And the other way's long and hard and 
lonesome and strange. 

" 0  Lord, why you put this burden 
on a man like me ? "  say Cue. Then he 
listen a long time for the Lord to tell 
him, and it seem to him, at last. that he 
get an answer. The answer ain't in any 
words, but it's a feeling in his heart. 

So when the time come and the plan 
ripe and they get to the boat on the 
river and they see there's one too many 
for the boat, Cue knmv the answer. 
He don't have to hear the quiet white 
man say, " There's one too many for 
the boat." He just pitch Sukey into it 
before he can think too hard. He don't 
say a word or a groan. He know it's 
that way and there's bound to be a rea
son for it. He stand on the bank in the 
dark and see the boat pull away, like 
Israel's children. Then he hear the 
shouts and the shot. He know what 
he's bound to do then, and the reason 
for it. He know it's the paterollers, 
and he show himself. vVhen he get 
back to the plantation, he's worn an<j. 
tired. But the paterollers, they've 
chased him, instead of the boat. 

He creep by Aunt Rachel's cabin 
and he see the fire at her window. So 
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he scratch at the door and go in. And 
there she is, sitting by the fire, all 
hunched up and little. 

" You looks poorly, Son Cue," she 
say, when he come in, though she don ' t  
take her eye o ff  the pot. 

" I 'm poorly, Aunt Rachel," he say. 
" I 'm sick and sorry and distressed." 

" What's the mud on your jeans, Son 
Cue ? "  she say, and the pot, it bubble 
and croak. 

" That's the mud of the swamp where 
I hid from the paterollers," he say. 

" What's the hole in your leg, Son 
Cue ? "  she say, and the pot, it croak 
and bubble. 

" That's the hole from the shot they 
shot at me," say Cue. " The blood most 
nearly dried, but it make me lame. 
But Israel's children, they's safe." · 

" They's across the river ? "  say the 
old woman. 

" They's across the river," say Cue. 
" They ain't room for no more in the 
boat. But Sukey, she's across. "  

"And what will you d o  now, Son 
Cue? " say the old woman. " For that 
was your chance and your time, and 
you give it  up for another. And tomor
row morning, :Mr. iYade, he'll see that 
hole in your leg and he'll ask questions. 
It's a heavy burden you've laid on 
yourself, Son Cue." 

" It's a heavy burden," say Cue, 
" and I wish I was shut of it. I never 
asked to take no such burden. But 
freedom's a hard-bought thing." 

The old woman stand up sudden, and 
for once she look straight and tall. 
" Now bless the Lord ! "  she say. " Bless 
the Lord and praise him ! I come with 
my mammy in the slavery ship-I 
come through the middle passage. 
There ain't many that remember that, 
these days, or care about it. There ain't 
many that remember the red flag that 
witched us on board or how we used 
to be free. Many thousands gone, 
and the thousands of many thousands 
that lived and died in slavery. But 
I remember. I remember them <til. 
Then they took me into the Big 
House-me that was a Mandingo and 
a witch woman-and the way I live in 
the Big House, that's between me and 
my Lord. If I done wrong, I done paid 
for it-I paid for it with weeping and 
sorrow. That's before Old Miss' time 
and I help raise up Old :Miss. They sell 
my daughter to the South and my son 
to the West, but I raise- up Old Miss 
and tend on her. I ain't going to repine 
of that. I count the hairs on Old Miss' 
head when she's young, and she turn to 
me, weak and helpless. And for that 
there'll be a kindness between me and 
the Big House-a kindness that folks 
will remember. But my children's 
children shall be ·free." 

" You do this to me," say Cue, and 
he look at her, and he look dangerou·. 
" You do this to me, old woman," he 
say, and his breath come harsh in his 
throat, and his hands twitch. 

" Yes," she say, and look him straight 
in the eyes. " I  do to you what I never 
even do for my own. I do it for your 
Grandaddy Shango, that never turn 
to me in the light of the fire. He turn 
to that soft Eboe woman, and I have to 
see it. He roar like a lion in the chains, 
and I have to see that. So, when you 
come, I try you and I test you, to see if 
you fit to follow after him. And be
cause you fit to follow after him, I put 
freedom in your heart, Son Cue." 

"I never going to be free," say Cue, 
and look at his hands. "I done broke 
all the rules. They bound to sell me 
now." 

" You'll be sold and sold again,", ay the old woman. " You'll know th1 
(Contlnue4 on Page 91) 
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Most of the foremost automobiles and trucks are equipped with 

America's foremost roller bearing -Timken ! «!1Most of the out

standing industrial machinery in America is equipped with 

America's most outstanding roller bearing-Timken! «!1Most of 

the streamlined trains are equipped with America's greatest roller 

bearing-Timken! «!1You will enjoy restful Miles of Smiles when 

you travel on a train that is Timken Equipped. �Railroad men also 

enjoy Miles of Smiles because of the comfort-providing advantages 

and cost-cutting factors resulting when Timkens are used on loco

motives, passenger cars, and freight trains. Miles of Smiles for all ! 

TIM KEN 
Tn�de·mlll'k Rer,r. U. S. P�tt. Off. 

TAPERED ROLLER BEAR/1165 
THE TIMKEN ROLLER BEARING COMPANY, CANTON, OHIO 

every bearing, whether 
buying new equip
ment, or replacing a 
Timken Bearing in 
your automobile or 
truck, in dustrial or 
farm machinery. That 
trade·mark is your 
assurance of quality. 
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GAS G IVES YOU 
I N STANT I NTENSE H EAT 
FOR S P E E D  NOW G BRINGS YOU THE LAST WORD 
GAS GIVES YOU 
FLEXIBLE H EAT 

IN MODERN RANGES FOR COOL, CLEAN COOKING 
FOR S U R E R  RESULTS 

GAS GIVES YOU 
CONTROLLED H EAT 
FO R ECONOMY 

Wouldn't you enjoy a cooler way of cooking this 
summer? And a range that you can keep spar
kling clean with practically no effort? 

The new Gas Ranges offer you a modern way 
of cooking that is cooler . . .  cleaner . . .  as well as 
more economical. With an up-to-the-minute Gas 
Range in your kitchen you can still be fresh and 
unruffied by the time dinner is ready. See why. 
MODERN GAS COOKING IS COOLER-New scientific 
insulation keeps oven and broiler heat in. The 

Gas alone gives you all these advanced Range features 
AUTOMATIC LIGHTING- No matches to strike 
-No waiting-Instant heat. 

PRECISION OVEN-Pre-heats faster. Reaches 
high temperatureof500°-new low of250°. Holds 
any temper ilture steadily. 

HEAT CONTROL-Assures required oven tem
perature. No more "guess-work" baking. 

SCIENTIFIC INSULATION-Holds oven and broiler 
beat in. Keeps kitchen cooler-saves gas. 

CliCK SIMMER BURNER- Dependable low econ-

omy :flame with "click" signal for waterless 
cooking. 

GIANT BURNER- For fastest top-stove cooking 
ever known. Extra wide heat spread for large 
utensils. 

NEW TYPE TOP BURNERS -Concentrate heat on 
bottom of utensils-save gas-are non-clog
ging. Easy to clean. 

SMOKELESS BROILER-Perforated grill keeps fat 
from flame. Eliminates objectionable smoke. 

This combination of work and time saving features, plus the proven advan
tages of Gas as a cooking fuel, makes the modern Gas Range the choice of 
housewives everywhere. See these handsome ranges at your Gas -
Company showroom or Appliance Dealer's. They're beauties! ® 

THIS SEAL on a Gas Range assures you. that vou. m·e getting all of the tt super
performance standards established by the Gas IndustTy. It signifies the "Certified 
Performance" of the Range that carries it-whatever make vou buv. 

focussed flame of top burners directs heat to
ward the bottom of utensils instead of dissipat
ing it up the sides. Si=er burners bring you 
new low flame cooking. 
SO MUCH CLEANER, TOO l Shining top burners are 
both non-clog and rust resistant. They stay 
bright, new-looking. Oven and broiler compart
ments are porcelain-enamel lined and wipe out 
easily. The gleaming range surface is as easy to 
keep spick and span as a china dish. 

PLENTY OF HOT WATER ALL THE 
TIME ISN'T A LUXURY ANY MORE 
An automatic Gas Water Heater 
keeps an ample supply on hand 
for only a few cents a day! And 
does it without any bother on 
your part. Gas Water Heaters 
are completely automatic - you 
don't have to wait for them to 
heat up or keep tabs on them. 
There are many new models to 
choose from-your Gas Company 
or Dealer will be glad to suggest 
the right type for your own par
ticular needs. 

AMERICAN GAS ASSOCIATION 

L E T  G A S  D O  T H E  4 B I G  J O B S - C O O K I N G  • W A T E R  H E A T I N G . • R E F R I G E R A T I O N  • H O U S E  H E A T I N G .  
,r 
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chains and the whip. I can't help that. 
You'll suffer for your people and with 
your people. But while one man's got 
freedom in his heart, his children bound 
to know the tale." 

She put the lid on the pot and it stop 
bubbling. 

" Now I come to the end of my road," 
she say, " but the tale don't stop there. 
The tale go backward to Africa and i t  
g o  forward, like clouds and fire. It go, 
laughing and grieving forever, through 
the earth and the air and the waters
my people's tale." 

Then she drop her hands in her lap 
and Cue creep out of the cabin. He 
know then he's bound to be a witness, 
and it make him feel cold and hot. He 
know then he's bound to be a witness 
and tell that tale. 0 Lord, it's hard 
to be a witness, and Cue know that. 
But it help him i

.
n the days to come. 

Now, when he get sold, that's when 
Cue feel the iron in his heart. Before 
that, and all his life, he despise bad 
servants and bad marsters. He live 
where the marster's good ; he don't 
take much mind of other places. He's 
a slave, but he's Cue, the blacksmith, 
and Old Marster and Old Miss, they 
tend to him. Now he know the iron in 
his heart and what it's like to be a slave. 

He know that on the rice fields in the 
hot sun. He know that, working all 
day for a handful of com. He know the 
bad marsters and the cruel overseers. 
He know. the bite of the whip and the 
gall of the iron on the ankle. Yes, Lord, 
he know tribulation. He know his own 
tribulation and the tribulation of his 
people. But all the time, somehow, he 
keep freedom in his heart. Freedom 
mighty hard to root out when it's in 
the heart. 

He don't know the day or the year, 
and he forget, half the time, there ever 
was a gal named Sukey. All he don't 
forget is the noise of the train in his 
ears, the train snorting and sparking 
underground. He think about it at 
nights till he dream it carry him away. 

Ju.ltey learned .some 
of t h a t  w i s d o m ,  
along with the young 
misses. and .she teach 
him out of a book. 
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Then h e  wake u p  with the horn. He 
feel ready to die then, but he don't die. 
He live through the whip and the 
chain ; he live through the iron and 
the fire. And finally he get away. 

When he get away, he ain't like the 
Cue he used to be-not even back at 
Old Marster's place. He hide in the 
woods like a rabbit ;  he slip through the 
night like an owl. He go cold and hun
gry, but the star keep shining over him 
and he keep his eyes on the star. They 
set the dogs after him and he hear the 
dogs belling and yipping through the 
woods. 

He's scared when he hear the 
dogs, but he ain't scared like he used 
to be. He ain't more scared than any 
man. He kill the big dog in the clear
ing-the big dog with the big voice
and he do it \vith his naked hands. He 
cross water three times after that to 
kill the scent, and he go on. 

He got nothing to help him-no, 
Lord-but ·he got a star. The star shine 
in the sky and the star shine-the star 
point north with its shining. You put 
that star in the sky, 0 Lord ; you put 
it for the prisoned and the humble. 
You put it there-you ain't never go
ing to blink it out. 

He ltungry and he eat green corn 
and cowpeas. He thirsty and he drink 
swamp water. One time he lie two days 
in the swamp, too pnny to get up on his 
feet, and he know they hunting around 
him. He think that's the end of Cue. 
But after two days he lift his head and 
his hand. He kill a snake with a stone, 
and after he's cut out the poison bag, 
he eat the snake to strengthen him, and 
go on. 

He don't know what the day is when 
he come to the wide, cold river. The 
river yellow and foaming, and Cue 
can't swim. But he hide like a crawdad 
on the bank;  he make himself a little 
raft with two logs. He know this 
time's the last time and he's obliged to. 
drown. But he put out on the raft and 
it drift him to the freedom side. He 
mighty weak by then. 

He mighty weak, but he careful. He 
know tales of Billy Shea, the slave 
catcher; he remember those tales. He 
slide in to the town by night, like a 
shadow, like a ghost. He beg broken 
victuals at a door; the woman give 
them to him, but she look at him sus
picious. He make up a tale to tell her, 
but he don't think she believe the tale, 
In the gutter he find a newspaper; he 
pick it up and look at the notices. 
There's a notice about a runaway man 
named Cue. He look at it and it make 
the heart beat in his breast. 

He patient; he mighty careful. He 
leave that town behind. He got the 
name of another town, Cincinnati, and 
a man's name in that town. He don't 
know where it is ; he have to ask his' 

way, but he do it mighty. !)areful. One 
time he ask a yellow i:nan directions ; 
he don't like the look on the yellow 
man's face. He remember Aunt Rachel ; 
he tell the yellow man he conjure his 
liver out if the yellow man tell him 
wrong. Then the yellow man scared 
and. tell him right. He don't hurt the 
yellow man ; he don't blame him for not 
wanting trouble. But he make the yel
low man change panis with him, be
cause his pants mighty ragged. 

He patient; he very careful. When 
he get to the place he been told about, 
he look all about that place. It's a big 
house ; it don't look right. He creep 
around to the back-he creep and he 
crawl. He look in a window ; he see 
white folks eating their supper. They 
just look like any white folks. He ex
pect thein. to look different. He feel 
mighty bad. All the same, he rap at the 
window the way he been told. They. 
don't nobody pay attention and he just 
about to go away. Then the white man 
get up from the table and open the 
back door a crack. Cue breathe in the 
darkness. 

" God bless the stranger the Lord 
sends us," say the white man in a low, 
clear voice, and Cue run to him and 
stumble, and the white man catch him. 
He look up and it's a white man, but 
he ain't like thunder and lightning. 

He take Cue and wash his wounds 
and bind them up. He feed him and 
hide him under the floor of the house. 
He ask him his name and where he's 
from. Then he send him on. 0 Lord, 
remember thy tried servant, Asaph 
Brown ! Remember his name ! 

They send him from there in a 
wagon, and he's hidden in the straw at 
the bottom. They send him from the 
next place in a closed cart with six 
others, and they can't say a word all 
night. One time a tollkeeper ask them 
what's in the wagon, and the driver 
say, " Southern calico," and the toll
keeper laugh. Cue always recollect 
that. 

One time they get to big water-so 
big it look like the ocean. They cross 
that water in a boat; they get to the 
other side. When they get to the other 
side, they sing and pray, and white 
folks look on, curious. But Cue don't 
even feel happy ; he just feel he want to 
sleep. 

He sleep like he never sleep before
not for days and years. When he wake 
up, he wonder ; he hardly recollect 
where he is. He lying in the loft of a 
barn. Ain't nobody around him. He 
get up and go out in the air. It's a 
fine sunny day. 

He get up and go out. He say to 
himself, I'm free, but it don't take hold 
yet. He say to himself, This is Canada 
and I'm free, but it don't take hold. 
Then he start to walk down the street. 

The first white man he meet on the 
street, he scrunch up in himself and 
start to run across the street. But the 
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D I V I D E N D  O N  Y O U R  
F I R E  I N S U R A N C E ?  

More than a million dollars was dis
tributed to Central policyholders last 
year in dividends. These property own
ers enjoyed complete protection under 
standard, non-assessable policies in one 
of America's strongest· ·companies . .  
AND THEY SAVED MONEY ON 
THEIR FIRE INS'(JRANCE. Did you ? 

D I V I D E N D S R E D U C E  T H E  
C O S T  O F  C E N T RAL F I R E  
INSURANCE. You can get divi-. 
dends on lire insurance as easily and 
safely as you do on life insurance. 
Dividends reduce the net cost. See your 
local Central agent today. 

I S  B O O K  
It has helped thousands of property owners save thou· sands of dollars! Mail coupon today 
for your free copy. 

TH E C E N T R A L  M A N U FA C T U R E R S '  M U T U AL 
I N S U R A N C E C 0 . , L G. 1'11roort, Pres., Yon Wert, Ohio 

Please send "How To Reduce Insurance Costs." 

Name·
----------------------� 

Address ______________________ _ 

Canadian Head 0/lire: Toronto, Ont. 
. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .. 
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Only $18 More Than 
A Manual Thermostat 
with new installation. For 
modernizing your present 
equipment . .  , only $ 2 9.00 

(lmlalfalion txfra i11 tilbtr Clllt) 

�OUSANDS of youngsters are healthier and happier because 

of Chronotherm t,emperature control, and the new 1 940 Chrono

therm, with numeral clock, is now available at a sensationally 

low price. It maintains uniforin comfort, senses temperature 

changes before you feel them and governs your heating plant 
accordingly. It saves fuel by reducing temperature at night and 

automatically restoring day comfort in the morning. See your 

heating dealer or contractor. 

• 
Minneapolis - Honeywell Regulator 
Co., 2803 Fourth Avenue South, 
Minneapolis, Minnesota. Canadian 
Plant: Toronto, Ontario. European 
Plant : London, England. Company 
owned branches in 49 other cities. 

oA Trodttct of 
Minneapolis -Honeywell 

Controls and Control Systems 
for Hea�ing, Veutilating, Air Co1t. .. 
ditioni1tg, Industrial Processing 
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white man don't pay him any mind. 
Then he know. 

He say to himself in his mind, I'm 
/Tee. A1y name's Cue-John H. Cue. I 
got a strong back and strong arms. I got 
freedom in my heart. I got a fi>·st name 
and a last name and a middle name. I 
never had them all before. 

He say to himself, My name's Cue
John H. Cue. I got a name and a tale to 
tell. I got a hammer to swing. I got a 
tale to tell my people. I got Tecollection. 

I call my first son ' John Freedom Cue. '  
I call m y  fi>·st daughter ' Come-Out-of
the-Lion' s-1l1 outh. '  

Then h e  walk down the street, and 
he pass a blacksmith shop. The black
smith, he's an old man and he lift the 
hammer heavy. Cue look in that shop 
and smile. 

He pass on ; he go his way. And soon 
enough he see a girl like a peach tree
a girl named Sukey-wa.!k:ing free 
down the street. 

LE.IlVE MY BROTHER JlLONE 
(Continued from Pa6e 2 9 )  

far out, his feet planted wide apart on 
the rug-and read a magazine article : 
Will Rockets Reach to Mars? But his 
reading was desultory; he missed not a 
word, not a tonal inflection, not a shade 
of feeling in tbe conversation that was 
taking place in another part of the 
room among his mother, his twenty
three-year-old brother Curt, and Mar

' ian, Curt's pretty wife. 
" It's the sweetest place," Marian 

was saying. " It's just what we want. 
But Curt thinks --" She turned her 
head toward him. 

Roddy looked too. Curt Johnson 
was big, rugged, personable, reason
ably intelligent-an adequate young 
man. He was, perhaps, not so extraor
dinary to the world at large as he was in 
Roddy's eyes, the gray eyes that now 
watched his face with a gaze of un
adulterated admiration. Roddy him
self was completely oblivious of the 
quality of this gaze ; and Curt a.!most 
so. l\1arian, on occasion, had noticed ; 
but it was Mrs. Johnson alone who 
knew that Roddy, though be spoke to 
Curt largely in monosyllables, had 
seldom in the past ten years looked at 
his brother in any way but one. 

Curt said, " I  think it's just what we 
need too. But I don't want to begin 
buying a house when things are so 
unsettled." 

" You should know soon, shouldn't 
you ? "  

" The trustees meet Saturday." 
" What do you thin k ? "  
" I  don't know. They've never be

fore given a three-year coaching con
tract.''  

" Well," Marian said, " it's high time 
they began, then. After that tie with 
the university last year --" I Mrs. Johnson said, " You won't take 
another one-year contract ? "  

Curt shook his head. " I  want some
thing more secure. Of course, that 
offer at the· university is still open. 
But between handling a freslu'D.an 
backfield there and --" He shrugged. 

" He does love to run things," 
Marian said. " He loves to be boss. 
He'd rather be boss anywhere than not 
boss anywhere else." 

" That's right," Curt said. " But un
less the trustees come through with 
that contract --" 

Mrs. Johnson sighed. " I'd hate to 
have you children move away." 

Roddy, obscure and forgotten in his 
chair, whispered to himself, ·" Chil
dt·en ! "  He shook his head in disgust. 
But then the words " move away " 
stmck him with their full force. " Move 
away," he whispered sepulchrally. 
" Move away.''  His throat dried and 
contracted, the print on the page be
fore him blurred and lost its meaning; 
he ceased on the instant to care 
whether rockets ever got to Mars or 
not. He tried to imagine an autumn 
that lacked the sight of Curt, sweat
shirted and cleated, overseeing scrim-

mage in the crisp, smoky afternoons ; 
he tried to imagine not sitting on the 
fifty-yard line at home games. And 
even more incredible, he tried to 
imagine a town without Curt in it. 
Curt's leaving home after his marriage 
was one thing, but leaving town --

Why, if Curt could go away to live, 
then anything, Roddy felt, could hap
pen. For almost the first time he 
sensed the flux, the inevitable reshuf
flings of life. The props on which he 
had based his existence, the premises, 
the very foundations that he had al
ways taken completely for granted, 
were slipping from under him. 

" I  don't want to move away," Curt 
said. " But unless I get what I want 
here, I don't see there's any choice." 

" He means," Marian said, " that 
there is a choice and he's made it." 

Mrs. Johnson said, "I suppose Mr. 
Hackett will have a good deal to say 
about it ? "  

Curt nodded. "At a guess, his recom
mendation will be followed. He practi
cally said as much. I talked to him 
yesterday." 

" How does he feel about it, do you 
know ? "  

" He was the picture o f  indecision." 
" That's bad," Marian said. " We all 

know what that means. It means the 
decision is up to Mrs. Hackett." 

" Nonsense," said Mrs. Johnson. 
" Oh, mother, just because she's 

your friend, you don't have to defend 
him to us. Why, everybody knows he 
doesn't buy shaving soap without ask
ing her advice." 

Curt laughed. " Something in that. 
To the question, 'Are you mouse or 
man ? '  Mr. Hackett's answer is cer
tainly ' Mouse."' He became serious. 
" If Mrs. Hackett just doesn't have 
one of her childish whims between now 
and Saturday --" 

" Oh," Mrs. Johnson said, " Myra 
has her whims, I can't deny that . . . .  
Curt, did you want me to mention this 
contract to her? · Is that what you 
meant ? "  

" Oh, no. I'd rather not. I really 
think the thing will go through all 
right. But if we can keep her from 
starting one of her periodical Johnson
Hackett feuds, never-going-to-speak
again and involving all the generations, 
it probably wouldn't hurt anything." 

" Speaking of the generations," 
Marian said , " that little Willie gets 
to be .more of a terror every day. He's 
the sort of child who'll grow up to ride 
motorcycles. You watch." 

" Yes," Mrs. Johnson said, " Myra's 
very worried about him. She's been 
reading a lot of child psychology, and 
she's a mine of misinformation. She 
simply doesn't know what to do about 
Willie." 

" Well, I can tell her what to do ! "  
Roddy's voice rose shrill into the rno
ment.a.ry hush. The three people turned 

(Contlnu�d on Pa,� 94) 



IN FRONT OF low bridges and before the entrance 

to tunnels on every railroad in the country, is a 

weather-beaten line of ropes called a tell-tale. 

Grayed and dirty and prosaic-looking as these 

ropes are, they perform one of the most important 

safety functions on our railroads. 

For, if a brakeman is riding on top of a car, 

the tell-tale gives him a brisk slap that warns him : 

" Danger ahead ! Duck iJlliilediately ! " 
Unfortunately, as the ordinary man goes through 

life there is no convenient tell-tale to warn him 

when misfortune is about to strike. But there is a 
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way, well-known but still wondrous, by which you 

can cope with the unfriendly blows of fate. 

This way is through the judicious choice of in

surance. And a man who does not protect himself 

with the proper forms of insurance is far too op

timistic about the years to come. 

In the next twelve months, one short year, on 

the basis of present averages, there is 1 chance in 

10 that you will suffer a serious injury ; 1 chance 

in 25 that you will be involved in an automobile 

accident ; and, depending on your age and health, 

there is the constant risk that something will hap-

pen to you that will leave your family financially 

embarrassed. 

Your local Travelers agent or insurance broker 

can provide you with insurance covering these 

and many other risks, and he has the training and 

experience that enable him to advise you wisely 

on which forms of insurance are most important 

to you. 

Moral : Insure in The Travelers. All forms of in

surance. The Travelers Insurance Company, The 

Travelers Indemnity Company, The Travelers 

Fire Insurance Company, Hartford, Connecticut. 
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Di rect �mY-cost ra i l  se·rv ice  for 
a nother famous  Nat iona l  Park 

Santa Fe 's  SCOUT • • • 

• 

VIa 

HERE is big news for the 1940 western 
traveler ! Coming soon is low·cost 

Santa Fe daily rail service direct to 
Carlsbad1 New Mexico, for the marvelous 
nearby Carlsbad Cavems National Park! 

Effective irom Chicago and Los Angeles 
June 2nd, 1940, patrons of Santa Fe's 
economy train, the Scout, can visit this 
underground wonderland with an eco
nomical comfort and convenience hitherto 
impossible for transcontinental travelers. 

Your Carlsbad Visit Made Easy 
In the length of galleries and passages, in 
the height and size of enormous rooms, 
in the delicate coloring and bewildering 
va.riety and perfection of formations, 
Carlsbad Caverns are without a peer 
among the famous caves of the world. 

Just board one of the Scout's modern 
through air- conditioned Carlsbad tour-

ist sleepers, leaving Chicago and Los 
Angeles daily. The second morning you'll 
wake up at Carlsbad ; enjoy an unhurried 
hotel breakfast ; motor 22 miles to the 
National Park. 

Here you spend 5 amazing hours, with 
expert guides and a restful luncheon stop, 
in an underground fairyland, where the 
cool, fresh air is always 56°. Then back 
to Carlsbad for a leisurely dinner, and 
away by train at 8 :00 p.m.! 

See How LiHie It Costs 
Rail side-trip, Clovis to Carlsbad and 
return, $5.50. All-expense tour, train to 
train at Carlsbad - including motor 
service, three meals and entrance fee, 
$7 .00. Total for chair- car passen· 
gers, only $12.50; for through tourist 
Pullman passengers, $12.50, plus $1.55 for 
lower berth. 
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their heads ; they had forgotten his 
presence. " Leave the little dope alone, 
that's what to do. My golly, if they'd 
stop telling him not to do ever'thing, 
and telling him all the time he's deli
cate, and making a big fuss all the 
time-I don't blame him if he's tough. 
I'd be tough too ! " He was shaking a 
forefinger in the air. " Say, I wished 
I had a-hold of him for a while ! I'd 
show 'em how a kid ought to be raised 
up. Why --" He became conscious 
that he was an object of gentle amuse
ment. His voice trailed off. He re
treated in hot-cheeked confusion be
hind his magazine, muttering un
intelligibly. 

The subject of this outburst, when 
Roddy came along the street the next 
afternoon, was on the steps of his 
home, talking to himself in a steady 
monotonous stream, utterly absorbed 
in a game he was playing with a be
draggled Donald Duck, a ten-cent toy 
roadster with three tires missing, and 
an old tennis ball, all confined in a 
cracker tin which Willie waved through 
the air as he talked, talked, talked. 

Roddy paused. Willie stopped talk
ing, but did not stop waving the tin. 
After a while, Roddy said, " What're 
you doing ? "  

" Noffin," said' Willie, belligerently. 
The fact was that Donald and the 
roadster had just been married and 
were on their wedding trip in a bal
loon ; the tennis ball was their lunch. 
A bad storm-in all truth, a hurri
cane-had arisen, and the balloon was 
in imminent danger of being wrecked 
on the second step, a small island de
void of shelter or habitation. 

Roddy, with the respect of children 
for other people's privacy-a respect 
engendered, perhaps, by the constant 
and shameless prying of adults into 
their own secrets-asked no more. He 
started to walk on. 

"I had a dream," Willie said loudly. 
"A bad, bad one." 

" Y  eh ? "  Roddy had stopped. " What 
about ? "  

" Well, ! " -Willie's eyes lighted on 
Donald-" well, a great big duck was 
coming at me and he was sapping his 
teef "-he demonstrated- " and sap
ping his teef, and he corned after me 
and corned after me, and ·--" 

" Ducks don't have any teeth." 
" They do too ! "  
" No use trying t o  tell you any

thing," Roddy said. " Might just as 
well not try to." 

" Ducks have teef," Willie said 
equably, as if by sheer weight of logic 
he won an argument. " Lions do too. 
One time I had a dream about a lion. 
And he was coming at me and --" 

"Ah, that's just the same old dream. 
Don't you ever dream about people ? "  

" I  just dream about animals." 
" People are animals." 
For a moment Willie was silent, try

ing to digest this revolutionary pro
nouncement, preparing himself for a 
possible drastic reclassification of local 
fauna. 

Then he said tentatively, " No." 
" Listen, bo. They eat like animals, 

don't they? And they sleep and walk, 
don't they ? And they got eyes and 
ears and mouths like animals, haven't 
they ? "  

" No," said Willie, wavering. 
" Course people are animals. 

Why --" 
" You leave him alone ! "  
Roddy turned to face an avenging 

Emily. 
" You leave my brother alone, Roddy 

Johnson ! You ought to be ashamed of 
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yourself, telling him a thing like 
that ! "  

"Ah, it's the truth, isn't it?  My 
golly, you don't want him to grow up 
ign'rant, do you ? "  . " You had no right to tell him .. 
You've got him all upset ! "  

" Well, excuse m e  for living ! "  
" I  hate you, I hate you, I hate you ! "  
" Well, I should care. I should 

worry, I should fret, I should marry a 
suffrag-ette. She should die and --" 
He was brought up sharp by an abrupt 
thought. "Ah," he said pacifically, " I  
wasn't doing anything to him. . . . 
Was I, Willie ? I didn't get you upset, 
did I ? "  

" Yes " said Willie 
Rodd� frowned. ,; Listen, "  he said 

to Emily, " I  wouldn't do anything to 
upset him. Why, like you said, any
body can see he's a delicate little guy. 
And you got to be careful how you 
treat little guys, because " -in his sud
den and acute anxiety that no tales be 
carried back to the Hackett house
hold, he was laying it on thick ; he was 
saying things he did not believe ; he 
was spiritually groveling-" because if 
you aren't careful, why, you can't tell 
what it will do to them when they 
grow up. Just like you said the other 
day." 

Emily looked at him suspiciously, 
but she was mollified. " Come on, 
Willie," she said. " Nap.''* 

Willie, muttering an uninsistent but 
face-saving string of " Foogies," fol
lowed her into the house, and Roddy 
was left to plod slowly home, his self
respect shattered by his unmanly dis
play. He sighed. Well, he'd had to 
do it. 

"Aw, mom ! My golly, mom ! "  
" Now, Roddy, just take i t  easy. 

Just calm yourself. It isn't the end of 
the world. ' '  

" But gleeps, mom, that'll spoil all 
the fun.'' 

" Now wait. Just what could you 
and I do alone that Emily and little 
Willie couldn't do with us ? "  

" You don't understand. My golly, 
you don't understand ! "  

" I  understand that I'm taking you 
and the Hackett children to the circus 
tomorrow, and it's all settled, and I 
think you'd be very wise to accept it." 
She did not feel called on to explain 
that Mrs. Hackett, who did not like 
circuses, had given hints that could 
not in neighborliness be ignored. 
Roddy, she knew, sensed something 
of the sort;  and, of course, he sym
pathized with the motive that prompted 
her not to do anything right now that 
would antagonize the Hacketts. His 
protest was.largely a matter of ritual. 

"Ah," he said, " whyn't they take 
their old kids to the circus? Anyway, I 
don't want to go tomorrow. I want to 
go Saturday." 

" That's neither here nor there, 
Roddy. And we're going tomorrow. 
And don't grouch. Yo� must get over 
this grumpiness, and I want you to be 
particularly nice to them. I promised 
Mrs. Hackett we wouldn't let Willie 
get too excited. She didn't know 
whether to let him go or not." 

" \Veil, if she's a-scared to let him 
go, why in heck doesn't she keep him 
at home ? "  

" She's more afraid of the things he 
would imagine and dream if he didn't 
go." 

" That stuff ! "  
" Now, Roddy --" 
" Listen, mom. He doesn't dream all 

those things. He just says he dreams 
'em because they want him to say so, 
and because-well, the only time they 



pay any attention to him is when they 
can worry about him. He's just a little 
liar, and I don't blame him, either ! "  

" Now, Roddy --" 

His rebellion early the next after
noon was not ritual but real. Clad in a 
white suit which, though practically 
new, already cramped him across the 
shoulders and came a little above the 
bony ankles and wrists ; his hair, except 
for the upstanding double crown at the 
back, unattractively plastered to his 
head ; his gray eyes protesting, he 
stood on the circus grounds with his 
mother and Emily and Willie. 

He was saying incredulously : " No 
side show ! "  He cupped one hand·be
hind an ear. " Did I hear somebody say 
' no side show ' ? "  

" No side show," said Mrs. Johnson 
firmly. 

Willie said, " Let me see the side 
show. Let me. Let me ! "  

" I'm sorry, Willie. I promised your 
mother --" 

" First hamburgers without goo on 
'em, and now no side show ! "  

" Side shows," said Emily, very 
prim, " are disgusting. Let's see the 
animals." · 

She led the way, followed by Mrs. 
Johnson with a disappointed Willie 
and a muttering Roddy in tow, to the 
animal tent, where, among the mul
titudinous noises of the crowd and the 
odor of tanbark and animals, they 
made their slow way around the oval, 
looking at the lions, at the monkeys, at 
the unsightly baboon. Willie, fur
nished with a bag of peanuts, fed one 
to an elephant, dropping it into the 
pink tip of the outstretched trunk. He 
looked with little interest at a rest
lessly pacing tiger- " It's ouly a 
tiger "-reached one hand gingerly 
forward to touch a docile zebra on the 
nose ; and, legs planted wide and lovely 
face upraised, stared for some long 
moments at a towering giraffe before 
he said, daringly, " Foogy," and, when 
the. giraffe did not retaliate, said it 
again, louder. 

Inside the main tent, the elaborate 
parade, which fascinated Roddy, with 
its stalwart horsemen and gorgeous 
horsewomen, had on Willie no effect 
that could be seen in his face. He sat 
motionless, and spoke only once, when 
an elephant bearing a particularly 
gaudy howdah went by. 

" That's my elephant," he said, in 
tones that dared anyone to contradict 
him. 

But by the time the trained seals, 
digesting their fish, had been wheeled 
off, Willie had begun to droop a little. 
He had been tired when they arrived, 
from anticipation. Now he was tireder. 
His tiredness induced boredom, and he 
looked around for a diversion from the 
very plethora of diversion before his 

' eyes. 
He pointed to a vender of pink cot

ton candy below them in the stand. " I  
want some of that suff." 

" What stuff? "  Emily said. 
" That suff there." He pointed, 

somehow, harder. 
" No," Emily said. " It'd poison you." 
" I  want to be poisoned." 
" No, Willie. "  
From then on h e  seemed t o  lose in

terest in the show. During the bare
back acts he wanted a bottle of pop. A 
few minutes later it was another bag of 
peanuts. Then again cotton candy. 
Each time the answer was no. 

Finally he concentrated on a second 
hamburger : " I  want a hamburger. I 
want a hamburger." 

" You can't have one," Emily said. 
" You already had one." 
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" I  want a hamburger. I'm sarving." 
" You won't starve. Look at the 

pretty lady." 
" She isn't a pretty lady. I want a 

hamburger." 
" Sh-h-h." Emily could not be both

ered ; her eyes were on a trap(lze troupe 
in the center ring, her mouth half 
open, her whole being entranced-they 
were the most beautiful people she had 
ever seen, doing the most beautiful 
things she had ever seen people do. 

"I want a hamburger." 
" Emily," Mrs. Johnson said, 

" wouldn't it be all right for him to 
have another hamburger? "  

" He can have a plain one when it's 
over. It's almost over. . . . Willie, 
wait a while. "  

" I  want t o  go home ! "  Willie's voice 
had changed from demand to plaint ; 
sweat stood on his short nose and his 
small, firm chin ; there were little 
sunken spots under his eyes. " I  have 
to go to the bathroom ! I want a ham
burger !" 

" Well, my gosh ! "  Roddy stood up. 
" I 'll take him. . . . Come on, Wil
lie . . . .  Be right back, mom." 

" I  don't want to come back," Willie 
said. 

Mrs. Johnson glanced at Emily, who 
obviously was not yet to be torn away 
from her aerial gods and goddesses. 
" Meet us at the car, then, darling. And 
be careful. "  

" O.K. O . K  . . . .  Come on, Wil
liam." He took Willie's moist hand 
and led him away. " Poor little dope," 
he said. " Raised up with nobody but 
women." Mr. Hackett, he felt, didn't 
count; he was too old and too meek. 

At the hamburger stand Roddy 
reached in a back pocket, took out a 
change purse, carefully extracted a 
dime, closed the purse and put it back 
in the pocket, and held the dime out to 
the counterman. 

" I  want that suff on it," Willie said, 
without hope. 

Roddy hesitated. He scratched his 
head, frowned, looked up at the sky, 
scratched his ear and said, " One all 
the way." 

"And undion too," Willie said. 
This time Roddy's hesitation was 

shorter. " O.K., bo . . . .  Onion, too, 
please." 

Willie's dimpled hands reached out 
greedily and clutched the hamburger 
and jammed it into his mouth. He 
stood eating. Roddy watched him, 
thoughtful ; he was remembering, 
through the sentimental glow of time 
gone by, that circus Curt had brought him to. 

He said, " How'd you like some 
pop ? "  

Willie's eyes shone. His head bobbed 
a vigorous yes. 

And when, for the moment suspend
ing operations on the hamburger, Wil
lie had finished a bottle of lavender 
pop, Roddy, by now forgetting every
thing else in an orgy of altruism, ges
tured toward the bank of huge and 
seductive paintings across from them 
and said, " How'd you like to see the 
side show ? "  

Again Willie's head bobbed. 
" Then come on." 
They had to hurry-a few people 

were already dribbling out of the main 
tent-but they spent several entranc
ing moments before each of the exhib
its, the performers with swords and 
fire and snakes, the victims of glandu
lar deficiencies, the unfortunate mon
sters, the proud and sorrowful freaks. 
The bearded lady spoke to Willie : 
' ' Hello, sonny." Willie stared solemnly 
at her, the diminishing hamburger 
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. . . .  Here's Santa Fe's swift daily 
economy chair  car-sleeper tra in  
for Carlsbad Caverns and ·California 

THE SCOUT is Santa Fe's famous daily 
chair car - sleeper ttain that makes it 
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Angeles, San Diego, or San Francisco, is 
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also special menus for children. 
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of the train crew ; the cheery special car 
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And Remember This I 
If you buy a California round-trip ticket 
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----
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ing the story of the dollar-saving daily 
Scout as nothing else can! 
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(lUICK, sure starting! Flashing pickup and 
� power! Smooth engine performance at all 
speeds! Gas economy restored ! 

No wonder car owners are amazed when they 
get results like these, just by replacing old 
spark plugs with sensational new Auto-Lites! 

How is it possible? The secret is in the remark
able M;ystery Spark produced by this new kind 
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as a balanced unit of the ignition system, this 
spark plug fires with less electrical strain, pro
vtdes better combustion, smoother, livelier power. 

To harness the Mystery Spark, Auto-Lite engi
neers produced a new- type Konium electrode, 
with a new geometric gap design. They devel
oped the wonderful new " Zirarnic" insulator. 

For top performance from your car, install a 
set of new Auto-Lite Spark Plugs at once. They 
cost no more than ordmary plugs. 
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(Continued from Page 95) 
jammed into his mouth, the relish 
dripping. As solemnly, and with as lit
tle comment, he looked up and up and 
up at the giant, and levelly at the 
scornful midgets. He stared at the in
human dog-faced boy, at the three
legged man, at the sword swallower, at 
the man with the rubber face and its 
incredible contortions, at the bird girl. 
He said not a word ; he merely stared 
and munched. 

Outside again, Roddy said, " There. 
Guess you had a good time, for once." 

And then, the deed accomplished, he 
began to have misgivings-vague mis
givings and then sharp ones, growing 
and growing as they went toward 
where the car was parked ; and he was 
just on the point of threatening Willie 
with dire tortures if he ever told where 
he had been or what he had eaten when 
they were overtaken by Mrs. Johnson 
and Emily. And then it was too late. 

He sat alone in the back seat, trying 
to be as small as possible, trying to be 
nothing. If Willie told, as he was sure 
to tell ; and if-and if-and if -- His 
hands felt cold and he was breathing 
hard. But as the miles went by and the 
sun dipped into a bank of dark clouds 
and Willie remained silent- they all 
did ;  they were worn out-he began to 
take heart. Maybe there was still a 
chance, maybe he could catch Willie 
alone for a minute in time to warn him 
t.hat he'd better not tell, unless he 
wan ted his ears taken off. 

'l'hen he saw why Willie hadn' t  
spoken. His head, just visible above 
the seat back, was beginning to droop. 

" Oh, goodness," Emily said. "I bet 
his dreams tonight will be just per
fectly awful." 

Mrs. Johnson laughed. " I  remember 
the first circus Roddy went to. He 
had dreadful nightmares." She touched 
the horn button and passed a car. 
" But then, of course, Curt had stuffed 
the child with everything in sight, and 
he'd seen all those freaks . . . .  Willie, 
wouldn't you like to put your head in 
Emily's lap and go to sleep ? "  

" Uh-huh." And Willie collapsed. 
Roddy leaned forward, his arms 

along the back of the front seat. " I  
didn't either have nightmares," he said 
hoarsely. 

" Why, darling, of course you did. 
And no wonder." 

" I --" 
" Sh-h-h," Emily said. " He's asleep 

already." 
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Roddy stayed where he was. Fasci
nated, he watched the relaxed face, 
like the face of a slumbering angel-an 
angel troubled in his sleep. In the 
waning light he could see the spas
modic frowns that came and went on 
the tiny eyebrows ; and each turn and 
twist of the cramped body had a mean
ing: Willie, his stomach crammed with 
indigestible foodstuffs, was dreaming. 
He was dreaming about the side show
the horrible things in the side show
things many times worse than croco
diles and lions and pirates and ducks, 
were chasing Willie through his dreams, 
snapping their teeth, roaring at him. 

He slept on while they approached 
the town, and then the section in 
which they lived, and then the street. 
And when, in the gathering dusk, they 
pulled into the Haekett driveway, he 
was still asleep ; and by then Roddy 
had given up, by then the whole chain 
of disastrous events had just the ·same 
as already taken place-Willie had 
told his dreams, and Mrs. Hackett had 
got mad, and Curt had failed to get 
the contract and had moved away and 
never wanted to see Roddy again; and 
Roddy, outlawed and tortured with re
morse, had run away to work in a mine 
in the West, and one day there had 
been a cave-in,  and --

" Here we are," Mrs. Johnson said, 
with a sigh Roddy rightly, and pain
fully, interpreted as indicating relief 
that the day had passed without mis
hap. 

" Willie," Emily said, " wake up. 
Home." 

Mrs. Hackett came out to the car, 
frowning agitatedly. " Oh," she said, 
" I  was beginning to get so worried . 
Oh, yes, I knew the children were per
fectly safe, but you know I simply 
can't help worrying." She lifted Willie 
out to the ground, where he stood rub
bing his eyes with his chubby knuckles, 
still groggy wit.h sleep, weaving slightly, 
sighing. 

" Huh ? "  he said, though no one had 
addressed him. 

His mother stooped and put an arm 
around him. "Are you all right, sweetie ? 
Did you have a good time ? "  

" Huh ? Uh-huh." 
" Was there anything special ? "  
Roddy, his head out the car window, 

wan ted to die. 
" Fecial ? "  Possibly Willie was too 

drowsy to lie, too tired to pursue his 
battle against the world, too worn out 
to bring his attention-getting devices 

into play ; or possibly the thing upper
most in his mind, the real experience 
of his day, was so vivid as to make all 
else seem unimportant. " Oh, mamma, ' "  
he said i n  a reverent whisper. " Mamma, 
I patted a zebra." 

Mrs. Hackett smiled fatuously. 
" How nice, sweetie. What else did you 
do? What did you see ? "  

Roddy closed his eyes, tight, till 
they hurt. Now it would come. 

But there was a short silence. He 
opened his eyes to find Willie looking 
at him. 'rhat was all he saw, just Willie 
looking. 

" Oh," Willie sa.id at last, " a  lot of 
suff.'' 

Mrs. Johnson, too, saw Willie look
ing, and she recognized a peculiar qual
ity in his gaze, a quality to which 
Roddy was oblivious-the way Willie 
was looking at Roddy and the way 
Roddy looked at Curt were identical. 

" Tell me what you saw, sweetie, ' '  
Mrs. Hackett insisted, anxious for her 
fears to be justified. 

Quite visibly, Willie pondered. He 
did not know how much hung on his 
words; all he knew was that if he spoke 
up, Roddy would get in trouble.· " Oh," 
he said, " just suff. Elephants and 
suff." 

" He doesn't want to talk," Emily 
said. " No way of making him." 

Some days later, after a visit of in
spection to the house Curt and Marian 
had bought and were moving into, 
Roddy came whistling along the street 
and found Willie on the Hackett lawn, 
jabbering monotonously at an assort
ment of toys-he was a doctor in a 
hospital, and his patients were dying 
off like flies. 

" Hello, dope. What're you doing ? "  
The jabbering ceased. " Noffin." 
" Want a half of an apple ? "  
' ' Foogy.' '  
" Do you or don't you ? "  
" I  want all of it." 
" Listen, you, you'll take half and 

like it." Roddy fumbled in the catch
all of a pocket and brought out two 
knives. He put one back and divided 
the apple with the otber. " Here." 

" Sank you, ' '  Willie said, and stuffed 
the fruit between his lovely lips. 

Mrs. Hackett, hovering at a window, 
overheard this conversation, and won
dered. Never before, except under ex
treme duress, had she heard her son 
express gratitude. She frowned . She 
was worried about Willie. 

WHJlT DO THEY MEJlN, FIGHT CJlMPS ? 

" We didn' t  have any money and we 
couldn't stand a postponement," the 
gritty Braddock explained when he had 
won the title. " I 'd have fought Baer 
with a broken leg ; I was desperate 
then. "  All the assembled experts, in
cidentally, had failed to notice that Jim 
had been hurt in his camp. None of 
them knew anything about this mishap 
until Braddock told of the incident 
after he'd beaten Baer. 

" I  didn't want Max to know I had 
two strikes on me going in there," Jim 
admitted. " If he found out I had a bad 
side, he'd have beaten me on those ribs 
for fifteen rounds and he might have 
won." 

Another daffy layout was K.ingfish 
Levinsky's slug spa in Chicago when 
the haddock handler prepared to swoon 
before Joe Loui,. The King toiled in 
a suburban roadhouse called Peg's 
Haunted House. If it wa,n't haunted 

(Continued from Pa6• 38) 

before, it certainly was when the King 
moved in with his entourage. The fea
tured attraction of this weird roost was 
an Amazonian waitress named Sylvia 
the Swede, who had been left over from 
the World's Fair. Sylvia weighed three 
hundred pounds ; she was more than six 
feet tall and she could have taken the 
King and all his subjects and broken 
them in two with her bare hands. Call
ers at the King's camp always left 
Sylvia large tips, in self-defense. 

Peg's Haunted House seemed a stor
age place for slot machines. There were 
more than a hundred of them there. 
They were all over the place and a few 
were scattered around the training ring 
where the King worked. Between 
rounds with his chopping blocks, the 
Kingfish would scramble through the 
ropes, borrow a fistful of quarters from 
newspapermen-no mean achievement 
in itself-and try to hit the jackpot. I t  

was an unforgettable sight to see the 
King trying to stuff a coin into the slot 
with boxing gloves. If the machine 
didn't kick back occasionally, the King
fish would fly into a rage and smash in 
the front of the iron bandit with his 
kayo blow. 

Unkind critics said that the King 
punched himself out on these machines 
and didn't have anything but a yearn
ing to be elsewhere when he faced Louis. 

Levinsky lived a few miles from 
Peg's Haunted House in a place that 
faced on an amusement park. The roller 
coasters practically scooted across the 
King's pillow. He did most of his road
work on a shoot-the-chutes, and he had 
a big police dog far more savage than 
his master. Reporters were afraid to 
venture near the IGng's manse, lest thiR 
beast tear them to shreds. 

'l'he bar at Peg's did a land-office 
business while the King was flexing a 
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THE CLARK METAL GRAVE VAULT placed over the casket-is scientifically �onstructed to protect against water m the ground. Just as the air in an inv.e�ted. tu.mbler keeps the water from rlSing,m�tde the glass, em the atr' m the dome . of the Clark Vault 
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reaching the casket. 

AS T H E  K I N D LY Y E A R S  soften be

reavement, the thought that the Clark 
Metal Grave Vault is built to protect 
against water in the ground, seems to ·
bring ever-deepening consolation. And 
you'll be grate£ ul to know that the 
Clark Galvanized Vault is the only 
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·
coated by Clark's exclusive pro

cess, with 25 to 35 pounds of zinc to 
give possibly 2 to 5 times as long pro
tection as the same vault ungalvanized. 
Ask your funeral director to show you 
Clark Galvanized Vaults, also other 
models, priced within your means. 

FREE. This 28 - page booklet 
tells you what to do when you 
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muscle there. I t  was the custom of 
visitors to watch the King cuff his hire
lings with a Scotch highball in one hand 
and a herring in the other. Loop 
gamblers swept down on the King's 
quarters like a plague of locusts. The 
Kingfish talked them into a stupor. He 
told of ripping trees up by their roots. 
Each morning he ran ten miles at break
neck speed. He'd " moider " Louis, 
Levinsky ranted. Leaping Lena Levin
sky, the King's sister and severest 
critic, agreed with him. " The King'll 
stiffen him," Leaping Lena insisted. 
" If he don't, I'll flatten him myself 
when I get the King home." 

The gamblers believed Lena and her 
boastful brother, but when the King 
quit colder than one of the mackerel in 
his own fish market, sitting on the mid
dle rope and pleading with the referee, 
" Mister, don't let him hit me no 

.more ! " there was gloom on Madison 
Street. The King nearly got his tlu·oat 
cut by one bookie who had lost a bundle 
on him. This irate citizen came after 

papers. A few miles from Baer's As
bury Park retreat, Louis was shuffling 
through some limbering-up exercises 
preliminary to dusting off Primo Car
nera. Baer braced your correspondent 
one day and asked : " This Louis-is he 
as good as you fellows say he is ? 
You're all lying-he couldn't be ! No
body is that good. You writers are 
builcling him up and trying to scare 
me ! I'll tell you what I'll do with that 
kid; I'll teach him a lesson and put him 
in his place. You drive me over to his 
camp. I'll act as his sparring partner 
and pay him twenty-five dollars for 
every round he lasts with me ! Then 
we'll see who's the head man around 
here, Louis or me ! " 

This seemed like an excellent idea 
at the time, and I was bundling the 
semihysterical Baer into an automo
bile when Max's manager, Ancil Hoff
man, interfered with the stunt. 

Protecting a Million Dollars 

him with a long sharp knife and chased " Don't be a dope, you dope ! "  
him the length of the Morrison Hoffman snapped a t  Max, as he shooed 
Hotel's mezzanine. The fellow meant him back into his dwelling. " Remem
no harm ; he was merely going to re- her, big boy, I'm making the matches 
move the King's ears and take them around here, and when you fight Louis, 
home for a souvenir. it'll be for rea.!ly important money ; 

It was then that the K.ingfish gave we're not giving anything away ! "  
voice to an immortal utterance. Trying But from that day o n  Bam·'s number 
to justify his craven conduct when he was up. He talked of nothing but Louis 
groveled before Lo)!j�. th.e King said:  whenever he gathered an audience 
" I  wasn't meself. I didn't know what I during his training for Joe in the Adi
was do in'. I guess I was in a transom ! "  rondacks. He developed a very bad 

Another quaint character in cauli- case of jitters. The owls in the trees 
flower society is Philadelphia's Maxie kept him awake at night, he com
(Boo Boo) Hoff. Two Boos has a little plained. The place was so quiet he 
idiosyncrasy-he likes to shoot tin-foil couldn't sleep. He'd swap the beau
pellets with slingshots. Double Boo ties of Nature for a cabaret and a 
has a slingshot that would be a deadly swing band. 
weapon in a world war. He hires an Promoter Mike Jacobs, who spent a 
office boy who has nothing to do but week end with Baer just before the 
roll pellets and keep Boo Boo's various brawl, came back to New York and 
slingshots in working order. Boo Boo confided to this reporter: " Max can't 
can hit a bull's-eye at a hundred yards win. He's scared stiff. Joe's reputa
with his devilish device. Your cor- tion, plus Baer's poor showing against 
respondent, who was unconvinced and Jim Braddock, has shaken his confi
challenged him to demonstrate his dence in himself. I'm afraid he may 
prowess, will testify that Boo· Boo shot decide to call the fight off at the last 
a whistle out of a traffic cop's.mouth at minute, and that'd be a terrible blow 
a Broad Street corner one afternoon. to poor Michael, with all the money 
The gendarme · was just about to I've got in the box office." 
tweedle his whistle when Boo Boo drew Baer became incoherent and fled 
bead·, stretched the ru(>ber bands of his when he and Joe met at the New York 
slingshot back a couple of feet and let State Boxing Commission offices to be 
fly. The whistle was knocked from the weighed in a few hours before they 
officer's lips and he howled in anguish. were to meet in Yankee Stadium. 
Boo Boo paid no heed ; he tlu·ust his

· Jacobs had six strapping fellows on 
slingshot into his hip pocket and walked hand to watch Max. When he ran from 
off. " I  love to shoot cops," quoth Pair the room, babbling something about 
of Boos. " l  usually take a shot at one not caring whether he fought Louis or 
or two a day, just for luck. Those flat- not, Promoter Jacobs sent his retriev
feet holler murder, and it is music to ers after him. 

my ears." " Watch that guy and don't let him 
Baer's Bugaboo 

The place where everybody had the 
screaming meemies was Maxie Baer's 
sinew salon up at Speculator, in the 
Adirondacks, when the Californian was 
worrying himself into a state of col
lapse before what was laughingly called 
his fight with Joe Louis. Maxie began 
fretting over Joe six months before he 
met him. The Louis bugaboo was prey
ing on Baer's mind while he was still 
champion, long before he lost to Brad
dock. Down in Asbury Park, where the 
carefree Baer was going through a 
course of light calisthenics to polish off 
Braddock-whom he regarded as a soft 
touch up until the very moment that 
the referee raised Jim's hand and de
clared him the new title holder-Baer 
thought of nothing but Louis. 

He had never seen Joe at that time, 
either in or out of the ring. But he was 
reading_a lot about him in the news-

out of your sight," he barked at these 
bully boys. " If he goes near a railroad 
station or starts for Newark airport, 
grab him and drag him to that ball 
park, if you have to hit him over the 
head with a club ! "  

I n  his dressing room as h e  waited 
the bell, Max's nerves became even 
more unstrung. He kept up a running 
fire of chatter about saving the heavy
weight championship for the white 
race. He put his boxing shoes on the ·
wrong feet. " Hey, you forgot your 
socks," his second, Jack Dempsey, told 
Baer, when he had corrected this 
blunder. Baer's knees clicked like 
castanets, his mountain-tanned face 
turned as white as a handkerchief, 
beads of perspiration stood out -on his 
brow. Promoter Jacobs' six pallbearers 
stood at his elbow. 

" I  wasn't sure he'd fight until the 
bell rang," Jacobs admitted, " and I'd 
given those fellows orders to pick him 
up bodily and heave him into that ring 
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if he balked. The minute he stepped 
through those ropes my responsibility 
ended. But if he hadn't, I 'd have had 
to shell out a million bucks to the cus
tomers, and giving back money is one 
thing I abhor." 

Mike should have split his profits 
with Dempsey, for it was Jack who 
really bucked up Baer. The old Manassa 
Mauler was disgusted with his protege. 
But what he told the panicky pugilist 
as he herded him down the aisle was 
this : " Don't be afraid, kid. That fel
low can't kill you. Remember, you're 
getting a hundred and seventy-five 
thousand dollars for this, Max, _,p,nd 
there'll be nothing the matter with you 
that that kind of coin won't cure. When 
I was your age, I'd fight a lion for a 
hundred and seventy-five thousand 
dollars. Get in there and keep punch
ing, boy ! "  

Now let us return to the boxing 
writers- the so-called experts of the 
camps-for a moment. They sit back, 
look wise and give off profundities 
about this athlete or that one. Most 
of hem can't lick their lips or slug 
their way out of a paper sack. One 
New York expert I knew used to be a 
certified public accountant. Another 
was a soda dispenser. A third was a 
toupee salesman up in New England. 
A working-press ticket to a big fight 
and a job on a newspaper qualifies you 
as an expert. These swat sages are 
gluttons for punishment too. It is said 
that heartless fight managers were the 
ones who originated the " they can't 
hurt us " slogan. I think it was the 
boxing writers. In Chicago at the 
Braddock-Louis fight, I overheard one 
expert-who used to be a comic-strip 
salesman for a syndicate-shout, " It's 
a fake ! "  when Louis impaled poor 
Braddock and knocked him senseless 
for twenty minutes with a sledge
hammer smack on the chops. Later, in 
Jim's dressing room, while a doctor 
was hemstitching the old champ's 
ripped jowls, the same skeptic sneered, 
"Aw, he walked into that one to take 
the easy way out ! " 

Joe Louis' Minstrels 

In Toledo at the Dempsey-Willard 
fight in 1919, the late Tad Dorgan, 
gifted sports cartoonist, and his co
worker, Damon Runyon, had pooled 
their resources to bet on Dempsey. 
Between them they had pooled $300. 
'rhey bet their bank roll at 1Q-1 that 
Jack would stop Jess in the first round. 
If he did, they stood to win $3000. 
They had the money spent mentally 
when the fight began. They were going 
to buy themselves a Stutz Bearcat 
roadster. They would have a special 
color job, which Tad would design and 
which would make a rainbow seem 
drab by comparison. They were talking 
over their plans in their ringside pews 
when Dempsey let fly with a left hook, 
the first solid punch of the fight, and 
dropped big Willard like a poleaxed 
steer. "We'll paint the wheels yellow ! "  
Tad roared i n  Runyon's ear; then he 
shouted at the prostrate Willard 
through cupped hands: " Stay down, 
you bum-stay down ! "  But Willard 
got up and the Stutz stayed in the 
show window. 

A Joe Louis camp is like a minstrel 
show. Louis usually spars under a 
canvas marquee, with a player piano 
grinding dipsy-doodle tunes outside. 
Peddlers sell fried chicken, stewed corn , 
hot dogs, soda pop, Joe Louis lucky 
rings, Joe Louis souvenir handker
chiefs, the life story of Joe Louis, and 
so on. In· Joe's shack, Bill Robinson 
dances his tap steps, Duke Ellington 
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and Cab Calloway provide the har- I 
mony, and all they need is Lew Dock- j 
stader asking, " Mr. Bones, who was 
that lady I seen you with last night? " 

Louis himself sleeps fourteen hours 
a day and eats prodigious quantities of 
food. He is the eatingest and sleeping
est of them all. 

In his easygoing way, Joe is quick 
on the trigger at repartee. After Schmel
ing stopped him in their first bout, a 
reporter interviewed him as he was 
taking off from Newark airport for his 
Detroit home. Joe's head was swollen · 
the size of a pumpkin and dark glasses 
hid his closed eyes. 

"Are you going to see the fight pic
tures, Joe ? "  the battered boxer was 
asked. 

" Naw," said Joe, " I  saw the fight ! "  

Cannon Fodder 

Right after he disposed of Brad
dock, another inquisitor asked him: 
" When did you know you had the 
fight won, Joe ? "  

Louis answered : " When Braddock 
signed for the match." 

There is no spendthrift in Joe, finan
cially or conversationally. Newsreel 
photographers asked hhn and Schmel
ing to pose and say a few words. 

" What']] I say ? "
�
asked Joe. 

" Oh, anything-just a couple of 
words." 

Joe thought carefully and then 
mumbled, " Hul-lo ! "  

The sports scribblers snickered when 
Louis solemnly declared he would stop 
Max Schmeling " in about two rounds, 
Ah reckon ! "  But their jeers changed 
to cheers when Joe's estimate proved 
too conservative. For the champion 
has an uncanny knack for calling his 
shots. Louis lays his hopes and expec
tations right on the barrel head, and 
he's rarely more than a round or so out 
of the way. 

Joe's favorite training site is Dr. 
Joseph Bier's estate at Pompton Lakes, 
New Jersey, only an hour by motor from 
New York. Here the Detroit auto
factory laborer lolls about in an old 
Colonial stone home that was once the 
abode of General Schuyler, of Revo
lutionary War fame. Legend has it that 
Joe's sleeping quarters were occupied 
by General Washington, but neither 
Louis nor anybody else is too sure 
�bout that. 

Sparring partners are one of the 
major problems in a Louis camp. 
Other fighters have no trouble getting 
all the catchers they need for ten dol
lars a day. Louis offers twenty-five 
dollars per matinee to each man, and 
when there are no takers, he hikes the 
ante to fifty dollars. Even then, the 
turnover is rapid. Each evening some 
battered unfortunate is seen trudging 
down the dusty highway toward the 
railroad station, and scouts around 
New York gymnasiums get frantic 
calls to ship another load of beef to 
Pompton. Joe was in a particularly 
savage mood before his second Schmel
ing fight. He reasoned that, since he 
was paying top money to the hired 
hands, it was his privilege to flog them 
furiously. 

" I  ain't fooling," he explained. " I  
tell those boys it is every man for his
self. I pretends they're all Max Smel
lin' and I lets 'em have it-poff ! "  

11 Cigar store golf 
I howled 

11 Not for me11 

1. Thlo lo the oort of thing that bums me up plenty ! I 
went into a cigar store the other night to· buy a pack of • 
cigarettes, and just as I was walking out the " bright boy · �  
behind the counter asked . . .  "how about some golf balls., 
Mister I ' '  . . .  Golf balls from a cigar clerk who probably 

doesn · t know a mashie from a stymie ! 

I. I looked at thlo tycoon of the to
bacco industry, and said : "Listen, my 
Panetela Pro, I buy my golf balls from 
the one man in the world who deserves 
my trade - my golf Pro, out at the 
course . . .  where I play." 

4. "Acuohnet Golf lalla are sold only 
through us Pros. E<tJery ball! That 
policy helps me improve your game. 
It lets me be sure that the ball you· re 
playing will go where it should with 
the swing I'm teaching you. 

3. Later I told Tom, our club Pro, 
about the affair . . . and he shook my 
hand. "Thanks, Mr. Whipple, may
be you've wondered why I recommend 
Acushnet Golf Balls so often. Well, 
I'll tell you -

5. "We ••• all klnda of balla ln play 
-we play 'em ourselves-and we get 
to know which are right-and Acush
nets-tested by X-ray for balance and · 
perfection before they leave factory -
are the •righttst' balls we know." 
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Joe is a prima donna in his camp. 
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and signing autographs laboriously. 
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as he did in his practice ring. He is no 
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Willie Hoppe, either. H e  grins glee
fully when he beats his sparring part
ners though. They explain, however, 
" If Joe couldn't fight any better than 
he can knock those balls around, he'd 
be a prelim boy. We let him win 
though. If we don't, he lathers us when 
he gets us inside those ropes ! It ain't 
safe to take a game from Joe." Joe 
plays poker as he plays pool, but he 
wins there also. "Anybody takes a big 
pot from him tonight, gets his brains 
knocked out tomorrow," sighs dusky 
George Nicholson, who is the champ's 
No. 1 spar mate. 

Each afternoon during his Schmeling 
siege, they showed Joe movies of the 
German's fight with Maxie Baer. Louis 
laughed uproariously as he· watched 
Baer blast Schmeling into insensibility. 
" That Baer " Joe guffawed " he can't 
lick the lazy side of me. ' Schmeling 
didn't whup me , it must 'a' been some 
other boy." ·His handlers reminded 
Louis at every opportunity of Schmel
ing's taunts. They didn't let him forget 
that his conqueror had derided Joe 
as a green, awkward amateur. They 
goaded Joe by reading newspaper in
terviews in which Max said he could 
drop Louis on his haunches whenever 
he chose to hit him on his big, jutting 
chin. They constantly quoted Schmel
ing's claim : " I  am the champion in 
fact, since I beat Louis. He is the 
champion in name only-a paper 
champion ! "  

The Dark .Rvenger 

Joe's eyes narrowed and his jaw 
muscles twitched at these gibes. " Max 
say that, eh? "  he snapped. " Well, 
we'll see-we'll see ! "  

The camp psychologists did their 
work well. When Louis left camp, he 
was fighting mad. " I  was mad at Max 
when I stepped into that ring, but I 

felt sorry for him after I hit him a few 
times," he recalled after the battle. " I  
thought he was laughing at me when 
the referee introduced us. I know now 
he was just smiling, being polite. But 
somebody in my corner said : ' Look at 
him, Joe, he thinks you're funny ! '  But 
I'm not mad at 

·
Max no more. He's 

okay, I reckon. He's just a poor old 
man who thought he was too good ! ·� 

The sports writers take the lead i n  
promoting most o f  the high-powered 
whackeroo which featlires life in fight 
camps. They tried to re-enact the Chi
cago fire up at Primo Camera's camp 
in Auburn some years ago. A snoozing 
village constable was the cause of i t  
all. When the writers strolled into an 
Auburn hotel and found the town cop 
catching some shut-eye when he should 
have been patrolling his beat, they 
decided to teach him a lesson. The 
gendarme was sitting, his chin on his 
chest and snoring lustily, on one of 
those old-fashioned pircular leather 
lounges that are built onto a pillar 
that extends from floor to ceiling. 
One of the boys rolled up a news
paper in billiard-cue style. He touched 
a match to it and thrust it under the 
seat, intent upon jamming it between 
the officer's No: 1 2  brogans. But the 
playful pyromaniac miscalculated the 
speed with which liis torch would burn. 
Instead of toasting the policeman's 
hoofs, he set fire to the couch itself and 
almost succeeded in burning down the 
hostelry. 

As the years roll by, you hear a lot 
· of wild-eyed stories about the Dead 
Eye Dick doings about the Dempsey
Tom Gibbons fight at Shelby, Mon
tana, in 1923. Accord�g to those yarns, 
after he and Kearns had bankrupted 
the little vVestern COW town, Dempsey 
was forced at pistol point to fight Gib
bons. There were gun-toting hombres 
shadowing Dempsey at all times and 
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daring him to leave town, as he had 
threatened to do unless he got all the 
money he'd been promised, according 
to the tales that drifted East. A roo tin', 
too tin', two-gun bad man was supposed 
to have squatted in Dempsey's corner, 
his .45 pointed at Jack's close-cropped 
skull, and yelled at him to fight his 
best or get plugged with a dose of hot 
lead. Kearns and Dempsey denied all 
not long ago. 

Broadway Cowboys 

" There were a lot of gunmen in that 
town," Dempsey's manager said, " but 
they were cowboys from Forty-second 
Street and Broadway who'd come 
West with me and the champ. They got 
those rods at a theatrical costumer's. 
They bought high-heeled boots, fur 
chaps, red checkered shirts, and thought 
they were tough guys. They'd have 
been in a bad way if some of those na
tives had challenged 'em. I grabbed all 
the money in the till before Dempsey 
went into the ring. There wasn't a thin 
dime in the town that I didn't have. I 
had a couple of hundred thousand dol
lars wrapped in an old newspaper, 
which I carried under my arm as if it 
were my other shirt, when we were 
ready to leave. I was afraid they were 
going to stick me up and take that swag 
away from me, and if they'd decided to 
do so, my drugstore cowboys wouldn't 
have been any help, because they'd 
have been in my way when I started to 
run. There were several private rail
roa(\ cars parked on a siding in Shelby. 
I gave a fellow five hundred dollars to 
let me and Dempsey ride out of town 
in one. We locked the doors and barri
caded ourselves in a drawing room 
until we were a hundred miles down the 
line. Then I found out it was my own 
car. I'd ordered it and forgotten 
about it in the excitement." 

OLD D OCTOR, YO UNG D O CTOR 

than a large house where they put out 
chicken dinners and occasionally have 
a guest for the night. He got out and 
ran for the door, hunching his shoul
ders under the old-fashioned rain cape 
that hadn't had much of this sort of 
usage lately. 

It was Bill Stacey who needed a doc
tor; Bill Stacey who asked little of life 
and got much, but most of it bad. Bill 
lay on the leather couch in what he 
was pleased to call the lobby of the 
inn, and Bill's leg was stretched gin
gerly out from his body and seemed to 
have an entirely new joint between 
knee and hip. 

" Doc Grinbaugh ! "  he said, pleased. 
" Didn't expect to see you way out 
here, Doc. But it's swell just the same. 
Is the leg broke bad ? "  

" I  don't see how i t  could b e  broken 
any worse," said the old doctor cheer
fully. " How'd you do it? " 

" That rustic bridge we put in over 
the creek to tickle the tomists ! She 
was half washed out with this rain, and 
she gave under me." 

" Oh, well, it could have been -a com
pound fracture, which it isn't," said 
Doc Grinbaugh. 

He fussed around a.nd l\1rs. Stacey 
fussed around, and then he got Bill's 
ankle in both his big, veined old hands 
and said, " Hang on, ·william." 

Then after a while the leg was set 
pretty well, and Bill wiped large drops 
from a greenish forehead and his teeth [ released a lower lip that hadn't quite 

(Continued from Page 17) 

been bitten through, and Mrs. Stacey 
came aroand with a bottle. Bill didn' t  
bother with a glass. 

" Haven't had you out here for 
years, Doc," he said, after the bottle 
neck had been wiped clean and passed 
to the veined old hand. "Mostly it's 
been Doctor Dave. But like I said, it's 
swell you came yourself, particularly 
with a ticklish job like this one." 

" I  guess I can still set a busted leg 
with most of 'em," said Grinbaugh 
comfortably. " But, shucks, Bill, so 
can Dave." 

" Sure," said Stacey. " He's a right 
good boy. Nobody's denyin' that." 

Doctor Grinbaugh was winding 
strips of an old dress around splints 
that had been part of a canned-goods 
case a moment ago. His fingers slowed 
perceptibly. " How old are you, Bill? " 
he asked, after a moment. 

" Thirty-si.x," said Stacey. "�Thy ? "  
" You spoke o f  Dave a s  a boy. I 

wondered what made you sa.y that." 
" Well. I don't know." 
" Dave's thirty-five," said Grinbaugh. 
" Thirty-five ? "  Stacey said. " I  

thought h e  was younger. I mean, I 
guess I didn' t  think of it at all. It's 
just that he's kind of under you, and 
you're bead man, and it seems sort of 
like it was when he first came here and 
he was kind of young then." 

Grinbaugh was tying neat knots. 
" I  didn't mean be isn't a swell doc

tor, or anything," said Stacey anx
iously. 

" It's all right, Bill," Grinbaugh 
said. " Stay off this till I tell you you 
can bubble. Get some of the boys to 
car.ry you upstairs." 

'fhe phone rang before he could get 
away, and it was Jean relaying a call to 
go to Mrs. Planer's house down the 
line toward Bristol Mills; and from 
there he went to the squalid shack of 
the Cackov family, because the little 
girl had a sudden sore throat that 
might be diphtheria, but wasn't;  and 
then he stopped at old Mrs. Morgan's 
house at the edge of town to see how 
her liver was; and finally he got home 
at about ten minutes of seven, and he 
went pretty directly to a chair. 

He made no objection whatever 
when Jean suggested that she take his 
shoes off and that be put his feet in a 
hot tub. It had been a devilish hard 
afternoon, he thought fretfully ; just 
the sort of afternoon when a lot of 
chumps had a lot of troubles which 
made it necessary for a doctor to 
splash out to them, and it did seem to 
him that at his age he was entitled to a 
little more consideration. Damn it all, 
he'd been caring for these folks for 
nearly fifty years. 

Dinner had just been set on the 
table when the phone rang, and it was 
Tom Creeley to say frenziedly that he 
thought his wife, who bad pneumonia, 
had taken a turn for the worse. Auto
matically, Grinbaugb turned for Dave, 
but Dave wasn't here. So he cursed 

(Continued on Page 102) 
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with a vigor that made Jean put her 
hands over her ears, and shrugged into 
his sopping rain cape. 

" Take_ Dave's coupe," suggested 
Jean. So Grinbaugh weakened to the 
extent of doing that, because his own 
car, good as it was, had been made in 
the days when distributors were still 
temperamental, and this was not a 
night for temperament. 

He got back, and there was a call 
from Blake's Corners, which is even 
beyond Bear Mountain ; and there fol
lowed a suinmons from Emergency 
Hospital, where a patient of twenty 
years' standing called in delirium for 
Doc Grinbaugh and no one but Doc 
Grinbaugh, and the -rain was a blast 
from a double-barreled shotgun, be
cause now it had fulfilled its destiny 
and turned to sleet with an even higher 
wind behind it . . Everywhere, creeks 
were roaring and roads were half 
under sheets of muddy water like 
coffee. 

" Wby anybody·has the bad sense to 
be a country doctor," he raged as he 
got wearily to bed at about midnight, 
" is more than I can understand." 

And Jean, who had been looking 
pretty anxious before he'd staggered 
exhaustedly back from that last visit, 
had a dent in her right cheek that 
would have been a dimple if the smile 
had ever materialized, which it didn't. 

There was no ·incipient dimple there 
at two in the morning, when the phone 
rang and she took it. There was blank 
dismay, and an uncertainty about 
what she should do next that was ut
terly unlike Jean. 

' ' Well? ' '  said Doc Grin baugh testily, 
from his bed. " What is it? Wbat is 
it ? "  

" Mrs. Pearson," said Jean. " Jed 
phoned. That baby's coming this time 
for sure." 

" Let Dave --" began Grinbaugh. 
But there wasn't any Dave. 

Grinbaugh was beyond words, even 
curses. He ached all over. He couldn't 
quite come out of his sleep, which 
hadn't been violated like this for years. 
He seriously doubted whether he'd be 
able to stand up long enough to dress, 
but he did it. He didn't look in the 
mirror, so he did not see the drawn, 
exhausted countenance which, for 
once, showed every one of its seventy
two years. But Jean saw it, and she 
pushed her father into a chair and 
went to phone Doctor Calvert, of 
Bristol Mills, and Calvert was out 
and they didn't know when he'd be 
back. 

Grinbaugh slogg�d on tremulous 
old legs to the door . . 

" Dad ! "  cried Jean. " Wait ! I -
you needn't --" 

The closing door cut off her voice, 
and Grinbaugh labored to Dave's 
coupe. Somebody was throwing smoth
ering cold blankets around his face, 
and that was the snow, which the sleet 
had now become. Then he was driving 
half blindly through mud and slush 
and sloshing over deep pools which 
couldn't run down the ditches fast 
enough. 

He had heard the radio at the hos
pital. Roads slippery with ice and 
water, creeks flooded, visibility bad, 
don't take your car out unless abso
lutely necessary. And he had forty-six 
years of this kind of stuff behind him. 
Hang it, it wasn't right that a man 
should have to call on a seventy-two
year-old body for this kind of thing. 

But if he thought this was all he was 
going to call on it for, he was mistaken, 
because when he got to the bridge 
leading to the Pearsons' muddy road, 
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he saw that there wasn't any bridge. 
Grinbaugh examined the creek bank, 
saw that there wasn't a chance of ford
ing it anywhere, and got his aching old 
body back into the car. He went to the 
nearest crossroad back of him and 
started over. And that was almost the 
end. 

The crossroad was of earth, with no 
stone fill under it. The car slipped and 
slid, and then stuck, even with chains 
on it. Grinbaugh got out and cut 
branches from the roadside trees and 
put them under the wheels, and they 
sailed gaily off by themselves when the 
wheels next spun, and then a near-by 
farmer came out with a slicker over his 
night clothes, and by mental sugges
tion or something they got the coupe 
going. 

He stalled again a half mile farther 
on, and this time branches did the 
trick; and he stalled once more and 
apparently forever a mile and a half 
from the next bridge up from the 
washed-out one, which was his goal. 
He was so bone dead that he could 
only whisper his opinion of Dave's 
coupe and of his own good sense for 
not taking his old-timer with the high 
wheels, instead. 

The second bridge was out, and old 
Doc Grinbaugh sat weakly down on a 
rock and put his whirling head in his 
hands, and then got up and slogged 
along the bank. 

He had spent his boyhood as well a-s 
his manhood in these parts. When he 
was a boy there had been no bridge at 
this spot to wash out, but he and the 
other boys had crossed the creek all 
right. It had been at a spot a quarter 
of a mile down, where a young oak 
flung a branch across. In the years 
past he had occasionally seen the oak 
again, ever older and bigger, with the 
branch ever more amply spanning the 
stream. Grin baugh got to this tree, 
finding it in the darkness by the simple 
process of bumping into it. 

I t  was chest-high in water, and when 
he somehow managed to get up to the 
limb and out its treacherous overhang, 
he saw boiling rapids of unguessable 
depth where the other bank should 
have been. Old Grinbaugh cursed, be
cause that was what old Grinbaugh al
ways did when he should have been 
praying, and he dropped and found 
himself in chest-high water again, but 
only chest-high. 

He got to Pearsons' all right, and 
Mrs. Pearson was having her baby this 
time, no fooling about it;  and Jed 
wasn't around because he had gone out 
in the night to meet the doctor at that 
washed-out bridge and see if he could 
help him across. So Grinbaugh ushered 
his millionth baby into the world, 
and slept a moment sitting up in a 
chair, and then, as Jed still hadn't ap
peared, got the nearest neighbor over 
by telephone just before the wires went 
down, and finally started back home at 
ten minutes of five in the morning. 

Doctor Grinbaugh would never 
know how he got back to that tree 
with the overhanging branch. There 
was a year spent in bucking the smoth
ering white blankets and dragging his 
unfeeling feet through water and slush 
and mud. There was another year of 
fumbling around with his arms up in 
the darkness, and then he felt the 
branch. 

" I  can't make it," he said calmly to 
himself as he hauled on the branch till 
the tip sagged down. " It's crazy even 
to think .I can make it." 

So he got up on it somehow, because 
after all it wasn't the thing to do to 
just lie down and go to sleep, and he 

(Continued on Page 104) 
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AND SEE WHAT A BIG CHANGE 
IN YOUR CAR ' 'SMALL CHANGE' ' CAN BUY! 

YOU'VE HEARD that modem engines are hard 
on oil. But maybe you don't know that dirty 
winter oil is mighty hard on engines, when the 
first warm spell hits. 

Accumulated sludge and varnish drag your 
motor down, rob it of pickup, shorten its We. 

Yes, and then gritty winter greases let gears, 
knuckles, and bearings scrape and squeak 
your dollars away. 

DO 2 THINGS TODAY 
FIRST, fill your crankcase with fresh, 
long-lasting, tough-film PennZoil, the 
amazing, anti-sludge* Pennsylvania 
oil that keeps your motor so clean 
it gives you more pep and power
uses less gasoline! 

SECOND, get a complete change of 
new, tough, summer grade PennZoil 
gear lubricants and a complete Penn
Zoil chassis lubrication. See what a 
diHerence they make in steering, rid
ing-in the whole "feel" of your car! 

There's a dealer near you. Phone your Pennzoil 
distributor or branch lor his address. Drive up and 
sounclyouruzniOra thorough. Springclaange-overl 

1 "\' s (\eanness\ 

* " a. t lhls Reason 
loo��o "' tor Penn °' . t----· 

\ � 3 •str• 

i •uP• rna'k• t \ P•""ao\\. \ 

J 
Othed stop here· 
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1rs rHE "NtY IR�N 
IN THE WO�tD 

Yt:JV NIVI�� 
ti'T (Jfl Tltr. 

Banishes ironing fatigue 
forever/ 

"Until the saleslady told me, I never 
realized that I lifted 5000 pounds every 
time I iro�ed. Now I /mow· it was all 
that lifting and .tilting that tired me on 
ironing day. I wouldn't think of going 
back to lifting an iron." 

This new iron literally takes lifting 
out of ironing-gives you the lift in� 
stead. It lifts and lowers itself at a 
touch - anywhere you plea·se on the 
ironing board. You can iron sitti11g 
down, if you want-completely relaxed ! 

Start ironing the "Never-Lift .. way. 
See this wonderful iron now. See, also, 

Stand.r on it.r 
own legs 

the exclusive 3-Speed Selector which 
tunes heat to your individual ironing 
speed - fast, medium or slow; the 
Proctor Dial of Fabrics which assures 
correct heat for different materials; and 
many other superior features. It's smart· 

· looking, streamlined and air-cooled. 
SAFE. DEPENDABLE ! 

And remember this ! Your money 
doesn't buy "just an iron ... It buys 
freedom from drudgery - the ONLY 

iron you 1J.ever lift or tilt l Get a 
Proctor Never-Lift Iron-you 
tued and deserve its help. 

On display wherever dependable appliances are sold 

THREE NEW IRON S !  

Safe! Speedy! 

,Streamlined I 

- featuring the same Dreadnought heating 

unit as the Never-lift; the Dial of Fabrics, and 

many other Proctor advantages . . .  $5.95 up. 
PROCTOR ELECTRIC COMPANY • PHILADELPHIA 

Division of Proctor & Schwartz, Inc. • Est. 1883 

(Continued from Page 102) pale as the sheet he lay on, and open 
started an inch at a time along the one eyelid for a frantic look without 
branch. his waking up. And Dave, with her, 

The branch was old. It had been could examine and care for the in
nearly sixty years since Grinbaugh had domitable old body without its even 
climbed along it, in its, and his, youth. stirring. 
There was a crack heard only faintly So two people had a late breakfast 
over the shrieking wind, and suddenly on the sun porch later in the morning, 
Grinbaugh was hanging from a mass of with a bit of sun coming in this time 
branched and raking twigs that only from a crack in the clouds suggesting 
ceased their weary down-droop when that perhaps after all this was April in
half of him was in the water and his stead of February. The two were 
weight was thus eased a trifle. young Doctor McKee and his wife, and 

" I'm going to die here," said Grin- if you thought Jean was pale, you 
baugh to himself very calmly, " I'm should have looked at the pallor of 
going to be able to hang on for about a young Doctor McKee. 
minute, and then I'll have to let go. " Do you feel as mean and petty as I 
When that happens, I'm going to do ? "  he asked her. 
drown." She shivered. " We had no idea 

It was then that something was things would pile up that much, or 
swept against him, almost wrenching that bridges would be out and every
his grasp loose before the minute was thing." 
up. It was something that thrashed Dave acted as if he had scarcely 
around and then convulsively grabbed heard her. He wasn't eating. He was 
him by the legs. just looking absently at the neglected 

" Jed ! "  yelled Grinbaugh, veined breakfast. And not seeing it. Seeing, in
old hands hanging onto the still- stead, the tall old man boring into the 
cracking branch. " Jed Pearson ! "  storm ; boring, boring, like an old horse 

But there was no answer from the that will break someday in harness, but 
man who had come to help him and never in any other conceivable location. 
then got in over his depth himse1f ; or, " He was magnificent," he said, tone 
if there was an answer, the gale low, eyes wide. " I  started prepared to 
"\\'hipped it away before Grinbaugh's steady him back to the car when he 
failing hearing could record it. was stopped, and go on to take care of 

The strain on his legs relaxed as the the call . myself. I ended by using 
almost-unseen figure beneath him everything I had, and reserves I didn't 
found a kindly rock to which to cling; know I did have, to keep up with him� 
and in the next instant Grinbaugh's At the creek, he left me completely. 
grasp on the branch failed, too, and he Fifteen minutes must have passed be
was in the boiling flood, and that was · fore I found out how he had crossed 
going to be the end of old Doc Grin- and got over myself. Then, when I 
baugh. followed him back to the creek 

A hook or a hand or something got again --" 
him, and he was towed to the rock and Dave took out a piece of toast and 
thence, after a while, in easier stages, to put it back again. 
the shore. There he was put into a car. " Do you know he very probably 
But Grinbaugh didn't know any of saved my life last night? I fished him 
this, because he had been in a far place out later, but he gave me my chance 
where there is no snow or sleet or first. Jean, I don't care what it means 
scorpion night, but only soft, sweet to me, he goes on till he's a hundred, if 
blackness. he chooses." 

Even when the blackness lifted, it Jean's eyes didn't fill with tears, be-
didn't lift much, and he only knew that cause she was a doctor's daughter and 
he was in a car that was lurching till he a doctor's wife, but the look in them 
had to hang hard to the edge of the was not good to see as she visioned 
seat to keep upright. He didn't know more years ahead of Dave, who was 
how long it was before the car stopped such a fine boy and someday-possibly 
and he was more carried than led into when he was sixty-would turn out to 
a house that looked familiar. It seemed be a regular doctor. But Dave didn't 
that he had been brought home. Then let himself observe that look, and he 
he was so deeply asleep that Jean didn't let himself feel the emptiness 
could tiptoe into the room later, face (Continued on Page 106! 

1 1I think I'll drop Latin and take French instead . • • •  I know 
one Frenchman, and r don't know any Latin men at all ! "  



Here's a man who has just made a 
discovery. 

He's always known what a grand 
drink fresh Florida grapefruit juice is
now he's found out how good it tastes 
out of a can. 

He's sampling the 1 940 crop, of 
course-packed by 1 940 methods. 

It's got a tartness that wakes up your 
mouth. It leaves your mouth feeling 
fresh and clean. 

THE S.IITliR.D.IIy 

It's a bracer, a thirst-quencher, an  
alkalizer and a health-builder- all 
in one. 

And of course it gives you the vita
mins and minerals for which grape
fruit is famous. 

How about trying Florida canned 
grapefruit juice yourself? It fits into al
most any time of day-and the more 
you drin

-
k the more it helps you. 

FLORIDA CITRUS COMMISSION, LAKELAND, FLORIDA 
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LOOK FOR THIS MARK ON THE CAN IF YOU WANT REAL QUALITY -= grapefruit juice 
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clean BOTH Dirt Zones* 
better, faster than they've ever 

been cleaned before You can end half-way housecleaning by having the 
right vacuum cleaner for every job! The featherweight, 
cylinder-type Premier Vac-Kit cleans every thing 
ABOVE the floor . . .  It is easy on you, easy on furnish
ings, but hard on dirt! Your rugs and carpets, ON the 
floor, _...r;. yield every speck of dirt to the powerful 

�� ; J action of the Premier Floor 
Cleaner with its double-action 

• motor-driven brush. Clean 

1. BOTH Dirt Zones . . .  in less time, 
-......_..-=....,'- . . , with less effort, for less money �- , ;?__ vfcl1� • • •  with Premier Partners. See 

) ? � your Premier dealer or write 
YOUWOULDN'T USE A MEAT Premier Div., Electric Vamum 
CLEAVER TO CUT A CAKEI Cleaner Co., Inc., Cleveland, 0. 

, . .  ). 
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(Continued from Page 104) 

of waiting around as an aging appren
tice till the old man felt like re
linquishing his decaying empire. He 
thought of and saw only the grandeur 

. of old Doc Grinbaugh, who answered 
the needs of the ill when he had no 
strength to answer, and crossed raging 
rivers when there was no way to cross 
them, and was certainly the last of his 
breed. 

" Poor old boy," he said gently. 
" He's going to feel pretty awful when 
he wakes up. We'd better keep him in 
bed for a couple of --" 

He stopped, because there was the 
sound of a step in the dining room, 
through which you went to the break
fast room, and the step belonged to old 
Doc Grinbaugh. 

He came in, rubbing his hands and 
snorting with the pleasure of a good 
rest and a clear conscience. He came in, 
sniffing the fine smell that was crisp 
bacon, and he didn't seem to see the 
utter astonishment in the blue eyes of 
Jean and the gray eyes of Dave. 

" Good morning," he said in an 
amiable growl. " Nice day. What a 
sleep I got ! Feel like a boy. You 
missed some excitement last night, 
Dave." 

" Orange juice," said Jean, in some
body else's voice. 

" Mrs. Pearson had her baby last 
night, all on schedule," said the old 
man, making short work of the orange 
juice. " Had a job getting to her, and a 
worse job getting back home, even 
with help. I don't mind admitting I 
was pretty tuckered. Yes, sir, pretty 
tuckered." 

" Toast? "  said Jean, in the stranger's 
voice. 

" You bet." 
Al; he ate, old Doc talked, and what 

he talked about was the annoying in-
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consistency of Nature-letting you be 
practically seventy-two years old and 
not permitting you to feel any older 
than a good sound fifty. And then he 
trumpeted into his oversized handker� 
chief, more from exuberance than 
necessity, and went back through the 
dining room to the root of the stairs 
with a firm step. 

But at the foot of the stairs Grin
baugh stood for a time, because he 
didn't know whether or not he was 
going to be able to get up those stairs 
on the tremulous old legs that had 
taken such a beating last night. Fi
nally he did, with each step a triumph ; 
and then he was sure he'd never make 
it from the head of the stairs to his 
room, but he did that, too, panting, 
but grinning as he panted. 

He sat at his desk without moving 
for a while, still grinning, and then he 
opened a little drawer and took out a 
frayed strand of fabric. It had dropped 
from his relaxing fingers when he was 
put to bed last night, and nobody had 
noticed it till this morning when he 
picked it up. 

A wisp that had come loose in the 
grasp with which he had held to the 
seat edge in the lurching car last night. 
A wisp matching precisely similar wisps 
fraying from the worn seat covers of 
his own old car, and telling him who 
was the Samaritan who had brought him home. 

After a long time he chuckled like 
an old lion with a joke in its throat, 
and he began considering the best way 
to put out a discreet announcement to 
the effect that he had long wanted to 
retire into the laboratory, and that 
now he could do so bee��ouse Doctor 
David McKee, a man mature in his 
practice and in his knowledge of Bar
stowe and its needs, stood ready to 
take over. 

QUICK SERVICE 
(Contlnu•d from Page 37) 

. Mrs. Steptoe's embarrassment ex
pressed itself in an uneasy titter. She 
was beginning to feel unequal to the 
situation. Her residence in Great Brit
ain had done much to put her abreast 
of the customs of the country-for 
weeks she had been eating her boiled 
eggs out of the shell instead of mashed 
up in a glass, and Howard was never 
allowed to fasten the bottom button 
of his waistcoat-but she knew that 
there were still weak spots in her equip
ment, and one of these was that she 
had not yet quite got the hang of Eng
lish humor. Sometimes she could grab 
it off the bat, but sometimes-as now
it got past her. 

" Is that the latest gag ? "  she asked, 
with what she hoped was adequate 
sprightliness. 

"Madam ? "  
" Yes, calling women that, like men 

in the old novels saying, ' Dear lady.' 
It's kind of cute," said Mrs. Steptoe 
musingly, " but I'm not sure I really 
like it. It makes you sound as if you 
were a valet or something." 

" I  am, madam." 
There came to Mrs. Steptoe an un

worthy suspicion. Joss still looked like 
the son of some noble house, but she 
now found herself regarding him as the 
son of a noble house who has had a 
couple. 

" I'm afraid you will think me very 
dumb," she said coldly, " but I don't 
quite see the joke." 

" No joke, madam. I am Mr. Step
toe's new valet." 

" What ! "  

" Yes, madam. Miss Fairmile en
gaged me this morning." 

There is no anguish so acute as that 
experienced by a woman of strong views 
on class distinctions who, having lav
ished all the charm of her best manner 
on a supposed scion of the nobility, 
discovers that he is the latest addition 
to her domestic staff. And Mrs. Steptoe 
would undoubtedly have given elo
quent eJ,."J)ression to her feelings, had 
she not, just as she was about to begin, 
caught Joss' eye. It was a strong, 
steady eye, the eye of a man who for 
two years had given J. B. Duff look for 
look, and if not actually made him wilt, 
at least confined him reasonably closely 
to the decencies of debate. It im
pressed Mrs. Steptoe. She could recog
nize personality when she saw it. 

Hard, keen, practical woman though 
she was, the chatelaine of Claines Hall 
had a wistful, castles-in-the-air-building 
side to her nature. Ever since she had 
landed in England, she had dreamed of 
one day securing a valet of the right 
sort, a gentleman's personal gentleman 
of blood and iron, capable of sticking 
his chin out at her Howard and making 
him play ball. And here, unless she had 
been totally deceived by a promising 
exterior, he was. 

Her glance softened. An instant be
fore, she could have been mistaken for 
a rattlesnake about to strike. Her air 
now became that of a rattlesnake which 
is prepared to reserve its judgment till 
it has heard all the facts. 

" Oh ? "  she said. 
" Yes, madam." 
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wins admiration 
with flavorful 

meals ! 

IN business, her job is to display gowns. 
But, in her home, she shows off to even 
greater advantage by serving meals made 
extra-delicious with a bottle of A. I. Sauce 
always on the table . . • .  

You, too, wiU find A. 1 .  
Sauce wonderful in the 
way it adds piquancy 
and flavor to all steaks, 
chops, roasts, stews, gra
vies, eggs, soups, salads, 
baked beans and tomato 
j uice. Send for a free 
recipe booklet. 

G. F. Heublein & Bro., 
Hartford, Connecticut. 

HEUBLEIN ol HARTFORD S'"" 1875 

" Chibnall should have taken you to 
the servants' hall." 

' ' Yes madam '' 
" Still, now yo"u are here --" 
" Precisely, madam. No doubt you 

wish to give me certain hints and in
structions with regard to my duties." 
Joss coughed discreetly. "I understand 
from Miss Fairmile that Mr. Steptoe 
is inclined to be a little difficult." 

It was the very point which Mrs. 
Steptoe was am.ious to discuss. " That's 
right," she said. " He gets rough with 
his valets." 

" Indeed, madam." 
" He throws a scare into them, and 

they quit. The only one so far that's 
stayed as long as two weeks was the 
fellow before you. I had hopes of him , 
but Mr. Steptoe finally got him down. 
He didn't like Mr. Steptoe rubbing his 
nose on his shirt front." 

This interested Joss. He had not 
known that he was taking service un
der a man with an India-rubber neck. 

" Is Mr. Steptoe a contortionist? "  
" You don't get me. I t  was the fellow 

before you's nose that Mr. Steptoe 
rubbed on Mr. Steptoe's shirt front. 
The fellow before you had laid out a 
stiff-bosomed shirt for him to wear at 
dinner, and Mr. Steptoe doesn't like 
stiff-bosomed shirts. So he rubbed the 
fellow before you's nose on it." 

"I see, madam." ... 
" So there you are. That's what 

you're up against." 
"I quite appreciate the situation, 

madam. But I view it without con
cern. This will not be the first time I 
have been in the emplojment of a diffi
cult gentleman." 

"And you made out all right ? "  
" Entirely satisfactorily, madam." 
Mrs. Steptoe's last lingering doubts 

were removed. If she still bore any re
semblance to a rattlesnake, it was to 
one which has heard the voice of con
science and decided to simmer down 
and spend a quiet evening with the 
boys. This was the superman she had It 's Your Serve ! dreamed of. She resolved to conceal 
nothing from him, but to give him the 
low-down in overflowing measure. A good sturdy racket 

with semioval head. 
Beautifully finished and 
stri!Xld, with attractive 
bindings on shoulders 
a n d  throa t .  3 - p l y  
frame. Black leather 
"no sliJ}" grip. Spiral 
silk stringing, Sup
plied in light and me-

dium weights. 

"Well, that's fine," she said. " You've 
taken a weight off my mind. I'm he
ginning to think you'll be able to swing 
this job. It's not everybody that can 
handle Mr. Steptoe when he's going 
good, but you seem to have what it 
takes. You see, the whole trouble is 
this. Mind you, this is strictly off the 

S���s:_�p�i!�!wfu!�)�1�� record. I wouldn't want to be quoted." 
Saturday Evening Post, or "I quite understand, madam." 
5�'::rr�;;,:a�/C:�e:' l!;:;�� " Between ourselves, then, for your 

!:.dn1�Y pe�:;:!�eiiri:8s����i!fet�:�; guidance, Mr. Steptoe is a hick." 
own home ut the rutl price U·year " Indeed, madam? "  
�- :f".:ii!!���b'."S".�;.�c!."n':.'"d!?::J " He has no natural sense of dignity. 
l'U sendyour Racket by return mail! I can't seem to drive it into his nut that 
¥�i:-:,we::;::tf!rli.S�

i
!:� c::!d�: · he's got a position to keep up. Only the 

Your own and your personal g;ft other day I caught him in the stable 
�hfss�:i

i
��i-ont" will not count toward yard, shooting craps with my chauf-

Write subscribers' names and od- feur." 
���hs�i�:ck ��o;:o::r:rd:r

d
a:•;t!h�: ' '  Tut, madam.'' 

ad. Boys' Club Manager. " yes I heard a voice yelling ' Baby 
CURTIS PUBLISHING COMPANY I needs n�w shoes ! • and there he was " 4761ndependenceSquare,Phda.,Pa. l · 

' ' Dear, dear, madam.'' 
C A L  B A R�� "And he hates dressi�g for dinner. 

CAULKING ; , · He says collars scratch his neck and he 
Co,AIII:JQIIJUn can't stand for the way stiff-bosomed 

17r Vl'f/11 shirts go pop when he breathes. You 
A weather proof. non-staining plastic substance that holds see, he was raised all wrong. Till I � u&�,��� ..... ���:

t
r�� ���iat�����:oi&u;i� married him, he thought that a morning 

;;8t
n
����"D:n�������cr�h';l'IN��V�NI��rt'o�� coat was something on your tongue. 

Mf.ra. of Tecb.nica.l Products, 2610-26 N. Martha Sl, Phila., Pa. You know, he used to box in prelim-
inary --" 

" Nir. Steptoe was a boxer ? "  
" Preliminary bouts on the Pacific 

Coast. The first time I ever saw him 
was at the American Legion stadium in 
Hollywood. He was getting the tar 
wha.Jed out of him by a fellow called 
Wildcat 1\"ix." 

This relieved Joss somewhat. He 
was prepared to take the rough with 
the smooth, but it was nice to feel that 
he was not coming up against an ir
ritable world's champion. 

" Well, you know what small-time 
box fighters are. They get. the pork
and-beans outlook, and don't seem 
able to shake it off. So I'm relying on 
you to be very firm with him. Tonight, 
particularly. There's one or two really 
nice people expected to dinner, and I 
wouldn't put it past Mr. Steptoe, if left 
to his own unbridled instincts, to show 
up in a turtle-neck sweater. And now 
I'll ring for Chibnall to take you to your 
room. I hope you'll be comfortable." 

" Thank you, madam." 
" Watch Mr. Steptoe's shoes. Take 

your eye off him for a second, and he'll 
be coming down to dinner wearing 
sneakers." 

"I will be very vigilant, madam." 
" I'm sure you will . . . .· Oh, Chib

nall," said Mrs. Steptoe, " this is 
Weatherby, Mr. Steptoe'·s new valet. 
Will you show him his room ? "  

I n  stating that there is no anguish so 
acute as that which is experienced by a 
hostess who mistakes a member of her 
staff for a scion of the nobility, we were 
guilty of an error. It is equaled, if 
not smpassed, by that of a butler of 
haughty spirit who finds that he has 
been calling a fellow toiler " sir." It 
was with burning eyes and resentment 
in every feature that Chibnall turned 
on Joss as the door closed behind them. 
Only the fact that Joss' five-pound 
note was nestling in his trousers pocket 
restrained him from the most violent 
form of rebuke. 

" Why didn't you tell me who you 
were ? "  he demanded. 

" You never asked me," said Joss. 
" Bowling up to the front door in 

your car, as if you had bought the 
place ! "  

" The wrong note, you think? Yes, I 
suppose you're right. Here, where are 
we going ? "  

" I  was instructed to show your lord
ship your lordship's room," said Chib
nall, whose satire, though good, was 
always inclined to be a little on the 
heavy side. " Perhaps your lordship will be so obliging as to pick up your 
lordship's feet and follow me." 

They had left behind the soft rugs 
and Chippendale furnitme of the rul
ing classes and had come into a barren 
land of uncarpeted stairs and passages 
smelling of yellow soap. Joss found his 
spirits sinking. He felt like Dante be
ing shown through the Inferno by 
Vergil. And when Vergil threw open a 
door in the very heart of the yellow
soap zone, revealing a small bedroom 
with an iron bedstead and a cracked 
pitcher standing in a chipped bowl, he 
sh?

,
ok his head dec��edly . . Oh, no, no,', no, he sa1d. " Oh, no, 

no, no, no, no. 
" I  beg your pardon ? "  
" This will never do. Haven't you 

something better than this ? " 
' : Perhaps you'dlikea private bath? " 
"A private bath, of course," said 

Joss. "And a few good prints on the 
·walls and a decent armchair. Two arm
chairs, in fact, because I am hoping 
that you will often look in on me for a 
smoke and a chat, when we are off 
duty." 

A sharp, whistling intake of breath 
at his side told him that he had been 
too abrupt. He felt that he should 
have remembered that preliminaries 
are essential to these negotiations. 

" I  wonder," he said, taking a five
pound note from his pocket, " if you 
would be interested in another of these ? 
Perhaps you are a collector ? "  

107 

Y 0 U 8 E 
• •  0 R • •  

S O R R Y ?  

when you 
BUY 

your E lectric Lamp 
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{{ Why, Aunt Martha . . .  how did you know we'd 
turned in our old refrigerator for a Serve/?" 

• . . · because it freezes silently with 

N O  M OVI N G  PARYS 
• Yes . . .  more and more families every 

.
year are replacing t.!}.er-type refriger
ators with the only automatic refrigerator 
whose freezing system has no moving 

parts to wear or cause noise. See Servel 
Electrolux at your gas company or local 
dealer's showroom. 

"I hadn't e-ven noticed it was burning -
I'm using MENNEN MENTHOL-ICED LATHER !" 

Crave cool comfort? . . .  then just try icy 
Mennen Menthol-iced Lather. Man, how 
it cools your chin! And how it wilts those 
whiskers! Your beard just breezes off. No 
yank. No pull. Say "Ha-Ha" to heat and 
discomfort, by saying to your druggist
"Mennen Menthol-iced for mine! " 

Menmn alJo makes a swell plain Lather 
• . .  and a grand BrushJess, too. 

• • 

TRY THE 3 -STEP MENNEN SHAVE -SHAVE CREAM -SKIN BRACER�TALCUM FOR MEN 

There was a long pause, during 
which Chibnall, the man, wrestled with 
Chibnall, the butler. The man wished 
to fling the five-pound note in Joss' 
face, the butler was in favor of trouser
ing it. The latter won. 

" Thanks," he said. 
" You see," Joss explained, " Mrs. 

Steptoe made such a point of telling me 
to be comfortable. I wouldn't like to 
disappoint her. And I ought to tell you 
that I have not always been as you see 
me now. Until recently I lived in an 
atmosphere of refinement, even lmmry. 
In fact, I dwelt in marble halls with 
vassals and serfs at my side. I can't 
mention names, even to you, but if I 
were to reveal the identity of the titled 
father who cut me off with a shilling 
for refusing to marry the girl he had 
chosen for me, you would be stag
gered." 

It was as if Chibnall had suddenly 
seen light in the darkness. Subcon
sciously, he realized now, some such 
explanation of these peculiar goings-on 
had already begun to suggest itself. He 
was a great reader of novelettes, and 
had often argued their merits with Miss 
Pym, who preferred thrillers. The situ
ation which Joss. had outlined was not 
a new one to him. He had come across 
it not only in Hyacinth but in Mark 
Delamere, Gentleman, and The World 
Well Lost. • 

" Indeed, sir ? "  
" That's what makes m e  a little 

fussy." 
"I quite understand, sir." 
" Who arranges about the bedrooms 

here ? "  
" The housekeeper, sir." 
" She should be able to find me some

thing suitable ? "  
" Unquestionably, sir. There are a 

number of unoccupied guest rooms." 
" Then lead me to her. In fact, you 

had better assemble the whole staff. I 
should like to address them on an im
portant point of policy." 

. It was some half hour later, as Joss 
sat in the servants' hall enjoying a 
pleasant rubber of bridge with Mrs. 
Barlow, the housekeeper, Mrs. Ellis, 
the cook, and Chibnall that there 
pealed through the regions below stairs 
the sound of a bell. It gave the im
pression that somebody with a power
ful thumb had placed that thumb on 
the button and kept it there. 

" Mr. Steptoe," said Chibnall, who 
was dummy. 

Joss sighed. Enthusiastically sup
ported by his partner, he had just bid 
little slam in hearts, and looked like 
making 't. 

"A nuisance," he said. " But in
evitable, I suppose. Perhaps you 
would come and show me the way." 

The door of Mr. Steptoe's bedroom, 
when they reae>hed it, was ajar, and 
from within there came the restless 
movement of some heavy body, sug
gesting either that an elephant had got 
loose or that Mr. Steptoe was pacing 
the floor. It was a sinister sound, and 
Chibnall's eyes, as they met Joss', were 
alive with respectful pity. Chibnall 
had seen so many valets enter that 
room, only to totter out shaking in 
every limb and groping their way 
blindly, like guests coming away from 
a lord mayor's banquet, or even, as in 
the case of the fellow-before-you, bleed
ing profusely at the nose. 

Quickly shaking Joss' hand, he tip
toed off. 

Joss pushed the door open and went 
in. It seemed to him that the early 
stages of his first interview with his 
new employer might be marked by a 
little friction. Nor was he mistaken. 
One glance at the latter was enough to 
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show illm that Mr. Steptoe was not at 
his sunniest. As a matter of fact, no
body who had known him only since 
his arrival in England had ever seen 
Howard Steptoe sunny. He was, as has 
already been indicated by his demeanor 
at the breakfast table, a soured and 
disillusioned man. 

When a wealthy widow, infatuated 
by his robust charms, had removed 
him from the pork-and-beans sur
roundings in which he had passed his 
formative years, Howard (Muggsy) 
Steptoe had supposed that he was 
about to sit on top of the world. And 
here he was in a hell of valets, starched 
collars, tea parties, county society and 
companions who were so good for him, 
like Lord Holbeton. A rude• .awakening. 

Today, he had been hatting up 
ever since lunch. It was over the 
luncheon table, it will be remembered, 
that Mrs. Steptoe had told him of Mr. 
Duff's offer for the portrait of Mrs. 
Chavender. And when a man sorely in 
need of ready cash hears that his wife 
has turned down a dazzling offer for a 
portrait belonging to himself, on which 
he would have put an outside price of 
thirty cents, he is apt, evim if of a mild 
and equable temperament, to chafe 
pretty considerably. Mr. Steptoe, who 
was not mild and equable, had chafed 
like a gumboil. 

And about half an hour ago he had 
met Sally and learned from her that a 
new valet had arrived at Claines Hall. 
Just when he had been congratulating 
himself on having stamped this evil out. 

Roward Steptoe was waiting for this 
valet .. 

" Good evening, sir," said Joss. 
" You rang ? "  

H e  found himself impressed by the 
other's physique, and was surprised 
that it had never carried him beyond 
preliminary bouts on the Pacific Coast. 
Faulty footwork, he presumed. 

There was a snowy shirt lying on the 
bed. Mr. Steptoe pointed a bananalike 
finger at it-emotionally, for it repre
sented to him the last straw. 

" You ! "  
" Sir ? "  
" See that shirt ? " 
" Yes sir " 
H stiff." · 
'' Precisely, sir . ' '  
" Well, take it  away, or I'll make you 

eat it." 
Joss felt that the moment had come 

to be firm. There was a compelling 
steadiness in the eye which he fixed on 
the fermenting man. 

" Steptoe," he said quietly, " you 
will wear your nice shirt." 

VIII 

THERE was a silence. Mr. Steptoe's 
vast frame had become afflicted by 

what looked like a palsy. He moved, 
he stirred, he seemed to feel the thrill of 
life along his keeL His hands had 
bunched themselves into fists, and he 
breathed tensely through his squashed 
nose. 

" What ? "  he muttered throatily. 
" Wassat you said ? "  

Joss repeated his observation. He 
had shifted his position slightly, so as 
to place a substantial chair between 
them, and had taken from the mantel
piece a stout and serviceable vase
just in case. He was pretty confident 
of being able to settle this dispute 
through the channels of diplomacy, but 
there was no harm in being prepared. 

" I'll break you into little bits." 
" Don't be silly. What use would I be 

in little bits ? "  
A bitter smile disturbed for an in

stant the tenseness of Mr. Steptoe's 
(Continued on Page 1 10) 
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The path to a home of your own 
A new book, "How to Have the Home You Want," 

contains 1 16 pages of homeownership informa

tion_ It is guiding many thousands of people 

along the path to a better, safer home investment. 

What are your questions about getting that 

longed-for home of your own ? Answer them, now, 
by getting a copy of this new and valuable book! 

Would you like to know the characteristics of 

various types of houses . . .  New England Colo

nial . . .  Northwest American . . .  Cape Cod . . .  

Modern? Have you wondered how to plan 

entrances, closets . . .  living room, dining room, 

kitchen . . .  ior lasting convenience? Do you 

want sound standards for j udging neighbor

hoods, construction and home financing plans? 

To help you answer these and other important 

questions, the United States Gypsum Company 

has published "How to Have the Home You 

Want." It covers many phases of homeowner

ship. It explains how to buy and how to build. 

It discusses the selection of property; how to 

use the services of architect and builder; tips 

on landscaping, decoration and the selection 

of equipment. It shows how to make your home 

safer and more comfortable with modern, im

proved building materials; how developments of 

USG research in home construction protect your 

home from fire, heat and cold and deterioration. 

"How to Have the Home You Want" may 

help you avoid mistakes -and perhaps save 

hundreds of d o llars.  You c a n  follow this 

book with c o n fi d e n c e  because it h a s  b e e n  ' 
prepared by U S  G, for 38 years a maker of 

quality building materials which are s o l d  

b y  thous a n d s  of l eading l u m b e r  a n d  build

ing material dealers throughout the country. 

Ask your US G Dealer for your copy of "How 

to Have the H o m e  You Wa n t' ' - o r  if y o u  

prefer, s e n d  t h e  coupon or write direct to US G .  

UNITED STATES GYPSUM COMPANY U N I T E D  S T A T E S  G Y P S U M  C O M P A N Y  
D e p t .  5 0 ,  3 0 0  We s t  A d a m s  S t r e e t ,  C h i c a g o ,  I l l i n o i s  

tl -where research develops better, sa.for building materz'als 

Please send me "How to Have the Home You Want." I en
close lOc (coin or stamps) to cover mailing and handling. 

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

Address . . . . . . . . . • . . . . . . . • . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  

City. , . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  State . . . . . . • . • . .  sEP-5-18 
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FOR THE FIRST TIME 
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AGED CHEDDARS IN A CHEESE 

WITH UNIFORM FLAVOR 
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Thrill to our Zoo stars. 
IVER 511 LINDIERGH'S TROPHIISt 

St. Louis is their home. 
IVER 511 OPERA UNDER THI STARS! 

Our A1.uny Opera is wor/J.famous. 
IVER SEE OL'MAN RIVER? 

He's right on our doorstep. 
EVER SU A PANDA' 

We have two • • .  stop a11d see them. 

Historic as the Mason Dixon Line • • •  
modern as the Yankee Clipper. Going 
north, east, south, west. St. Louis is 
worth your while. 

To assure the success ofyour visir, let 
Hotel Lennox be your host. Here you'U 
find bospitaliry to warm your heart . . .  
guest-controlled air-conditioned rooms 
to cool your night's rest • • •  famous food 
and drink • • •  bath, radio, ice water in 
every room. 

At Hotel Lennox, the town's at your 
doorstep. Circle St. Louis on your 
roadmap or time table . . .  and stop 
at the Lennox. 

Rates- $3.50 or less, single; l_s.oo or less, double. 
Special rates for famiNes. 
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(Continued from Page 108) 
lips. " Ha l "  he said. " Smart guy, 
huh ? "  

Joss slapped his thigh. " I  knew you 
were going to say that." 

" Is that so ? "  
" Either that or ' Wise guy, huh ? '  

I was as sure of i t  as I am that I have 
in my pocket the lOU's for the money 
you lost to the cook at craps." 

" Cheese ! "  said Mr. Steptoe, totter
ing on his base. 

It was about a week since Howard 
Steptoe, in the hope of picking up a 
little pocket money, had started teach
ing the domestic staff this fascinating 
game, and in a black hour had come 
up against Mrs. Ellis, the cook, who 
possessed a natural aptitude for it. This 
very evening he had been compelled to 
ask her to accept another promissory 
note for sixteen shillings, bringing his 
obligations up to the colossal figure of 
six pounds, eight and twopence. 

"And when I think what Mrs. Step
toe is going to say when I show them 
to her," said Joss, " I  shudder." 

So did Mr. Steptoe. He shuddered 
from stem to stern. 

The fear lest this evidence of his 
sinning might someday find its way 
to Mrs. Steptoe had haunted Muggsy's 
dreams for a week. He knew so well 
what the harvest would be. 

In the main, though despotic, his 
wife's rule was benevolent, and the 
love she bore him enabled him to rub 
valets' noses in shirt fronts without ex
citing aoything worse than a pained 
" Oh, Howard ! "  She had even been 
reasonably mild when she had found 
him rolling the bones with the chauf
feur. But there was one point on which 
he knew that she would tolerate no 
funny business. Let her discover that 
he had been trying to skin the best 
cook in Sussex, thus sowing in that 
cook's mind possible thoughts of giving 
her notice, and the tigress that slept in 
her would be unchained. 

· 

"Anticipating a spot of toughness on 
your part," said Joss, " I  leaped at the 
opportunity offered to me just now of 
buying up your paper. It may interest 
you to know that I got it dirt cheap. 
Confidence in your financial stability 
is very low in the servants' hall, and 
sacrifice prices prevailed." He paused. 
" Steptoe," he said, " you will wear 
your stiff-bosomed shirt, and like it." 

Mr. Steptoe had sunk into a chair, 
and was supporting his head on his 
hands. Joss felt a pang of pity for the 
stricken man. 

" Cheer up," he said. " You have 
only to show a docile and reasonable 
spirit, and I shall not proceed to the 
last awful extreme. How on earth," he 
asked sympathetically, " did you come 
to get in the red to that extent? You 
must have been rolling them all wrong. 
You'd better let me give you a few 
lessons." 

Mr. Steptoe raised his head, staring. 
" Do you play craps ? "  

. " Do I play craps ? "  said Joss, with a 
light laugh. " That's good. The dicers 
of a dozen cities would smile if they 
heard you ask that. You, I take it, are 
a novice.' '  

" I o, I'm not," said Mr. Steptoe 
hotly. 

" Then there must be something seri
ously wrong with your methods. The 
whole science of craps consists in say
ing the right thing to the bones at the 
right time. And that, I suspect, is 
where you have slipped. You suggest to 
me the ultra-conservative, hidebound 
personality. \\'hat you learned at your 
mother's knee is good enough for you. 
I understand that you still say, ' Baby 
needs new shoes.' " 

" Well, why not ? "  
"All wrong. Dice aren't going to re

spond to outmoded stuff like that. But 
I'll go into all that later. For the mo
ment, Steptoe, let me urge upon you 
never again to play with cooks. Prac
tically all of them have an uncanny 
skill. Your future as a crapshooter, as 
I see it, lies among the nobility and 
gentry. If I were you, I would reserve 
myself for this garden party of which I 
hear so much." 

" How do you mean ? "  
" Wait till the garden party, and 

then detach a contingent of the best 
element in the county from the tea and 
buns and take them behind the stables 
and give them the works." 

" I  never thought of that." 
" I see no reason why you should not 

make a substantial killing." 
" It can't be too substantial for me." 
" You require the money for some 

special purpose ? "  
" Do I ! "  Although they were alone, 

behind closed doors, Mr. Steptoe looked 
nervously over his shoulder. " I  want 
to raise enough to buy my transporta
tion back to Hollywood.'' 

" Your heart is still there, is it? But 
I was given to understand that your 
career there was not an unmixedly suc
cessful one. Suppose you ran into 
Wildcat Wix again ? "  

" Say, listen; I could eat that guy for 
breakfast." 

"I was told that he whaled the tar 
out of you." 

· " Who said that? "  
" Mrs. Steptoe. "  
" Women don't understand these 

things. I was robbed of the decision by 
a venal referee. And, anyway, I'm not 
planning to go back to being a prize 
fighter. When I left there I was doing 
swell in pictures." 

" I  don't remember seeing you.'' 
" Well, it was extra work till just at 

the end. Then I was in one where I had 
three good speeches.'' 

" You had ? "  
" That's what I had. I t  was one of 

these tough stories, where everybody's 
all the time slapping somebody else's 
face. I was one of these gangsters. A 
guy comes up to me and says, ' Oh, 
yeah ? '  and I say, ' Oh, yeah ? '  and slap 
his face. Then another guy comes up to 
me and says, ' Oh, yeah ? '  and I say, 
' Oh, yeah ? '  and slap his face. And 
then a third guy comes up to me and 
says, ' Oh, yeah ? '  and I say, ' Oh, 
yeah ? '  and I slap him on the kisser 
too." 

" I  suppose they couldn't get Clark 
Gable ? "  

"And then Mrs. Steptoe goes and 
marries me. Wouldn't that jar you ? 
Just as I'm starting to break in." 

" Many people say that the artist 
should not marry." 

" It bust my career. There's a rising 
demand in pictures for fellows with 
maps like mine. How about Maxie 
Rosenbloom ? There's a case for you. 
Started out as a prize fighter, like me, 
and now look at him." 

" Maxie was a champion." 
" Well, so would I of been a champion 

if it hadn't of been for jealousy in high 
places. I tell you, I was being groomed 
for stardom when Mrs. Steptoe comes 
along and takes me away from it all. 
And all that stands between me and it 
now is not having the dough for my 
transportation." 

"A lesson or two from me, and we'll 
soon adjust that. You'll send those 
dukes and earls back from the garden 
party in their shirts." 

" I  cert'n'y will. Say, listen," said 
Mr. Steptoe, regarding Joss with affec
tion and respect. " You're all right ! "  
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How Can a Bride 
Make Hubby Forget 

His Mother's Cooking? 
ANS . - Bu y  a reliable cook 
book? Smile at the butcher? 
Both helpful, but not enough ! 
She must� above all, be care
ful of her seasoning! For sea
soning makes the dish . . .  yes, 
makes the meal ! Tbat is why 
those brides, who are novices 
in the kitchen, should put Lea & Perrins Sauce on their 
first grocery order. A dash of 
spicy, tangy Lea & Perrins 
adds delicious flavor and ap
petite-tempting goo�ness to 
meats of all kind, fish, soups, 
salads and gravies. Nothing 
will please Hubby more. 'Tis 
the bride's cheapest and best 
possible cooking insurance. 

BOYS ! 

Sell 
The Saturday 
Evening Post 

And earn your 
Baseball Equipment 

Curtis Publishing Company 
484 Independence Square, Phila .• Penna. 

Dear Prize Man: Sure thinr I want prizes and money! 
Send my first copiell or tell me how to get them! 

...................•..•. Age 

Street ... 

Toum ... ,,.,.State ... 

Have one of your parents sign the following statement : 

I au1 alad to have m)' boy start sellina Curtis Publications 



BOYS ! 
Have Plenty 

of FUN 
This Summer! 

SELL 

The Saturday 
Evening Post 

for profits and prizes ! 

CURTIS PUBLISHING COMPANY 
482 Independence Square 
Philadelphia, Pennsylvania 

Dear Prize Man: Sure thing I want to earn prizes and 
cash. ,Send my first copies or tell me where to get them! 

Name ... . . . ........ Age . . .  

Street ... 

Town... . ..... Swre .. .  
Have one of your parents sign the following statement: 

I am glad to have my boy start selling Curtis Publications 
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" I'm one of the nicest fellows you 
ever met. In proof of which, take 
these." 

' ' Cheese ! ' '  
" I  merely needed them a t  the outset 

of our acquaintance, to insure the es
tablishing of our relations on a chummy 
basis. And now," said Joss briskly, " as 
time is getting on, climb into that 
shirt. "  

The joyous light died out o f  the 
other's eyes. " Must I ? "  

" I 'm afraid so. People are coming 
to dinner." 

" Just a bunch of stiffs." 
" The stiffer the stiffs, the stiffer the 

shirt front. That is the fundamental 
law on which Society rests. So upsy
daisy, Steptoe, and get it over." 

' " Well, if you say so." 
" That's my brave little man. And 

now," said Joss, who had been looking 
out of the window, " I  m.ust leave you. 
There's somebody down in the garden 
that I want to see." 

IX 

SALLY had dressed for dinner early, 
in order to be able to enjoy a stroll 

in the garden before the guests should 
arrive. Claines Hall was one of the 
moated houses of England, and a walk 
beside those still waters always re
freshed her after one of her visits to 
London. 

Her thoughts, as she leaned over t.he 
low wall, looking down at the fish dart
ing in and out of the weeds, had turned 
to Joss. As his social sponsor, she felt 
herself concerned in his fortunes. She 
wondered how he was settling down in 
the servants' hall, and hoped that that 
exuberance of his had not led him into 
the perpetration of one of those gaffes 
which are so rightly resented in such 
places. 

It was nice, at any rate, to find that 
he had been an outstanding success 
with Mrs. Steptoe. That autocrat's 
enthusiastic response to her rather ap
prehensive inquiries had astonished 
Sally. Mrs. Steptoe had unhesitatingly 
stamped Joss with the seal of her ap
proval as the goods. She had spoken 
in no measured terms of the quiet 
forcefulness of his personality, giving it 
as her opinion that this time the master 
of the house had come up against 
something red-hot. If this new fellow 
was as good as he seemed, said :Mrs. 
Steptoe, not mincing her words, it was 
quite within the bounds of possibility 
that Howard might make his appear
ance at the garden party looking half
way human. 

A cheery " Hoy ! "  broke the' still
ness, and Sally turned to see the 
very person she had been thinking 
about. 

Valets did not as a rule saunter about 
the gardens of Claines Hall in the quiet 
evenfall, but nobody had told Joss 
Weatherby that. 

" So there you are," he said. " Do 
you know, in this uncertain light, I mis
took you for a wood nymph ? "  

" Do you always shout ' Hoy ! '  at 
wood nymphs? "  

" Nearly always." 
"I suppose you know that valets 

aren't supposed to shout ' Hoy ! '  at 
people ? "  

" Yon must open a conversation 
somehow." 

" Well, if you want to attract, for 
instance, Mrs. Steptoe's attention, it  
would be more suitable to say ' Hoy, 
madam ! ' '' 

" Or ' Hoy, dear lady ! ' "  
" Yes, that would be friendlier." 
" Thanks. I'll remember i't." He 

joined her at the wall, and stood 
scrutinizing the fish for a moment in 

silence. The evening was very still. 
Somewhere in the distance, sheep bells 
were tinkling, and from one of the 
windows of the house there came the 
sound of a raucous voice rendering 
the Lambeth Walk. Despite the ·shirt, 
.Joss had left Mr. Steptoe happy, even 
gay. 

" This is'a lovely place," he said. 
" I'm glad you like it." 
"An earthly paradise, absolutely. 

Though mark you," said Joss, who be
lieved in coming to the point, " a  gas 
works in .Jersey City would be all 
right with me, so long as you were 
there. 'A Book of Verses underneath 
the Bough --' " 

The quotation was familiar to Sally, 
and she felt it might be better to 
change the subject. 

" How are you getting on ? "  
" Fine. Couldn't be better. I was 

hoping to run across you, and here you 
are. And as I was saying, ' a  Jug of 
Wine, a Loaf of Bread-and Thou be
side me singing in the Wilderness --' "  

" I  didn't mean in the wilderness. I 
meant in the servants' hall." 

" Oh, the servants' hall? I'm its 
pet." 

" Chibnall, of course, is the man 
you have to conciliate. His word can 
make or break." 

" I  have Chibnall in my pocket. "  
" Really? "  
" We're like Cohen and Corcoran. 

One of those beautiful friendships. We 
hadn't known each other half an hour 
before he was taking his hair down and 
confiding in me. Did you know he was 
engaged to the barmaid at the local 
pub ? "  

" No." 
" Perhaps it hasn't been given out 

yet. And he was a good d·eal upset 
because he found her this morning 
straightening a commercial traveler's 
tie. ' Oh ,  curse of marriage,' he said to 
himself, ' that we can call these deli
cate creatures ours, and not their appe
tites.' His impulse was to write her a 
stinker." 

"And did you approve ? "  
" No. I was against it. I pointed 

out to him that it is of the essence of a 
barmaid's duties that she be all things 
to all men, and that it had probably 
been a mere professional gesture, de
signed purely to stimulate trade. I 
am a close enough student of human 
nature to be aware that a commercial 
traveler who has had his tie straight
ened• by a pretty girl with copper
colored hair is far more likely to order 
a second beer than one to whom such 
a girl has been distant and aloof." 

" That's true. He must have found 
you a great comfort." 

" Oh ,  he did. He's going to intro
duce me to her tomorrow. "  

" You seem t o  have comforted Mr. 
Steptoe too. That sounds like him 
singing." 

" Yes. I found him rather moody, 
but I dropped a few kindly words, and 
they cheered him up like a noggin of 
J. B. Duff's sherry. I forgot to ask 
about that, by the way. Did you and 
be finish the bottle after I had left? "  

" Not quite." 
" Was the interview satisfactory ? "  
" Very, thanks. "  
" Let m e  see ; I forget what it  was· 

you were seeing him about." 
" You should take one of those mem

ory courses. How do you get on with 
the others ? "  

" They eat out of my hand." 
" Has Mrs. Barlow given you a nice 

room? "  
" Terrific. "  
" Then you think you will b e  happy 

here ? "  
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" Ecstatically. "  
" How are you going t o  manage 

about looking after Mr. Steptoe ? Can 
you valet ? "  

" You have touched o n  m y  secret 
sorrow. I can't. But· it's all arranged. 
Immediate,!y upon arrival, I sum
moned the staff and addressed them. 
I said that if they were prepared to 
take my work off my hands I was pre
pared to pay well for good service. I 
had the meeting with me from the 
start, and the details were speedily 
iL'<ed up. Charles, the footman, will 
see to the technical side of Mr. Step
toe's valeting. The matter of my morn
ing cup of tea is in the capable hands of 
the kitchen maid. The cook has con
tracted to see that a few sandwiches 
shall be beside my bed last thing at 
night, in case I get peckish in the small 
hours. The whisky-and-soda to accom
pany them will of course be in Chib
nall's department." 

Sally stared. For one disloyal mo
ment she found herself regretting that 
Lord Holbeton had not more of this 
spirit of enterprise. It might have 
been purely her fancy; but she thought 
she had detected in the latter's man
ner, when she broached the idea of 
stealing Mrs. Chavender's portrait, a 
certain listlessness and lack of enthusi
asm. 

" You're quite i¥1 organizer." 
" I like to get things working 

smoothly." 
" What used you to be before this? 

A captain of industry ? But I was for
getting. Mr. Duff said you were an 
artist." 

" Yes." 
" Then what were you doing in his 

office? When I came in, I thought you 
must be a partner or something. " 

" That is a mistake lots of people 
used to make. My air of quiet dignity 
was misleading. I was a kind of tame 
artist employed by the firm to do illus
trations for advertisements and so on. 
Among other things, I did the posters 
for Paramount Ham." 

" Oh, no ! "  
"All right, I don't like them my

self." 
" But Mr. Duff told me you painted 

that portrait of Mrs. Chavender that's 
in the breakfast room." 

" Quite true." 
" Then why --" 
" The whole trouble was," said Joss, 

" that the necessity for eating thrust 
itself in to the foreground of my do
mestic politics. When I painted that 
portrait, I was in the chips. I had a 
private income-the young artist's 
best friend. It was later converted to 
his own use by the lawyer who had 
charge of it, he getting the feeling one 
day that his need was greater than 
mine. When you're faced by the pau
pers' home, you have to take what you 
can get." 

" Yes," said Sally, who had bad the 
same e>.:perience. " But what a shame. 
I'm SOlTy." 

" Thanks," said Joss. " Thanks for 
being sorry. Well, I struggled along for 
a while, getting thinner and thinner, 
and finally did what I ought to have 
had the sense to do at the start. I 
saved J. B. Duff from a watery grave. 
We were at East Hampton at the time, 
he on his yacht, I holding an executive 
post in a local soda fountain, and we 
met in mid-ocean. I got him to shore, 
and in a natmal spasm of gratitude he 
added me to his London staff. He was 
just leaving for London to take cha.rge. 
I have an idea he has regretted it since. 
Thinking it over, I believe he wishes 
occasionally that he had gone down · 

for the third time." 

May 18, 1940 

" I  can see how you might not be 
everybody's dream employee." 

" Too affable, you thin k ? " 
"A little, perhaps. Well, it's a 

shame." 
" Oh, all in the day's work. Some

day I hope to be able to be a portrait 
painter again. The difficulty is, of 
course, that in order to paint portraits 
you have to have sitters, and you can't 
get sitters till you've made a name, 
and you can't make a name till you've 
painted portraits. It is what is known 
as a vicious circle. ' '  

" Very vicious." 
"Almost a menace. But let's not 

waste time talking about me. Let's go 
on to that dress you're wearing. It's 
stupendous." 

" Thank you." . 
" I t  looks as if it were woven of mist 

and moonbeams. Mist and moon
beams, and you inside. Beat that for 
a combination. It's a most extraordi
nary thing. You seem to go from 
strength to strength. When you came 
into the office this morning in that 
blue frock, I thought it was the last 
word in woman's wear. And now you 
knock my eye out with this astound
ing creation. But, of course, it isn't 
the upholstery, it's you. You would 
look wonderful in anything. Tell me," 
said Joss ; " there's a thing I've been 
wanting to discuss with you ever since 
we met. Do you believe in love at first 
sigh t ? "  

Once more, Sally had the feeling 
that it might be well to change the 
conversation. 

" The ducks nest on that island over 
there," she said, pointing at a dim 
mass that loomed amid the shadows of 
the moat. 

" Let them," said Joss cordially. 
" Do you ? "  

" Do I what ? "  
" Believe i n  love at first sight. Chib

nall does." 
A car rounded the corner of the 

drive and came raspingly to a halt at 
the front door. 

" I  must go," said Sally. 
" Oh, no, don't." 
" People are arriving." 
" Just a bunch of stiffs. I have this 

on Mr. Steptoe's authority. Pay no 
attention to them." 

" Good night." 
" you are really going ? "  
" Yes." 
" Then I shall look forward to seeing 

you tomorrow, and we will take up this 
subject where we left off. There was 
some famous fellow who fell in love at 
first sight. Not Chibnall. Somebody 
else. Where do you stroll in the morn
ings ? "  

" I  don't stroll. I work." 
" Work ? "  
" Yes. I see the cook --" 
" Don't take her on at craps." 
"And I do the flowers and I brush 

the dog." 
" I'll help you brush the dog." 
" No, you won't." 
" Why not ? "  
" It would excite remark. "  
" I  being a humble valet ? "  
" You being a humble valet." 
" What a curse these social distinc-

tions are. They ought to be abolished. 
I remember saying that to Karl Marx 
once, and he thought there might be 
an idea for a book in it. . . . Romeo ! 
That's the name I was t.rying to 
think of." 

" Wbat about him ? "  
" He fell in love at first sight, like 

Chibnall and --" 
" Good night," said Sally. 

(TO BE CONTINUED) 
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The PENNSYLVANIA RX carries 
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REIIP THE WILD WIND 
(Continued from Page 25) 

employed on the Havana, Charleston 
and Baltimore run. She had put out of 
the Havana with a cargo of 3120 boxes 
of sugar, 53 bales of cotton and a few 
barrels of rum. 

The Falcon, cruising to the south
east, had sighted the wreck soon after 
daybreak. Daniel Claiborne was in 
co=and, for Capt. Ben Cutler lay in 
his house in Key West, suffering from 
an attack of recurrent fever. Dan had 
boarded the Carlotta from his longboat 
and been accepted as salvor. It was 
then that Captain McQuade had ex
pressed a desire to arbitrate the salvage 
without going into Key West to court. 

Dan had acted with the swift pre
cision of a good wrecker. The Car
lotta's anchor was taken out and let go 
at the end of a forty-fathom hawser to 
windward of the shoaled schooner. And 
all day, in water only moderately 
choppy, the boats of the Falcon and 
the Carlotta had lightened the latter's 
cargo. After sufficient boxes of sugar 
and bales of cotton had been stowed 
aboard the Falcon to represent 35 per 
cent of the value of the stranded ves
sel and her cargo, the Carlotta had 
been floated off the ·reef. 

Thirty-five per cent. . . . Over and 
over Loxi repeated it in her mind like 
a lesson in arithmetic in which the 
answer always came wrong. If it takes 
three vessels three days in seething and 
dangerous waters to remove a cargo 
and the salvage is only twenty-five per 
cent --

That had been the award asked by 
the salvors in the case of the Jubilee. 
She found herself wishing swiftly, 
fervently, that Jack Babcock, on the 
Alstons' Havana run now, were in Key 
West. He was so strong and sure. He 
would know exactly what Dan should 
do. He would be able to handle this 
impertinent maritime lawyer-this 
" sea lawyer," trying to invent a case 
to earn a fee. 

Thirty-five per cent, a day's easy 
work -- like a maggot in her brain. 

But it had all been done legally and 
correctly. Captain McQuade had ex
pressed a desire to avoid " the con
founded nuisance " of a salvage trial in 
the Key West court. He wished to 
arbitrate at the scene. This uas a 
clearly lawful procedure ; though, true, 
it was rare. 

The two schooners-the Carlotta 
proving only slightly damaged by her 
grounding-had eased out into deeper 
water and anchored off Indian Key, 
where there was a small settlement. 
The Falcon had put a boat into shore 
with a sealed message to two retired 
ship's officers whom Captain McQuade 
knew there. Their services were re
quested as arbitrators. 

The two men had come aboard the 
Carlotta. They had examined her and 
studied the scene of the wreck. Then 
they had spent the evening in the 
cabin drawing up the terms of settle
ment, approving the 35 per cent sal
vage on goods and vessel. McQuade 
had been satisfied. At dawn the Car
lotta set sail north toward Charleston 
and the Falcon sped swiftly to its home 
port of Key West, bearing its prize. 

Now they were saying-they were 
saying that McQuade, thinking to turn 
a dishonest penny from his own faulty 
seamanship, had proposed the arbitra
tion and the high salvage rate, in re
turn for a promise of a share in the pro
ceeds from the sale of the forfeited 
sugar and cotton. They said that Dan 
had agreed, knowing Cutler would ap
prove, knowing there would be extra 
money in it for himself. 

They dared to say that about her 
brother ! About Daniel Claiborne ! 
Surely everyone must realize that he 
" couldn't add one shilling to another. "  

Loxi and the captain had been walk
ing in silence along the dock together, 

(Continued on Page 1 1 7) 

"I think it's wond•rful the way you people 
have turned from plllaglng to lndu.stry." 



THE S JI TURDJIY EVENI N G  P O S T  

Of course, we 
.
all admit Fred made a good 'catch'-Farmer extra long wear. They give him hot-weather comfort in the field 

Mac even wonders if there are any big ones left in his lake! -and a 'dressed-up' appearance when he goes into town ! 
But Fred's real 'catch' of the season is his young bride, Mary! You, too, will like the extra strength and handsome appearance 

The rest of her suitors didn't have a chance when Fred bios- of Lee's exclusive, genuine Agan Jeans, Treg Twills and Drills, 
somed out this Spring in those smart-looking Lee Color-Matched -fade-proof, Sanforized-Shrunk* ,  made in tailored sizes to fit! 
Shirts and Pants ! Fred made a good choice when he bought Lee And they cost so little ! 
. . .  they look better, fit better, feel better! He started a fashion T a k e  y o u r  c h o i c e  of l"""················

· 
in our town-everybody's wearing them now! twelve popular shades-at f THE H 0 L::·:··················••••••oo; ........... . 

Take joe, the service man . . .  His Lee Color-Matched Shirts and your Lee dealer's now ! f r · · (Add,.,;�C,���7.PANY. Depr. SPs i 
Pants give him a snappy, business-getting unife>rm that washes For name of dealer and : '"'""' City, Mo.; Minn .

' acto,y) 
: ,

L
clean without fading or shrinking! F R E E  fa b ric s w a tch es, 

i South Bend, Ind. ; San ;;:��::���·Ii��1i/r �J'�n�on, N. J. ; 
i 

Mac, the farmer., knows Lee fabrics are styled fo

•

r

F

s

a

t

b

r

n

e

.
0

n

8

g

hr

t

•

h

" nk

a

ag

n

e

d

Le .. Th

m

80

a

1

i

o/c

l

0

coupon today! 

••
• 

:
· Send me FREE 1 ·· alma, 1\ans. 

: 

i swatches-also name .. :; mea/o
r-matched, color-fast fabric j • Y nearest Lee dealer. : 

• � Co/or-J1/atc!Jctl Shirts If Punts/ ::� Uuu u "·' I 
Livery Green Steel Gray 

UNION-MADE (COPYRIGHT 1 940-THE H. D. LEE MERC. COMPANY! 

•••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••••�::::::::::::::::: • .! 

Leather Sage Green Smoke Tan Navy Blue Forest Green 



T H E S W E E T P O T A T O T H A T B E C A M E A 

UNTIL Dr. Julian C. Miller frightened a plant into 
motherhood, all American grown sweet potatoes 

came from tuberous roots bred in the tropics. Our 
native sweets never produced seed. And without seed 
there could be no improvement in existing plants. 

But now farmers can breed undreamed of types . . .  
juggle chromosomes and perhaps come up with that 
long awaited paragon, the perfect super-sweet which 
will beget plants true to form from seed. 

Down at Louisiana State University, Dr. Miller 
nursed a potted sweet potato plant through its first 
winter under glass . . . tenderly set it out next 
spring along a trellis. 

Then, the second year, he cut a cruel gash three. 
quarters through the vine . . . blockaded the roots, 
forced sugars and starches into leaf and stem. 

Shocked by this treachery, the plant made her 
heroic decision. Though it might cost her life, she 

./ 
would burst into bloom and seed, to make secure the 
perpetuation of her family. 

This is just part of a thrilling story of plant 
breeding in Country Gentleman. The map-changing 
consequence of this particular chapter is that "the 
sweet potato plant may provide the South with a 
livestock feed for the first time in history. It is also 
part of a deep rooted reason why you should per
petuate your product through the advertising pages 
of this magazine. 

For reading like this is meat and drink to Agri
culture's top two million families . . . high calorie 
nourishment that hits them in the bread basket right 
where they live. Remember that Country Gentleman 
is packed with this kind of vital news of livelihood 
month after month and year after year, and you begin 
to realize why no other magazine can mean quite 
so much to its readers . . .  or its advertisers! 



(Continued from. Page 1 1 4) 
and now their feet were on land once 
more. 

" Here's where I change my course," 
decided Captain Murray. " I'm for the 
warehouse now." He smiled down at 
the girl's upturned face, a tender, en
coru·aging smile. " Keep yom rigging 
taut, mate. I'll be standing by." 

"I know you will. "  
He put his hands i n  his pockets and 

looked down the line of wharves. " It's 
easy to tell that the spring squalls 
have come." 

Loxi gazed at that harbor that was 
not quite like any other harbor. The 
marks of the town's unique profession 
were always there to read. At the 
O'Hara wharf there was a ship hove 
down and men clambering over her, 
making repairs. On the Pardon Greene 
wharf a wrecker was unloading boxes 
of sugar with a Spanish imprint upon 
thE\ID, and all along, like race horses 
straining at the barrier, the beautiful 
wrecking vessels, at tight bridle, waited 
for a hint of change in the calm weather 
that was prevailing now after the first 
onslaught of the rains. For the thunder 
that would send them charging to the 
reefs like a battle call. 

Suddenly Captain Murray stiffened, 
with a muttered exclamation. Loxi 
followed the direction of his glance 
and saw a strange, black-hulled craft 
thrusting out her bowsprit beside the 
Browne wharf. She was long and lean, 
schooner-rigged, and her tall masts had 
a sharp rake aft, like the ears of a vi
cious nag thrown back upon its neck. 
Loxi recognized the cut of her. She 
was one of the new vessels built in the 
Baltimore yards, faster than anything 
that had ever sailed the seas. 

" Look at her ! "  the captain exploded 
wrathfully. " Lying there 'longside 
honest vessels-that accursed black 
craft out of hel l ! It's an ill day for 
Key West that sees her here." 

Loxi drew in her breath sharply. "A 
slave runner ! One of the Cuban ves
sels that smuggle them into Spanish 
colonies ! What is she doing in Key 
West ? "  

" I  can answer that, Miss Claiborne," 
a voice said quietly at her elbow. They 
had not heard the approach of Mr. 
Witherspoon, the dignified white-haired 
British vice consul. He pointed to that 
rakish black hull with an indignant 
forefinger. " The charming Cuba,n, own
ers of El Pavo Real have sold her to 
an American, a shipmaster from New 
Orleans. She's come to Key West, I 'd 
say, to change her name and get her 
clearance papers, because this is the 
nearest American port to Cuba, and a 
logical place for getting supplies and 
furnishings." 

" Oh," said Loxi with relief, " then 
she isn't going to run slaves any 
longer." 

" Indeed she is," growled Captain 
Murray. 

" But since the slave trade was pro
hibited, an American vessel carrying 
slaves can be seized by our men-of-war 
and tried for piracy," protested Loxi. 
" Surely no American master will risk 
being hanged." 

" Have you heard of the new treaty 
between England and Spain to enforce 
the old anti-slave-trade agreement 
more effectively ? "  asked the vice 
consul. 

" Yes. Papa was talking about it." 
" Under the old treaty the two coun

tries agreed to co-operate in stopping 
the slave trade. British frigates were 
given the right to capture any Spanish 
vessel can·ying ,]aves from Africa to 
the West Indies or Brazil. "  

" Yes, I know." 
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" But plenty of vessels still took the 
risk, as ye well know too," put in 
Captain Murray. 

" Now the new treaty makes it legal 
to seize a ship if she is equipped as a 
slaver," continued the Englishman. 
" She needn't actually have slaves on 
board." 

" But how can they tell ? " the girl 
puzzled. 

"A slaver is always rigged up with 
special-built slave pens and shackles, 
and platforms and cooking coppers," 
explained the captain. " The evidence 
is there, plain to see." 

" So now the risk is doubled," Loxi 
observed. "A slave runner can be cap
tured on the way from Cuba to Africa 
as well as on the way back." 

" There ye have it," said Captain 
Murray. " That's where we come in. A 
Britisher can't search an American ves
sel, and we have no such equipment 
law. Merely one against carrying 
slaves. It's less risk now for an Amer
ican to go to Africa and run slaves 
into Cuba than for a Cuban. So I 
understand some of our bold rascals 
are getting into it as the Cubans drop 
out." He jerked his thumb toward the 
renamed vessel. " She's powerful fast. 
She can dart away like a galleysnapper. 
And there aren't many American men
of-war in West Indian waters." 

" I  hate the thought of her clearing 
from Key West ! "  the girl burst out 
angrily. 

" It ain't the last one ye'll see." 
Captain Murray shook his head. " The 
glitter of Spanish gold will seduce 
many an American master, I'm think
ing." Then he reached over and gave 
her a hearty pat on the shoulder. 
" Here we are, talking about the forces 
of evil on a fine, bright day like this ! 
After all, that Spanish trollop yon has 
nothing to do with us. Did ye ever see 
the water so blue ? "  

She removed her gaze from the black 
schooner. Captain Mmray was right. 
This slaving business, thank God, had 
nothing to do with any of them, and 
she had no need to borrow trouble just 
now, when her heart was so full of 
anxiety over Dan. 

The Laura came to port next day on 
a sunset tide. The ringing of the bell, 
which had always had such a gala note 
for Loxi, sounded to her now like the 
tolling of doom. All day she had kept 
running to the cupola to study the 
spars at the wharves, in the hope that 
the Falcon had come in. But she was 
still out, unloading the Portuguese 
wreck. 

With heavy foreboding, she watched 
her mother drawing on her gloves to 
go down to meet the mail packet. 
Sally Claiborne had not the slight
est idea of the rumors about her son. 
She had been deeply distressed by 
the quarrel between Daniel and his 
father, but she believed that a little 
time would bring a reconciliation. Now 
she was even humming to herself 
as they walked down the steps to
gether. 

As the Lama, sharply illumined in 
the lucid light of a brilliant sunset, 
glided smoothly into port, Loxi waited 
with her hand upon her mother's arm, 
standing very close to her, as if in in
stinctive protection, while the happy, 
chattering throng surged forward. 

Now they were at last casting down 
the ropes from the mail packet's bow, 
and the passo:mgers were crowding 
close to the rail.  There was Mrs. Wat
lington, who had been visiting in 
Charleston. There was an invalid in a 
plaid shawl, come to find health in this 
soft climate. There was --
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There was Stephen Ogier. 
A traveling cloak was thrown loosely 

over his shoulders, and he had a flat 
case, such a lawyers carried, under his 
arm. Beside him, and apparently ac
companying hi.m, stood a stout, florid, 
sullen-faced man in the uniform of a 
sea captain. 

The girl down upon the dock knew
knew with a swift and terrifying flash 
of certainty-why Stephen Ogier had 
come to Key \Yest. He was the sea 
lawyer from Charleston of whom 
Captain Murray had warned her. 

He had come in vengeance. Pur
suing her relentlessly to this remote 
end of the world to pun i�h her for 
flirting with him and flouting him, for 
hurting his pride. His fierce Ogier 
pride. 

He had come to strike her a crushing 
blow by persecuting her brother, by 
dragging the Claiborne name into the 
dust. There could be no other reason 
for his taking this case. It was not 
important enough to bring such a suc
cessful lawyer so far. 

Oh, I had not thought- !  had not 
thought he would be a man like that. 

It was a strange feeling of disap
pointment rising up in her. Like a dud
ist who sees an adversary-but a re
spected adversary-make a murderous 
and unsportsmanlike lunge. 

The words of Captain 11urray 
echoed now in her ears : ". . . their sea 
lawyer . . .  persuaded them to sue." 

All the things the judge, her uncle, 
had said, all the words of praise from 
the banker that Sunday on the Bat
tery, flooded into her memory, filling 
her heart with panic, with honible, 
sickening fear for her brother. 

With parted lips and paling cheeks 
she stared up at the lawyer. That 
great New York law firm had bid for 
his services. "A genius for the law . . . 
masterly handling. . . " And for 
Daniel Claiborne's defense there would 
be only a plodding Key West lawyer, 
used to simple salvage eases. This was 
disaster, disaster ! Unconsciously her 
fingers twisted together under her light 
shawl in helpless frenzy. "'bat chance 
had Dan now? 

Her eyes remained riveted to the 
figure of Stephen Ogier like a child who, 
having carelessly struck a match, sees 
a terrible conflagration blaze up to de
stroy her. Yes, it was because of her 
that Devereaux and Son were pressing 
a charge of criminal conspiracy against 
her own brother. 

As though from a great distance, the 
frightened girl hea.rd her mother's 
voice : " Loxi, do you see that tall 
young man in the traveling cloak ? 
There is something about the stamp of 
his features that makes me feel I 
should know him." 

" He is Stephen Ogier, of Charles
ton, mamma." 

" To be sure ! "  Sally Claiborne's 
face flushed with pleasure. " H ow much 
he resembles his poor father. Not a 
handsome man, either, but with a fine 
manner. 'Ve will ask him to come home 
with us to supper, and hear all the 
news of Charleston." 

" Mamma, wait.," Loxi began des
perately, but her mother was already 
moving forward as the passengers be
gan to descend. 

Now, coming down the gangplank, 
Stephen Ogier saw Loxi Claiborne at 
last. He met the defiance in the girl's 
uplifted face with an oddly set and 
drawn expression. Of course he must 
know that she understood why he had 
come. 

But the muscles of his face lost their 
careful control when he found her wait
ing for him at the foot of the gang"" 

plank, and when she politely, though 
coldly, introdt<ced her mother. 

Sally Claiborne welcomed him with 
a touching warmth. He was not only 
her daughter's suitor ; he was a link to 
the Charleston of her girlhood. " You 
do not know how happy I am to have 
ypu here. An Ogier in Key West is like 
having one of my own family arrive. 
The Ogiers and de Trevilles were so 
close when I was a girl. Your dear 
father was always like an older 
brother to me." 

" I  have often spoken-I mean my 
father often spoke --" Stammering 
and embarrassed, Stephen turned his 
hatbri.m unhappily in his hands. 

" You are coming home to supper 
with us, of course," Mrs. Claiborne 
pursued. " I  have so many questions t o  
ask you." 

" You are very kind, but I-I have 
things to see to. I --" 

" Now, now, indeed ! vVhere else 
would an Ogier eat his first meal in 
Key West but in my house ! Our car
riage is this way." 

" But really, I --" 
Here was a very different young man 

from the one who had sat in the car
riage that Sunday, regarding her with 
such dignified aloofness. Loxi observed 
the lawyer's stammering discomfort 
with a fierce sat-isfaction. When he had 
conie to Key West to persecute her 
brother, he had not counted upon 
meeting her mother. Her sweet, 
fragile-looking mother, overwhelming 
him with kindness, uncon�ciously 
stabbing into his conscience with every 
happy little word she spoke. 

Loxi looked at him and said blandly, 
" It is indeed a. pity that my brother 
Daniel is not here. He is away on his 
schooner, but should be home soon 
now. 111amma has not been well, so he 
will try to return as soon as possible. "  

" Daniel i s  such a. dear lad. You and 
he will be sure to like each other," Mrs. 
Claiborne assured him, leading the 
way to the carriage, quite unaware of 
the trapped and miserable expression 
upon Stephen Ogier's face as he saw 
no way to avoid the unwelcome pros
pect of an evening in the Claiborne 
house. In the house on \Yhich he was 
so soon to bring a dark cloud of trouble. 

But Loxi's eyes bmned upon his 
flushed face. And as he lost his poise 
she began to regain her own. Here was 
no invincible lord, only a lawyer, even 
though cleYerer than most. She was 
not defeated yet. She would think of 
something, some way to save Dan. 

Just ahead of her, the girl glimpsed a 
familim· back. Jim Hayward was loung
ing again t a bale of cotton, languidly 
fanning himself wit-h his palm-leaf hat. 
Jim was in the office of his father now, 
an underwriter, but he had been a 
neighborhood scourge in the days 
when t-hey had all been growing up 
together. His family lived directly 
across the road from the Claibornes 
on Caroline Street. He was a plump, 
good-humored, indolent youth who ad
mired Loxi intensely and had always 
happily forgiven her for the many 
scrapes into which she had led him. 

Loxi stared at that broad back in the 
wrinkled "'h.ite coat with a sudden 
speculative gleam in her eyes. Then she 
addressed Stephen : " If you will pardon 
me a moment, I see a friend for whom 
I have a message." 

Through the crowd she wove her way 
quickly to Jim Hayward's side. She 
seized his elbow and plunged in with
out wasting words : " Jim, I am in 
trouble and need your help. I want to 
force a man to leave town. At once. 
Smely we can think of a way-a 
trick --" 
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A peculiarly unreal, nightmarish at
mosphere hovered over supper in the 
Claiborne house that night. Loxi sat 
silent, scarcely eating at all. It was 
heartbreaking to watch her mother, 
happy and smiling, making such a gala 
event of Stephen Ogier's arrival. " To 
my mind, April and May are the most 
beautiful months in Key West. May 
is best for fishing. . . . He must make 
a trip up along the Keys on the Polaris, 
mustn't he ? "  

Stephen, his face looking pale and 
somewhat haggard in the candlelight, 
was obviously making a difficult effort 
at light conversation. Loxi avoided his 
eyes determinedly. Once or twice she 
found her mother observing her in a 
puzzled sort of way, attributing her 
silence, no doubt, to girlish self
consciousness in the presence of a snitor 
so intent as to follow her all this way. 

" We must have a picnic party at 
Fleeming Key for Mr. Ogier," said 
Sally Claiborne. " There's such a 
pretty stretch of beach." 

There was something dreadful about 
her gaiety-when any one of the three 
of them could blast her with a single 
sentence. 

Matthew Claiborne, sitting back in 
his chair, holding his small coffee cup, 
kept crumbling pilot bread with the 
other hand. He knew-of course, he 
knew why Stephen had come. 

The talk turned upon the new salt 
works at the eastern end of the island ; 
the report that Texas, led by a man 
named Sam Houston, was determined 
to fight for her freedom ; the new treaty 
that had been signed between Great 
Britain and Spain to wipe out the 
slave trade. 

" We hear rumors of Americans black
birding into Cuba now," remarked 
Stephen. 

" They are true rumors-the more 
shame," rumbled Matthew Claiborne. 

" How about the risk of meeting one 
of our Navy ships in the Caribbean? 
After all, it is still illegal to carry 
slaves, whether it be to this country or 
the West Indies." 

" The American black birder has a 
new trick," replied his host. " He runs 
no risk of capture by our Navy." 

" How is that? "  
" Simple enough. H e  sails under his 

own American flag to the West Coast 
of Africa and takes on his black cargo 
right under the noses of the British 
cruisers patrolling those waters and 
helpless to stop him. They can't halt 
and search an American vessel. We've 
no treaty permitting them to do so, as 
Spain has. Then, when he nears the 
West Indies, where there's danger of 
meeting American frigates, he turns 
Spanish." 

" But I don't understand," Loxi 
frowned, intensely interested . 

" He carries with him a Spanish cap
tain and Spanish papers, got in Cuba 
by bribery. Once clear of those British 
vessels looking for Spanish slavers, he 
hauls down the American flag and 
raises the Spanish one. Then his is a 
Spanish vessel, and no American man
of-war can touch him." 

" But he still has to land his slaves 
in Cuba without being caught by the 
Spanish patrol. Or any lurking Brit
isher," protested Stephen. 

Matthew Claiborne shrugged. " There 
are few British frigates in West Indian 
waters. And · the Cuban authorities 
wink at the trade. The officials charge 
a standard rate of two doubloons a 
head for turning their backs when a 
load of blacks arrives." 

Mrs. Claiborne looked troubled at 
this conversation. As Junius came in 
with a silver basket of fruit she shook 

her head warningly at her husband to 
change the subject. 

Mr. Claiborne pressed his napkin to 
his lips and then inquired of their visitor 
what late news there was of the Indian 
war in the Upper Floridas. " The ex
citement here has died away," he said. 
" We are still keeping up our water pa
trol and our guard on land, though not 
with any great degree of alertness. It 
seems reasonably certain now that the 
danger of an Indian attack upon Key 
West has passed." 

" Then you have not heard ? "  Loxi 
regarded her father in wide-eyed as
tonishment. ' ' The Firefly came to port 
this morning with news of seeing Indian 
canoes near Key V accas." 

" No ! "  exclaimed Matthew Clai
borne. " Key Vaccas ! That is too close 
for comfort. Strange, the report had 
not reached me." 

" The master of the Firefly said he 
could make out a large party of canoes. 
They appeared to be massing together. 
And where would they be bound for if 
not Key West? "  

Mrs. Claiborne's face showed alarm. 
Then she said quickly, " Fortunately, 
the Government has at last sent us 
ample ammunition. And no doubt the 
watch will be doubled tonight." 

Loxi addressed Stephen directly for 
the first time:  " The captain of the 
watch is stationed at our barracks, but 
that is out Caroline Street way, be
yond Elizabeth. There is also a guard 
at the customhouse, with many stands 
of arms. If an attack comes, we do not 
expect it from the harbor, but from the 
south of the island. The savages will 
land secretly and creep up upon us 
through the brush." 

There was a pregnant little silence in 
that room. Somewhere a dog howled 
dismally, and a branch of the gumbo 
limbo creaked against the house, 
swayed by the night wind. 

Sally Claiborne gave an involuntary 
shiver. " I  think we might talk about 
more pleasant things to our guest, 
Loxi." 

" If he is to stay here, mamma," 
Loxi pointed out gently, " it is well he 
should be aware of our arrangements 
against attack. Who knows? He may 
be of help to us. He is said to be an ex
cellent shot." 

" I  fear you flatter me," said Stephen 
politely. 

" Oh, we do not expect you to shoot 
like a Key West wrecker," replied Loxi 
sweetly, " who can easily bring down 
a bird from a height of a hundred 
yards, but I am sure you can shoot well 
enough to save your scalp, sir." 

The moon was a thin, late-risen cres
cent in the sky when Stephen at last 
took his leave, explaining that be 
wished to unpack. 

" May I walk down as far as Dru
silla's house ? "  Loxi asked her mother. 
' ' I  wish to borrow some crimson worsted 
for my embroidery. I can work a little 
upon it before I go to bed. Their Sam 
can bring me home." 

Mrs. Claiborne gave her ready as
sent. She beamed approvingly upon 
the two of them. Henrietta was right ;  
they made a distinguished pair. And 
Loxi was obviously more deeply af
fected by this young man than she 
would admit. She had not behaved at 
all like herself the entire evening. 

" You must not linger in the night 
air, my dear," she admonished, as she 
walked out to the piazza with them. 
But her daughter was not listening 
just then. She was looking toward the 
house across the road, where Jim Hay
ward lived. 

Through the jalousied doors of the 
Claiborne house the light from the 
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crystal candelabra in . the center hall 
cast golden bars across the steps as 
Stephen and Loxi descended silently. 

When the gate clicked behind them, 
the girl glanced for a brief moment 
toward the Hayward house again, then 
she turned to Stephen abruptly. " You 
came to try the case of the Carlotta, 
did you not ? "  

" Yes but believe me I --" 
" Wait, please ; I wau't to be sure the 

latch· on the gate has caught." Before 
Stephen could gallantly interpose, she 
opened it and slammed it again very 
hard, making a sound that echoed loud 
and sharp as a signal shot in the silent 
night. " We had best keep to the mid
dle of the road," she said. " It is very 
dark in the shadows. Perhaps we 
should have brought Scipio with a lan
tern, though he would be a-tremble 
at the very thought of venturing out 
while we are in such great danger from 
the Indians." 

As she talked on, they had started 
down Caroline toward Duval. Over 
their heads the broad fronds of a palm 
tree wavea restlessly in the soft, ever
present breeze of the island. 

Suddenly Loxi stopped, very still 
and tense. Her hand went fearfully to 
the arm of the man beside her. 

" What is it ? "  he asked. 
" Do you . . . hear something ? "  
H e  listened intently. A t  first he 

heard only the sighing of the wind. 
Then his ears became gradually aware 
of a curious rhythm vibrating steadily 
against them. 

" It sounds like a drum." 
"A drum ! A drum ! " Lm:i regarded him wildly. 
" Listen," he cautioned. 
Now it was coming louder. Still 

faint, but unmistakable. A muf!led, 
hollow drumbeat. 

" It's the kasi-lalki! The Indian war 
drum ! "  Loxi whispered hoarsely, stand
ing as though frozen by horror. 

" It sounds near. Almost across the 
road." 

" Sounds carry very far in this air. 
There may still be time ! " Her grip 
upon his arm became frenzied. " Run ! 
Run as fast as you can ! Over the 
bridge, there, to the customhouse, 
where the guard is ! Oh, run and give 
the alarm, if you would save all our 
lives ! "  

Stephen Ogier was straining his ears 
toward that pulsating rhythm. The 
f4'st look of alarm on his face had given 
place to puzzlement. Then something 
almost like a twinkle came into his 
gray eyes, to vanish instantly. And 
now, at the girl's terrified appeal, he 
seized her hand. 

" Come ! We'll go together ! I can't 
leave you here ! "  

he pulled back. " But my mother
my father ! "  

" We've no time to lose ! "  H e  began 
half-dragging her down the road. " You, 
at least, can be safe. Hurry, for heav
en's sake, Loxi ! The savages may be 
upon us any minute now ! "  

" You can run . . . faster 
without me ! "  she gasped. 

'" Don't waste breath talking. I am 
going to save you in spite of yourself. 
If you won't run, I will carry you." 

His hand, pulling her along, was like 
a vise over hers. He took her at such a 
headlong pace that she was afraid of 
toppling head over heels. 

She had not breath or time for fur
ther struggle as they whirled left into 
Duval Street and dashed madly onto 
the long, narrow footbridge over the 
shallow pond. 

At last, when they were nearly half
way across the shaking planks, and 
Loxi 's breath was eoming in tearing. 

half-sobbing gasps, Stephen Ogier • • • • • • • • • 
halted abruptly. So abruptly that the 
girl stumbled against him and would 
have fallen had he not caught her. 

The sound of the drum was very 
faint now, almost as faint as the thin 
chant of the water insects over the 
pond. Loxi leaned against the side 
railing of the bridge, fighting for 
breath. Stephen took a folded hand
kerchief from his pocket and wiped his 
forehead, refolded the handkerchief 
and returned it deliberately to his 
pocket. 

" Now," he said in a casually con
versational tone, " tell me. How was 
that sound made? It's my guess you'd 
arranged with a confederate who was 
watching from across the street, and 
that the clicking of your gate was the 
signal for him to 'begin the perform
ance. And I fancy that fine, hollow 
drumbeat was produced by striking 
with a club on the top of a cistern. We 
used to do that, playing Indian in 
Charleston. Am I correct ? "  

The girl on the bridge did not an
swer. She turned her back defiantly 
and stood gripping the frail railing 
with both hands, still breathing heav
ily. 

" It is not at all likely, you know, 
that Indians would make a surprise 
attack accompanied by a drum. But 
the stage has lost a splendid actress 
in you, Miss Claiborne. Let me con
gratulate you upon your performance." 

Still she did not move or answer. 
The curfew bell rang out, sudden and 
clear upon the night, and in the dis
tance they could hear the clattering of 
feet on coral as some belated Negro 
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The studied lightness had dropped 
from Stephen's voice when he spoke 
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again: " You thought to make me • • e • • • • • e 
ridiculous. That was the purpose of 
your plot, was it not? To have the 
whole of Key West rocking with 
laughter at the spectacle of ' that rip
snitious lawyer from Charleston, run
ning to the guard with his coattails fly
ing, and screaming that the Indians 
had come, that he'd heard their drums. 
Scared out of his wits, he was.' Yes, I 
can hear them! I could not have 
shown my face in court. I would have 
been literally laughed out of this town. 
That was what you meant to happen, 
wasn't it ? "  

She did not turn, but she said i n  a 
faint, husky voice, as she had said to 
him once before, " Please go . . . 
now.'' 
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But this time Stephen Ogier did not • 
stir. " Please listen to me, Loxi." He �=�;�:i��iiii;;;� was in deadly earnest. " I  swear to 
you that when I left Charleston I did 
not know your brother was involved 
in the case of the Carlotta. My firm 
handles legal matters for Devereaux 
and Son. They came to me with the 
tale of the Carlotta and the high rate of 
salvage. I felt certain that McQuade 
had made a dishonest agreement with 
the wrecking vessel and that the mas
ter of that vessel could be sued. 
Devereaux feared they could not win 
in this court, that .it would be preju
diced on the side of wreckers. I did 
not believe this would be so." He 
paused, and the girl beside him moved 
a little, but did not speak again. 

" I  took the case. McQuade had to 
come as "itness or admit his barratry 
at once and forfeit his master's license. 
In my talk with him in Charleston, he 
had merely referred to his negotiations 
with ' the mate.' We were on the way 
here before I learned that the mate's 
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name was Claiborne." He passed his 
hand across his forehead. " The irony 
of this is that I urged Devereaux to 
sue because it meant that I would see 
you again. That should amuse you . . .  
now.'' 

She turned to face him then, in pas
sionate appeal : " It is not too late. You 
can drop this case. You can return on 
the Laura and say that you found you 
could not win. You can do that ! Dan 
is not dishonest. He is heedless, and 
only thought he was doing good busi
ness. Please do not shame him, do not 
disgrace him ! " 

" Loxi --" he began, but she 
would not let him speak. Her hand 
was on his sleeve now, her face lifted 
despairingly to his own. 

" I  know I have no right to ask such 
a grace of you. I treated you ill. The 
night in Charleston, when you threw 
me into the water, I hated you with a 
black hatred. But afterward-! will 
be truthful-I was glad you had done 
that. When I had returned to Key 
West and had taken time for thinking, 
I realized how unhappy my mother 
would have been had I run away from 
Charleston in a cloud of scandal. You 
were right to stop me that night." 

He knew-oh, he knew how hard it 
was for Loxi Claiborne to say that ! 

" But it isn't for myself that I'm 
begging you now to go-go back on the 
Laura at once. It isn't even for my 
brother, though I would die for him. 
It is for my mother. You know the 

tory of my uncle, A.ndre de Tre
ville ? "  

He answered " Yes" in' a low voice. 
" That nearly killed her. It cast a 

shadow .on her whole life. How can 
she bear it-how can she bear it, if 
she must see her son publicly dishon
ored ? I won't let you do that to her ! " 

She was crying now, shaking, frantic 
sobs. She swayed against him, and 
Stephen Ogier's arms went out hun
grily and drew her head gently against 
his shoulder. . 

" Loxi ! Lo�i ! "  His voiee was low 
and taut. " You said you would die 
for your brother. I would give my life 
for you. I wish it were so easy a thing 
you ask of me. Because I love you. I 
love. you, though I know you do not 
love me. Though I think perhaps an
other man already has your heart. 
Your face gazes at me from the pages 
of my law books, so I cannot work. I 
love you for something deep and warm 
and fine and dear in you. I love your 
bravery and loyalty. I would be happy 
to spend my life protecting you from 
ill . . .  and it is my fate to bring you 
disaster ! "  

She drew away from him, and he did 
not try to stop her. His face was hag
gard and harrowed, his eyes dark and 
tortured. 

" Don't you see-don't you see I 
cannot betray the faith of those who 
sent me here ? I cannot dishonor my 
lawyer's oath and go back and lie to 
them. That is the one thing I cannot 
do, even if by doing so I could still win 
your love." 

" Then you are determined to bring 
my brother into court and charge him 
with knavery." 

It was not a question. It was a 
statement of fact. Her face was no 

· longer anguished and pleading. It had 
become as cold and set as that of a 
marble statue, though there was still 
the dampness of tears upon her cheeks. 

" Can't you see? You must see --" 
His desperate phrases, trying to break 
through to her, begging for her under
standing, died upon his lips. He said, 
" When this is over, I will help your 
brother to a new berth. That, at least, 
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I can promise. There are men in ship
ping firms who trust my judgment, 
and --" 

" My brother would never accept 
such charity. And I am sorry I hum
bled myself to beg your help. I will 
ask nothing of you again." 

He made no reply, and the girl in the 
pale yellow frock stood there regarding him for a moment in silence, shivering 
a little in the wind, like slender sea 
grass swayed by the rippling tide. 

When she spoke again, it was slowly 
and quietly, and her eyes rested gravely 
upon his face : " I  do not think you 
know what you do in coming here . . . 
to try to disgrace a Claiborne in Key 
West. We are very Close here and 
strangely democratic. My brother and 
I are friends with every wrecker, every 
pilot, every fisherman in Key West. 
Their work is dangerous and violent. 
Such men are prone to act upon their 
passions, and think afterward." 

" You are threatening me ? "  
" No, I am not." She gave him a 

long, sober look. " I  am warning you. If 
you bring the case of the Carlotta to 
court, you will not likely leave this 
island unharmed. Good night, sir." 

It was three days later that the shrill 
screaming of a macaw awakened Loxi 
in the very early morning. She lay for 
a moment in sleep-drugged bewilder
ment. Then she remembered that she 
was in the Havana, at the house of her 
father's friend, Pedro Fernandez. She 
opened her eyes upon the whitewashed 
walls of her low-ceilinged room and 
stretched luxuriously. The bed was a 
mere cross-legged frame of wood with 
canvas stretched across it and provided 
with a pair of thin sheets, but it suited 
thi tropical climate. Feeling rested 
and refreshed, she pushed aside the 
mosquito-netting shroud and slipped 
on her cambric peignoir. 

No one else in that low, sprawling, 
tile-roofed house seemed to be astir. 
But Loxi knew that her father, always 
an early riser, would be up and about 
somewhere. She wondered ifhermother 
was awake yet, and at thought of her 
mother the shadows stole across her 
face once more. 

It was on Sunday that Stephen 
Ogier had aiTived in Key West. On 
Monday he had gone to Judge Webb 
and secured an order attaching the 
Falcon's share of the Carlotta's carg,o. 
This was still in the Pardon Greene 
warehouse, as sufficient time for get
ting news of its sale to prospective 
buyers had not elapsed. He had also 
instituted proceedings against Cap
tain Cutler and his first mate. 

On that same day Matthew Clai
borne had decided to take the Polaris 
immediately to Cuba to confer with the 
oWner of his sugar plantation, for it 
was the grinding season now. " I  think 
it would make a pleasant trip for you 
and your mamma, if you wish to come 
with me," he said to Loxi. " We may 
stay a. week or more." 

The Havana . . .  Jack. Jack . . .  
the Havana. Loxi had struggled to keep 
that sudden glow, that unbelieving joy 
out of her face. For Jack Babcock's 
run was to the Havana now, and only 
ten days ago there had come from New 
Bedford a letter-not by the regular 
mail packet, for they could not risk his 
ardent messages falling under the eyes 
of her parents-saying that he was 
leaving on a voyage soon. He was 
awaiting some repairs to his vessel. He 
would try to let her know when he 
would reach the Havana, and perhaps 
someway, somehow --

And now here was a chance of seeing him, perhaps, fallen easily into her lap, 
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after all the nights she had lain awake, 
scheming a reason for such a trip. 

" I  should be very happy to go," she 
told her father with forced sedateness. 

"And you will persuade your 
mamma? '' 

He did not look at her directly as he 
spoke, and she suddenly understood 
that the real purpose of the proposed 
trip was to get her mother away from 
Key West, to protect her as long as pos
sible from the news about Daniel. 
Studying her father's face, Loxi was 
certain that he was deeply troubled 
about his son, but she also knew that it 
would be useless to try to talk to him 
concern.ing Dan. He had never made 
friends of his children -perhaps he had 
not known how-and, though they 
stood there together, father and daugh
ter, one flesh and blood, there was no 
means of communication between 
them. She had felt suddenly terribly 
alone. 

" I  am sure mamma will want to go," 
she had said. " May we take Drusilla 
with us? She was planning to visit her 
aunt in the Havana before taking the 
packet from there to New Bedford. 
She would be delighted to travel on 
the Polari�." 

Drusilla was going to visit the Al
stons in New Bedford, and then to 
Boston to buy her trousseau. Never 
having been north of Indian Key, she 
was in a Latin frenzy of excitement. 
Her faraway aunt, Mrs. James Alston, 
had unexpectedly seen fit to notice this 
half-Spanish offspring of her husband's 
younger brother, now that she was 
about to marry into an excellent fam
ily. Accordingly, the invitation had 
been issued. 

For all of their long friendship, Loxi 
reflected, as she turned back into that 
room in the silent Fernandez house 
and stood brushing her hair before the 
mirror, she could never quite under
stand the girl her brother was to marry. 
There was this matter of Dan's impli
cation in the case of the Carlotta. Dru
silla was remarkably unperturbed by 
it. She had a Cuban's easygoing atti
tude toward business ethics. She had 
even expressed to Loxi the blithe and 
surprising conviction that Mr. Clai
borne, being a man of means, would 
" arrange matters" with the judge to 
keep the family name from being 
brought into court. Life, Loxi consid
ered, would always be simple for Dru
silla. 

A purple-turbaned maid knocked 
with the customary cup of morning 
chocolate, and Loxi sipped it as she 
slowly finished dressing. The city was 
awakening and she could hear the big 
market carts rumbling by on the rutted 
street. Could Jack really be in the 
Havana now? And, if he was, how was 
she to find him, to see him? Oh, 
surely, if he was here, she would know 
it by something in the very air. 

At ten o'clock there was the usual 
heavy Cuban breakfast that ended 
with wine and black coffee. When the 
little pan of live charcoals was brought 
to light the gentlemen's cigars, portly 
Senora Fernandez went about her 
household duties, and Loxi returned 
to her room to get her bonnet and then 
went to kiss her mother, who had re
mained in bed with a headache. She 
wanted to do some shopping before the 
noonday heat descended. 

Matthew Claiborne was awaiting his 
overseer to arrange for the purchase of 
an iron sugar engine. The overseer ar
rived as Loxi came down in her bonnet, 
and he swept off his wide sombrero 
with an admiring "A los pies de usted, 
senorita." He was a tall and striking 
caballero, with a brilliant scarf tied 
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rakishly round his waist. He wore 
bright morocco boots with silver spurs. 
A silver-hilted machete and an ebony
handled dagger dangled smartly from 
his heavily embroidered belt. 

They made a dashing procession as 
they set forth, Loxi and her father in 
the glossy painted volanta, the long
shafted, two-wheeled car1�age of Cuba, 
and the overseer riding behind on a 
prancing white horse, its bridle adorned 
with colored wools. Loxi wrinkled her 
nose a little at the odors, and her ears 
were deafened by the shrill, incessant 
clamor that was the voice of this town. 

She left her father at a large mer
cantile establishment near the harbor. 
Promising to return for him shortly, 
she gave her red-jacketed calesero an 
address ou the Calle 0 bispo. 

This was a jewelry shop where she 
hoped to find a bon-voyage gift for 
Drusilla. Its wooden sign, like those on 
other Havana shops, disdained to give 
any indication of its business. A gaud
ily painted caballero was pictured ex
tending his hand to another gentleman. 
This was the sign of " el buen amigo " 
" the good friend." 

In the Havana a young lady did not 
enter a shop alone. Loxi waited in the 
volanta while her coachman, who rode 
on the back of the horse in Cuban 
fashion, swung himself down and called 
the proprietor. This silversmith was a 
gnomelike,yellow-tingedlittleSpaniard 
with whom Loxi had dealt before, and 
he came out, bowing and beaming, fol
lowed by a black boy bearing trays of 
delicately fashioned trinkets. There 
were silver pastille boxes and brooches 
encrusted with semiprecious stones, 
and cassolettes set with pearls. 

The girl in the carriage pored over 
these treasures with exclamations of 
delight. At last she held up a pair of 
earrings, lovely little circlets of seed 
pearls. " How much? " 

" Fifty reals, senorita." 
"I will give you forty." This was 

traditional, this was expected. 
" Forty-eight," countered the smith. 
" Do not give him a real over forty

five," advised an amused voice close at 
her elbow. 

She turned so swiftly that she nearly 
knocked over the tray. All the color 
left her cheeks as she cried out, " Jack ! "  

H e  was standing there o n  the nar
row, curblike sidewalk. He had dis
carded his seaman's uniform for the 
cooler white duck of the tropics. It 
was cut with a narrow-kneed, slim
jacketed Spanish swagger, and his 
handsome dark face was even browner 
by contrast with the stark white. 

He said, " I  saw you from across the 
street. I thought lllt first I must be 
touched by the sun or that I'd the 
yellow fever. I could not think that 
my eyes were really looking upon you." 

Loxi stammered, "I thought that 
perhaps-that you would be in the 
Havana. But I was not certain." 

"I wrote you before I left New Bed
ford, telling you the time of my arrival, 
and hoping and praying you would 
find a way to be here. But I must have 
traveled faster than my letter. I'm 
master of a fast ship, the Rising Sun. 
She's a fine, big vessel, nine hundred 
and sixty tons burthen. I brought her 
to port yesterday." 

" Will you be in the Havana long? "  
" Two weeks, I think. We're taking 

on a large and valuable cargo-cedar 
and mahogany logs; cigars, sugar and 
rum.'' 

Words weaving a sort of screen be
tween them. But suddenly the man's 
voice broke almost harshly through 
that light tissue of impersonal sen
tences : " Lol\i ! How can I stand here 
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in the street just looking at you? I 
must see you alone-I must talk to 
you ! "  He pressed his hand against 
1 he side of t.he carriage. " I  am on my 
way to an appointment with the Alston 
Havana agent. Where are you staying? 
When can I see you ? "  

Loxi considered a moment. " I  am 
with my parents at the Fernandez 
home. Drusilla Alston and I are going 
to the concert in the Plaza de Armas to
night with her aunt, Senora Ximinez." 

"I will be there," he said. " I  will 
find my way to your side. And I will 
t1·y to live until then. Watch for me." 

Then abruptly he was gone. The 
little silversmith moved his tray of 
bangles suggestively. The girl in the 
volanta brushed her hand across her 
forehead as though awakening from a 
dream. She picked up the earrings 
again. " Forty reals," she said. 

Dinner in Cuba was at three and it 
seemed an interminable meal that day. 
Loxi sat fidgeting at the long, flower
heaped table while the Fernandez 
family lingered over the great silver 
basket filled with sapodillas, pome
granates, guavas and oranges, the 
coconut dipped in lemon sirup, the 
truck black coffee. 

Senor Fernandez owned a cajetal in 
the hills, but he had a finger-a slim, 
aristocratic finger-in many another 
of the island's enterprises and knew all 
that happened. He sat peeling an 
orange, relating a tale in his bland, 
fluid Spanish voice : " So my friend pro
vided this slaver with the merchandise 
to offer the traders at Benin, or per
haps it was Trade Town. Provided it 
at cost only, with the understanding 
that he was to share in the profits from 
the ' sacks of charcoal ' brought back 
and smuggled into Cuba. Well, the 
vessel came back in ballast, and the 
master, who was also owner, reported 
he had been boarded by pirates
pirates, now !-on the return voyage 
and his cargo of blacks stolen. What 
could my friend do? He could not go 
to court ! "  The eyes of Senor Fernan
dez twinkled. " That cargo was landed, 
of course, but not in Cuba. it would 
have become known. The opinion is 
that the schooner took them to 
the Tortugas, and from there they were 
transshipped to a waiting vessel and 
sent to the Brazilian plantations." 

Matthew Claiborne frowned. He 
was a slave owner, but, like many an
other, believed in the abolishment of 
the trade, in keeping down the pre
ponderance of blacks in the West 
Indies. " I  have heard of no such devil
try as that at the Tortugas, but I do 
not like the thought of it. The Tortugas 
are close neighbors of Key West." 

Their host was still smiling at his 
own bit of gossip. " It was a clever 
trick, though. How do you say it-a 
Ya.nkee trick ? You will pardon me, 
but he was a Yankee, this owner. The 
Yankees are taking over the slave run
ning to the Spanish-Americas since the 
treaty. Taking it over rapidly." 

" So I have heard," said the Key 
\Yest merchant shortly. 

" They have those new fast schoon
ers. They have organization." The 
Spaniard smiled urbanely. '' You Amer
icans, you have a genius for organiza
tion. When we Spaniards break the 
law, it is in a haphazard fashion. But 
you Americans --" He turned the 
orange thoughtfully on the tips of his 
fingers as though it were the globe of 
the world. " There is an American 
here-Senor Ranstone, usually called 
' the pockmarked one.' He is becoming 
a man of great affairs. He makes the 
arrangements for the American ves
sels-secures their false Spanish sailing 
papers for the return trip, bribes the 
officials, posts pilots at Rocky Key, 
Crocodile, Isle of Pines, French Key. 
He has agents at Guanimar and Punta 
Del Guanal-these are favorite landing 
places-to facilitate the handling of 
the cargo. He works on commission." 

"A dirty business," growled Matthew 
Claiborne. 

" But enormously profitable. There 
is the Venus out of Baltimore. She cost 
a hundred thousand dollars in your 
money. She has made one trip, at a 
profit of a hundred and fifty thousand. 
It is possible to make two voyages a 
year, and if both are successful "
he threw out his hands with an eloquent 
gesture- "  a fortune in a year ! "  

" I s  there no way o f  enforcing the 
law ? "  Mrs. Claiborne joined the con
versation. 

" While there is a demand, senora, it 
will be met. And these newly bought 
slaves, the bozals, are the strongest 
workers on the plantations." 

" My overseer buys no bozals," as
serted the American planter, " and my 
yield is satisfactory.'' 

" You have a clever overseer, per
haps," Senor Fernandez murmured 
with a somewhat cryptic expression, 
and he signaled for the fruit to be re
moved, the cigars to be brought. 

As Matthew Claiborne reached for 
one of the fine Dos Amigos, he ad
dressed his daughter abruptly, " I  am 
retilrning to Key West on the Polaris 
tomorrow, Biloxi. I have decided 
there are matters that need my atten
tion, and now that the spring storms 
have begun, Captain Murray should 
not be away from the Reys. Senora 
Fernandez has persuaded your mother 
to remain here for a visit to the cajetal. 
You may stay also, or return with me." 

" I  will --" She had been about to 
cry out joyously that she would stay. 
But she would not go to the coffee 
plantation-not with Jack Babcock in 
the Havana. She would stay with Dru
silla, who would help her to find many 
opportunities for seeing the captain. 

Then she remembered, and her heart 
sank. The case of the Carlotta would 
be coming to trial. Her mother was 
safe in the Havana now, and she could 
be at her brother's side. He needed her 
now, as he never had before. She thought 
of Stephen Ogier, and unconsciously her 
chin lifted a little. When he rose in 
court, he would find her there, at her 
brother's side, proud and defiant. 

(TO BE CONTINUED) 

THE GIRL FROM SYR.IlC USE 
(Continued from Page 1 1 )  

professional organizations. She i s  the 
only woman speaker who has ever 
crashed the stag precincts of the Union 
League and Harvard clubs, and the 
only one who has ever been listened to 
by the United States Chamber of Com
merce and the National Association of 
Manufacturers. 

Honorary degrees have been con
ferred upon her by Syracuse, Tufts, 
St. Lawrence, Russell Sage, Columbia 
and Dartmouth. 

To young women studying in jour
nalism schools, Miss Thompson fur
nishes the inspiration which Richard 
Harding Davis once supplied to young 
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Gives you a holiday from cooking 
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O r d e r  Va n C a m p ' s  f r o m  y o u r G r o c e r  t o d a y  

reporters on police-headquarters de
tails. Her career has everything, in
cluding coverage of revolutions and 
subjection to machine-gun fire. In 
power and prestige, she is rivaled 
among her sex only by Mrs. Eleanor 
Roosevelt, and if she wants to, Miss 
Thompson can take satisfaction in the 
knowledge that she came up over a 
thornier path. 

In 1938 an article which she wrote 
for Foreign Affairs on the plight of 
refugees reached President Roosevelt's 
desk. At his instance, the State Depart
ment extended invitations to thirty 
nations for a conference on the refugee 
problem. It was held at Evian, France, 
four months later. A single radio talk 
in behalf of Herschel Grynszpan, the 
distraught refugee who shot and killed 
a Nazi attache in Paris, unexpectedly 
attracted donations totaling $40,000 
from her listeners. In her broadcast 

. Miss Thompson had made no appeal 
for donations. Of the amount volun
teered, $10,000 was sent abroad to ob
tain the services of the best criminal 
lawyer in Paris, and the remainder was 
given to various funds for refugee 
relief. 

These and other instances of the in
fluence which she is able to wield have 
not been without 
their effect on Miss 
Thompson. 

" I'll fix it ;  I'll 
w r i t e  a c o l u m n  
about it," i s  a way 
she has of capping 
a c o n v e r s a t i o n  
about something 
that needs reform
ing. 

Her column is got 
together in a hectic 
atmosphere with 
the help of three 
secretaries whose 
first names are, by 
an odd coincidence, 
Madelon, Madeline 
and Madeleine. One 
secretary spends all 
her working time in 
:M iss Thompson's 
office at the Herald 
Tribune, which the 

1 columnist rarely 
VISi t s ,  answenng 
telephone calls and 

umnist supplied with silk stockings. 
She is hard on hosiery and waits until 
she is down to her last pair, then orders 
a dozen at a time. 

How a Column is Written 

On the Record comes out three times 
a week, and because of the haste with 
which it must be assembled, its author 
never has time to wait upon the ordi
nary mails for information. Facts come 
to her by air mail, messenger, telegram, 
cablegram and long-distance telephone. 
Her phone bills are fantastic. If she 
feels that she must talk to a prospec
tive informant, she calls him promptly, 
even if he is in Hollywood or Bangkok. 
Her transoceanic calls have fallen off 
some since the war began, because of 
intelference by the censors, but they 
still account for a sizable chunk of her 
business expenses. To keep her wire 
clear for emergencies, she has her num
ber privately listed, but she is always 
thoughtlessly giving it to people she 
meets at parties and forgetting she has 
done so. Everyfewmonths the calls from 
these casual acquaintances begin to pile 
up and she gets her number changed. 

As she keeps late hours, Miss Thomp
son awakes around ten o'clock. For an 

hour or two she sits 
up in bed reading 
letters, clipp ings 
and passages in 
books at a rapid 
pace. Then, if it is 
a day on which she 
is to do a column, 
she summons one of 
her secretaries. Not 
all of her columns 
are composed in 
bed, nor are they all 
d i c t a t e d . W h e n  
coming to grips with 
an especially knotty 
problem, she gets 
dressed and goes 
i n t o  h e r  s t u d y , 
where she writes out 
her thoughts in pen
cil on a large yello"· 
tablet. Afterward, 
with gestures, she 
reads aloud what 
she has written ; to 
a secretary, if one 
is handy, otherwise 

replying to the 250-
odd letters which 
are received there 
each day. The col
umnist reads few of 
the letters. Framed 

Jln original Thompson doodle. 
When phoning .she invariably 

to no one in partic
ular. 

When satisfied 
with the way it 
sounds, she has it 

draw.s heads which are ideali 
ized versions of herself as a girl. 

on the wall of the office is the Gestapo 
expulsion order which was served on 
Miss Thompson in 1934. Near it is a 
James Thurber cartoon from The N ew 
Yorker. It depicts a man dashing off a 
letter while his wife says to a visitor : 
" He's giving Dorothy Thompson a I piece of his mind. "  

.Rides,de,camp 

The other two secretaries, using the 
office as a base of operations, do Miss 
Thompson's research. They read 
French, British and German publica
tions and clip items which may be of 
interest to their employer, and also 
check information at libraries and 
other sources. Miss Thompson may 
summon one or both of them to her 
apartment on a moment's notice to 
take dictation and keep them up until 
all hours if she is in the pursuit of a hot 
idea. One of the secretaries takes care 
of Miss Thompson's personal and 
household accounts. Among the aides' 
other tasks is that of keeping the col-

typed and sends it 
by messenger to the syndicate office, 
which is in the Herald Tribune Build
ing. A syndicate reader checks it for 
possible libel and sends it. on to one of 
the Thompson secretaries for a final re
search check. The manuscript then 
goes through the editorial-room copy 
desk where gra=atical errors are 
caught, and is sent to the composing 
room to be set in type. Most of the 
papers which use On the Record get 
galley proofs by air mail. A few take it 
by telegraph. 

Miss Thompson and Sinclair Lewis 
have a 250-acre farm near Woodstock, 
Vermont, where she lives from June to 
September. Two of these months are 
devoted to loafing, or to that approxi
mation of loafing of which an active 
woman is capable. The columnist gar
dens a bit and talks a great deal of ex
ercise, but doesn't take much of it. 
During the rest of the su=er she 
writes her column as usual, doing some 
of her research in the library of Dart
mouth College, which is not far away. 
She borrows books from the library and 



forgets to bring them back, but the col
lege authorities, who made her a Doc
tor of Humane Letters in 1938, are more 
honored than angry. The column is 
mailed, telegraphed or telephoned to 
the Herald Tribune, depending upon 
how much time there is. If telephoned, 
it goes through the same routine as dis
patches which the paper's correspond
ents send by that medium from Eu
rope-it is recorded on a disk and 
turned over to a typist for transcrip
tion. 

Much of Miss Thompson's day-to
day life is built around the refugee prob
lem which her bete 1wire, Hitler, has 
done so much to help create. She con
tributes to the support of scores of the 
victims and is always ready to part 
with a twenty or fifty dollar bill when 
a new one comes to her for aid. For two 
years, at odd intervals, she worked 
with a refugee actor, Fritz Kortner, on 
a play which was intended to dramatize 
the sufferings of the homeless wander
ers whom the Nazis have cast adrift. 
Under the title, Another Sun, the play 
was produced on Broadway last Feb
ruary. The critics, while friendly to its 
intentions, almost unanimously dis
missed it as inept, and a few used the 
word " hysterical " in describing it. The 
production closed after eleven per
forma-nces. 

Miss Thompson's reaction, which 
was emotional and violent, wa.s to align 
herself with a small school of play
wrights who consider the critics to be 
vindictive and irresponsible assassins. 
She publicly deplored the supposed fact 
that a handful of reviewers can make 
or break a play-a thesis to which the 
successes of Abie's Irish Rose, Tobacco 
Road and Hellzapoppin seem to present 
obstacles-and put the critics down in 
her future-book for a keelhauling. 
Sooner or later the drama slayers will 
get theirs from Miss Thompson, and 
get it aplenty. 

Germany's Protectress 

With a generosity that is character
istic of her, the tyro playwright sent a 
bonus of fifty dollars to each of the 
eleven members of the cast, to make up 
in part for the pay less days they spent 
in rehearsing. Then she valved out the 
head of steam which her Broadway 
misadventure had generated within her 
by sitting down and writing an erudite 
article, 9000 words long, for Foreign 
Affairs. She considers it one of the best 
pieces she has ever done. That is an
other interesting facet of Dorothy 
Thompson-on the heels of her great
est disappointments she bobs up with 
her most spectacular achievements. 
The pattern is detectible throughout 
her career. " Resilient" is, among 
others, the word for Dorothy. 

To an extraordinary extent, Miss 
Thompson has identified herself, much 
as Hitler has done, with the welfare of 
the Reich. At times, it seems as if she 
were setting herself up in opposition as 
the Protectress of the True Germany. 
She has described her feeling for it as 
one of frustrated love. 

" I  am one of the few real pro
Germans in this country," she has 
many times said in answering objec
tions to her hectoring of Der Fuehrer. 
The warmth of her feeling was revealed 
in a preface which she wrote to Kurt 
Schuschnigg's My Austria, which was 
published a few years ago. In it, she 
spoke of herself as one who would have 
given up her life to save Austria from 
the Nazis. The statement was joshed in 
some quarters, but close friends of Miss 
Thompson credit her with the courage 
to go through with just such a sacri-
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ficial act. Dying for ideas i s  a n  old 
human custom, they point out. 

Miss Thompson's love of things Ger · 
man and Austrian dates back to the 
years of happy living which she en
joyed in those lands and the many 
friendships which she made there. Her 
hatred of Hitler seems to spring pri
marily from what she considers his 
desecration of these scenes, his perver
sion of Germanic culture and his ruth
less destruction of her friends' lives and 
fortunes. Possibly, too, a classic mis
judgment of Hitler's capacity for 
leadership, which she made before he 
came into power, has had something 
to do with the vehemence of her pres
ent passion to destroy him. 

.lldding Up Hitler 

Her impression of him was based 
upon an interview she obtained in 
1 931. It was published first as a maga
zine article and later in book form, 
under the rather triumphant title, I 
Saw Hitler ! She wrote: " When finally 
I walked into Adolph Hitler's salon in 
the Kaiserhof Hotel, I was convinced 
that I was meeting the future dictator 
of Germany. In something less than 
fifty seconds I was quite sure that I 
was not. It took just about that time 
to measure the startling insignificance 
of this man who has set the world agog. 

" He is formless, almost faceless, a 
man whose countenance is a caricature, 
a man whose framework seems cartilag
inous, without bones. He is inconse
quential and voluble, ill-poised, inse
cure. He is the very prototype of the 
Little Man. . . . There is something 
irritatingly refined about him. I bet he 
crooks his little finger when he drinks 
a cup of tea." 

Miss Thompson predicted, correctly, 
that Hitler would soon be elected to 

· the chancellorship, but expressed cer
tainty that he would be unable to 
match wits with other German leaders 
and would be lost in the shuffle. " I  
thought of this man before me, seated, 
as an equal, between Hindenburg and 
Bruening, and involuntarily I smiled," 
she wrote, adding, " Oh, Adolph ! Oh, 
Adolph ! You will be out of luck ! "  

On the other hand, her antipathy for 
Der Fuehrer may be based upon pure, 
ice-cold logic. 

For a sizable part of the past decade, 
he has been her personal· devil. Her 
husband, who likes to feel indifferent 
to international crises, has been quoted 
as remarking jocularly that if he ever 
sues for divorce he intends to name 
Hitler as co-respondent. 

Miss Thompson speaks excellent 
German and at her parties sometimes 
discourses with European visitors en
tirely in that tongue, to the mild dis
tress of guests who want to appreciate 
her thoughts, but cannot understand 
German. She delights in fussing around 
her Vermont kitchen, making Vien
nese dishes. The kitchen is a model of 
Teutonic neatness. In orderly rows on 
the shelves stand red-and-white metal 
containers which are lettered Pfeffer, 
Salz, Brot, Zucker and Kaffee, instead 
of their English equivalents, Pepper, 
Salt, Bread, Sugar and Coffee. A gar
den sign warning, in German, of a bit
ing dog, hangs in her dining room. It is 
a souvenir of her days of residence in 
Berlin. 

Of Miss Thompson's five servants, 
four are blond Germans, and Nazi sym
pathizers to boot. Friends have re
peatedly warned her of the hazards in
herent in admitting a hostile ideology 
to her pantry, but she laughs at them. 
She takes the position that she hired 
the staff for service, not for political 

Index of Advertisers 
May 18, 1940 

PAGE 

Absorbent Towels and Toweling, 
Boott Mills. . . . . . .  1 19 

Absorbine Jr. . . . . . . . . . . . . . 98 

AC Spark Plug Company. 6 
Acushne,t Process Sales Co. . 99 
Air Transport Association . . . . . . . . . . 72 
All-Year Club of Southern California . 78 
Amb-A-Tip Cigar Corp. . . . . . . . .  120 
American Gas Association . . . . . . . . . . 90 
American Telephone & Telegraph Co . .  1 2 7  
A. 1 .  Sauce . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  1 0 7  
Apex Electrical Manufacturing Co., 

The. 77 
Arrow Ties . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  102 

Bank of America National Trust and 
Savings Association . 44 

Beautyrest Mattresses . . . . . . . . . .  81 
Belden Manufacturing Company . . 107 
Black & Decker Mfg. Co., The. . . I l l  
Boston Varnish Co. (Kyanize) . . . . . . .  1 1 2  
Boyle Company. Inc . •  A .  S . .  . . . . .  1 1 9  
Buick Motor Division. . . . . . . . . . .  5 2 ,  53 

Calbar Paint & Varnish Co. . . . . . . .  107 
Campbell Soup Company. 33 
Caterpillar Tractor Co. . . . . . . . . . . . 68 
Cat's Paw Rubber Company, inc . . . . 120 
Central Manufacturers' Mutual 

Insurance Co., The . . . . . .  9 1  
Chesebrough Manufacturing 

Company, Consolidated . . 2 
Chevrolet Motor Division . . . . . . . 60 
Chicago Flexible Shaft Company . 54 
Chrysler Corporation: 

Dodge. 43 
Plymouth. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  3 

Clark Grave Vault Co., The . 98 
Cleveland, Inc., Clark . . . . . . . . . . .  98 
Cluett, Peabody & Company. Inc . . . .  102 
Coleman Lamp & Stove Company, 

The. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  1 19 
Commonwealth of Pennsylvania, 

Department of Commerce . . . . 42 
Community Plate. 8 
Country Gentleman. . . . . . . . . . . . .  1 1 6  

Dodge Brothers Corporation . . . 43 
Dr. Scholl's Sol vex . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  107 
Dr. West's Tooth Brush . . . . 70 

Edison General Electric Appliance 
Co., Inc.: 

Hotpoint Refrigerator . 40 
Electric Auto-Lite Company, The. 96 
Emerson Electric Mfg. Co 74 

Firestone Tire & Rubber Co., The . . 59 
Fisher Body Corporation . 36 
Flare Laboratories . 74 
Fleischmann's Yeast . . . . . . .  55 
Florida Citrus Commission . . . .  105 
Ford Motor Company. . . . . . 50 
Ford Motor Co.-Mercury . . . .  I I I  Cover 
Forhan's Division, Zonite Products 

Corporation. 
Fruehauf Trailer Co . . .  

44 
88 

Galvin Mfg. Corporation . . . 97 
Geier Company, The P. A. . .  . . . . . .  1 12 
General Electric Company: 

Refrigerators" . . .  
General Motors: 

AC Spark Plug. 
Buick . 
Chevrolet. 
Fisher Body . 
Olds . . . . .  

Goodrich Company, The B. F . .  

. . . .  48 

6 
. . 52,  53 

60 
36 

5 
7 

67 Gulf Oil Corporation . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  . 

Hartford Accident and Indemnity 
Company . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  85 

Hartford Fire Insurance Company. . 85 
Heublein & Brother, G. F.. . . . . . . . .  107 
Hood Rubber Company, Inc. . 35 
Hotel Lennox. . . . . . . .  1 10 
Hudson Products, Inc. . . . . 74-
Hygienic Products Co., The . . . . . . . . .  1 1 9  

Indian Refining Company, The . . . . 5 7  
Interwoven Stocking Company . 61 
Ivory Flakes. . IV Cover 

Jeris Sales Company . . . 1 1 8  
John Hancock Mutual Life Insurance 

Company. .  . . . .  87 
Johnson & Johnson. . . . . . .  120 
Johnson Motors . . . . . . .  1 2 2  

Kohler Co. . . 
Krait Cheese Company. 
Kreml Hair Tonic . . . . .  . 

PAGE 

. . . .  75 
. 1 10 

73 

LaSalle Extension University . . . .  . 7 5 
Lea & Perrins, Inc. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  1 10 
Lee Mere. Company, The H. D . .  . 1 1 5  

Magazine Repeating Razor Company 8 6  
Maine Development Commission . . . .  1 1 8  
Masland & Sons. Inc., C .  H . . . . . . . . .  1 18 
Mennen Co., Shaving Products . . . . . .  108 
Metro-Goldwyn-Mayer Pictures. 4 
Metropolitan Oakland Area. . 44 
Miles Co., E. E . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  1 18 
Minneapolis-Honeywell Regulator Co. 92 
Modern Kitchen Bureau, The. . . 58 

National Biscuit Shredded Wheat. 83 
i6 
i5 

National Casket Co . .  . 
New jersey Counci l .  . . . . . .  . 
New York Central Syste m .  

Olds l\1otor Works. 
Oneida Ltd . .  

. . . .  101 

5 
8 

Packard Motor Car Co. . . . . 39 
Penn Mutual Life Jnsurance 

Company, The. . . . . . . . . . . . . 80 
Pennsyl\'ania Grade Crude Oil 

Association . . . . 79 
Pennsylvania Rubber Company . . . . 1 13 
Pennzoil Company, The . .  103 
Perfect Circle Co . •  The. . . . . 66 
Plastic Wood . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  1 19 
Plymouth Motor Corporation . . . . . . 3 
Premier Division, Electric Vacuum 

Cleaner Co., Inc . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 106 
Proctor Electric Company . . . . . . . . . .  104 
Province of Quebec Tourist Bureau . 98 
Pullman Company, The . . . . . . . . . .  64, 65 
Pyrex Ovenware-Flameware . . . .  84 
Pyroil Company, The . . . 69 

Robbins & Myers, Inc . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  1 1 7  
Royal Typewriter Company, Inc.. 5 6  

Sani-Flush . . . . . . . . . . . .  . 
Santa Fe System Lines . .  
Schick Injector Razor . . . . . .  . 
Sealed Power Corporation . .  . 
Sergeant's Dog Remedies. 
Servel, Inc. : 

. . . . .  1 19 
.94. 95 

86 
82 

. 1 1 9  

Servel Electrolux Refrigerator . . . . .  108 
Shell, Golden Shell Motor Oil . . 62 
Silvertown Tires. . . . . . 7 
Simmons Company . . . . 81 
Simoniz Company, The . . . . . . . . .  49 
Sinclair Refining Company, Inc . . . . . .  51 
Smith, L C, & Corona Typewriters, 

Inc . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  102 
Socony-Vacuum Oil Co., Inc.: 

Mobiloil . . . . . . . . 46 
Mobil Upperlube . 41 

Square D Company . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . .  123 
Standard Brands Incorporated . 55 
Studebaker Corporation . . . . . . .  I I Cover 
Sunbeam Shavemaster . 54 

Texas Company, The (Havoline Oil) . 5 7  
T1me-Tested Laboratories . . . . . . . . . .  1 14 
Timken Roller Bearing Co., The . . . . .  89 
Travelers Insurance Company, The . .  93 
Triple Action Piston Rings:. . .  . . . . . 66 

United States Gypsum Company . . . .  109 

Van Camp's, Incorporated . . . . . . . .  124 
" Vaseline " Hair Tonic. . . . . . 2 

Warren's Standard Printing Papers . .  4-7 
Waterman's Pens, Pencils & Ink. 71 
Weco Productb Company. . . . . . 70 
Wembley, Inc. . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 120 
Wesson Oil & Snowdrift Sales Co . . . . .  1 2 1  
Westclox: 

General Time Instruments Corp . .  
Westinghouse Mazda Lamps . . . . .  . 
Westinghouse Electric & Mfg. Co.: 

Streamline Iron . . . . . . . . . . .  , . , . 
Wigder Mfg. Co . •  The. 

1 
63 

45 
74 

Wildroot Co . . . . . . . . . . .  . . . . . .  1 14 
Willson Products, Inc .. . . . . .  1 1 7  
Wiss & Sons C o  . •  ] . .  . 100 

Young, Inc., W. F . .  . 98 

Zecol Inc . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . . • . . • . • . . . .  1 20 
Zero II Company, The . . . . . . . . . . . . . . 7 5 
Zippo Mfg. Co.. . . . . . . . . . • . . . . . .  107 

While every precaution ia  taken to inaure accuracy, we cannot guarantee against the 

possibility o£ an occaaional change or omission in the preparation o£ this index. 

AOVERTISINC BRANCH 0FFIC£S-for advertising business only; sub��eriptions not re¢eived-are as follows: 
New York, 60 East 42nd St . . .  Chicago, 333 N. Michigan Ave . . .  Detroit, 3044 W. Grand Boulevard . . .  
Philadelphia, Independence SQuare . . .  Cleveland, 629 Euclid Ave . . .  Boston, Statler Office Building, 

20 Providence St . . .  San Francisco, 235 Montgomery St. 

I25 



1 2 6  THE Sll TURD./lY EVENI N G  P O S T  

allegiance or personal friendship, and 
says that she is satisfied with their 
work. She overpays them, as she does 
everyone else who works for her, and 
when in Vermont lends them her auto
mobile to take out on basket picnics 
on their day off. What the picruckers 
have to say over the ham and potato 
salad would doubtless make interesting 
reading. 

Around home, the Nazi servitors 
make no effort to conceal their distaste 
for the numerous refugees upon whom 
they have to wait, and they no doubt 
think that America is a queer place, in
deed. The fifth servant is Marie, a 
French cook. Marie, according to Miss 
Thompson, is the only person in New 
York, excluding herself, who knows 
how to make clear beef broth properly. 
The pair also share, in Miss Thompson's 
estimation, pre-eminence in the art of 
buttering bread for tea. (You butter 
the end of the loaf first, then cut off a 
thin slice, butter the end again and 
slice, and so on. Bread which is sliced 
first and buttered afterward is likely 
to have holes gouged in it.) If Dorothy 
Thompson has any pet hates which 
rival her aversion for Hitler, they are 
bungled broth and clumsily buttered 
tea bread . 

The storminess of Miss Thompson 's 
Kampf with Hitler has tended to ob
scure her views on the present and fu
ture of the Urilted States. This is un
fortunate, as these opinions represent 
an interesting philosophy which had 
grown over the years in the mind of an 
alert and perceptive observer of the 
American scene. Miss Thompson has 
at different times been called a radieal 
and a conservative, which is not sur
prising, since she is, under va.rying as
pects, both. Perhaps this is the chief 
reason why, in a nation puzzled over 
conflicting approaches to basic prob
lems, her column is popular ; she speaks 
for the regime and the opposition. 

./l Political Philosophy 

She admires President Roosevelt 
and likes much of the New Deal, par
ticularly its awakerilng of a social con
sciousness, but believes that, on the 
whole, the Admirilstration has missed 
the train. She thinks that it has in
hibited productive energy by curbing 
individual initiative and she abhors, as 
a totalitarian trend, its centralizing of 
political power in Washington. She 
thinks a good dose of decentraliza-

deavor is an economic waste. But she 
would approve of it in instances where 
private operation results in concentra
tion of too much power or where it fails 
to produce dividends for shareholders. 

One of her favorite indoor pastimes 
is lambasting an audience of capitalists 
for permitting their greedier brethren 
to gum up our economy. She tells them 
that old-style capitalism is doomed. 
They seem t.o like it and continually 
ask for more. This phenomenon may 
be attributable to a feeling that she is 
really talking about the other fellow or 
to the sure knowledge that when Miss 
Thompson berates private enterprise, 
she does so with a red apple behind her 
back. 

The red apple disconcerts left-,ving 
liberals. One of them was seated near 
Miss Thompson at a dinner at which 
she was holding forth arumatedly on 
the subject of capitalism. When she 
had firllshed, he said, " Dorothy, I've 
a.lways liked and admired you, and I 

struggle, but she adds cryptically that 
we may " if it proves to our interest to 
do so." It is hard to say just where this 
leaves the question of America and the 
European wa.r. But it may be said 
reasonably that Miss Thompson is 
farther away from the isola.tionist camp 
than any American outside the mem
bership of the plainly labeled Anglophile 
and Francophile societies. A talk with 
her on the condition of the world leaves 
an ordinary person amazed at the 
breadth of her intellectual canvas. She 
sees this war as just one manifestation 
of a world revolution that has been go
ing on for some time ; in the next ten 
years, she predicts, the Uruted States 
will undergo a revolution of its own, 
probably a peaceful one, possibly a vio
lent one. It is difficult for even so dis
tinguished a prophetess as Dorothy 
Thompson to be any more definite, at 
this distance. 

People often remark upon the Eng
lish pronunciations and idioms which 

A N N UA L  
SoAP BoX 
D E RBV 

tion, including the industrial, would 
benefit the country. New York City is, 
to her, a monstrosity from any angle. 

LITTLE LULU 

Vermont, which has preserved an still do, but I don't ]jke the Dorothy 
eighteenth-century form of society al- Thompson who is grooming herself for 
most intact,is her ideal of a place to live. the presidency of the D . A. R." Miss 

Miss Thompson would approve of Thompson, who has an explosive 
public spending as a pump primer on temper, bit her lip and flushed, but 
a scale which the New Deal has not yet said nothing. She left the party early. 
dared to suggest, provided the money · Few of Miss Thompson's views have 
went into building up or conserving brought more criticism than those 
what she calls the public estate. By which she has advanced on the present 
this she means forests, lands for pro- war. Isolationists see in her hysteria
duction, schoolhouses and other items daubed intimations of Armageddon an 
of the national plant. Her objection to unexpressed conviction that the Uruted 
the New Deal spending is that too States ought to be fighting alongside 
much of it has produced nothing tangi- the Allies. One editorial writer won
hie in the way of economic wealth and dered whether she would feel any dif
has left gaping deficits. The concept of ferentlyif heryoungson were of military 
wide-scale planrung, which is a bogy age. Miss Thompson considers the isola
to other critics, does not frighten Dor- tiorustshopelesslynarrow. She believes, 
othy Thompson. She thinks that if with probably most Americans, that 
America is ever to rea]jze its full prom- our interests lie patently on the side of 
ise, planrung will have to be under- Allied victory and that, therefore, we 
taken on a heroic pattern, probably should operate a neutrality that is be
on a regional basis. She would make nevolent to thatside. She considers silly 
sure that the men who did the planning the argument that selling armament to 
were strictly nonpolitical officials. She France and England might draw us into 
thinks that public ownei·ship which de- the war. Privately, she has said that she 
stroys soundly operating priva.te en- does not think America will get into the 

crop up in Miss Thompson's speech, 
not realizing that she is English by 
blood. Except for a geographical acci
dent, she would have been born in 
England. Her father, the Rev. Peter 
Thompson, was a Britisher. He came 
here to visit a brother who lived in the 
Middle West, and during his stay met 
an Englishwoman named Margaret 
Grierson, whom he married. Both 
were eager to get back home and to
gether they set out for New York, from 
where they intended to take ship. 
During a stopover in Buffalo, probably 
for a look at Niagara Falls, they made 
the acquaintance of another Methodist 
clergyman from England, who was even 
more homesick than they were. He 
had a small congregation of glass work
ers in the industrial town of Lancaster, 
near Buffalo. Out of sympathy, Peter 
Thompson agreed to remain and oc
cupy the pulpit unt.il the preacher 
could go home on leave and return. 
The preacher's absence was a long one, 
and meanwhile Dorothy, the Thomp
sons' first child, was born in the par-
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sonage near the glass works. By the 
time the regular pastor got back, the 
Thompsons had decided to stay in the 
United States and take out citizenship 
papers. Theynever did get back to Eng
land. Two years after Dorothy's birth 
they had a son, Willard, a.nd two years 
after that another daughter, Margaret. 
By that time the Rev. Mr. Thompson 
had held several upstate pastorates. 

Dorothy rebelled against her world 
from the start. She made her maiden 
attempt to run away from the parson
age when she was three years old and 
her father had a congregation in Clar
ence, New York. Accomparued by a 
neighbor's child she set out, carrying a 
buggy umbrella for protection against 
the weather; They were found a few 
hours later, asleep under the umbrella 
on a lawn several blocks away. A year 
later, in Tonawanda, she tried flight 
again, taking along another small 
friend. They were located in a neigh
bor's gooseberry patch, sound asleep. 
A noteworthy feature about Dorothy's 
escapades was that she always man
aged to get someone else involved in 
them. She was a sort of Little Lulu in 
many respects. 

Tomboy Thompson 

As Willard grew into the walking 
stage, he became her foil. Willard was 
a fat lad and easily persuaded. Once 
she took him for a ride in his old per
ambulator and let go of the handle on a 
steep hill. At the end of a wild ride, 
Willard was pitched out. His arm was 
broken. It was an education being Dor
othy's younger brother. When Wil
lard recovered, Dorothy catwalked 
along a porch rail and dared him to fol
low suit. He took the dare and fell, 
cracking his head against the corner of 
a flower box. Once she induced him to 
run away \vith her. They sat under a 
tree in a public park for their first meal, 
and Dorothy banded Willard a loaf of 
bread and a carving knife which she 
had taken from her mother's kitchen. 
Willard cut his finger trying to slice the 
bread and ran home, crying, and the 
expedition was over. 

Try as he would, Willard could never 
come up to his elder sister's expecta
tions of him. As today, she insisted 
upon high standards of performance. 
Once the miruster gave his children 
two cents apiece with which to buy 
valentines. They pooled their penrues 
and Dorothy persuaded Willard to go 
into a store and dicker for bargains in 
big lacy valentines, while the girls 
waited outside. After some conscien
tious haggling, Willard found that the 
lacy cards came too high and emerged 
carrying a stack of comic valentines 
which he had picked up at ten for a 
penny. He appealed for approval. His 
elder sister tore his purchases into bits 
and burst into tears. 

Dorothy was gawky and a tomboy. 
She could shin up a tree for apples and 
she was a daredevil aerialist. In a gym
nasium which she had rigged up in the 
hayloft, she would catch her feet in the 
ropes of a trapeze and swing almost 
to the rafters, with her pigtails and 
petticoats flying. She could swing, 
holding on by her knees or heels, and 
walk a tightrope, using a parasol for a 
balance. As a climax to a circus which 
she orgaruzed, she jumped out the hay
loft window, with an umbrella for a 
parachute, and fractured her collar
bone. 

As a parson's daughter, she was a 
minor neighborhood scandal, but her 
father, a gentle man with a.n affection 
for the simpler gaieties, never rebuked 

(Continued on Page 128) 
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"Hope to be seeing you soon." . . .  "Gee, it's swell to hear 

your voice." . . .  "We're all well here." 

No great words of business or state are these - just the 

homey, every-day conversations that are America. The 

thoughts and hopes and remembrances that bind families and 

friends together. The flow of understanding that helps to 

make this a united nation. 

Always the Bell System stands ready to help . . .  to do its 

part quickly, cheaply, courteously, in the manner of a friend. 
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(Contlnuttd from Pagf! 126) 

her. When Dorothy was seven and the 
family was living in Hamburg, her 
mother died and the minister's oldest 
sister, Aunt Lizzie, came in and took 
charge of the household. Aunt Lizzie 
was white-haired and ageless. She 
wore a white lace collar, a black dress 
and a bonnet tied beneath her chin 
with a white organdy bow, and she had 
reared ten children of her own. Her 
discipline was as crisp as her bonnet. 
She insisted upon sulphur and mo
lasses as a spring tonic, but she deco
rated wonderful Christmas trees and 
gave lots of corn-popping parties. 
During the reign of Aunt Lizzie, the 
pa,t·sonage was a happy place. 

The air began to cloud up one day 
when the church organist, a Miss Eliza 
Abbott, invited the Thompson children 
to tea. Margaret was excited. Doro
thy was skeptical and angry. She 
stamped her foot. 

" I  know what she wants," Dorothy 
said. " She wants father, and I won't 
have it. I won't let her. I've heard the 
big girls talking. They all say Miss 
Abbott is setting her cap. They say she 
waits so she can be the last one out of 
church on Sunday, so he'll have to walk 
home with her. Aunt Lizzie says all the 
unmarried ladies carry on like a lot of 
hussies, coming here at all hours on any 
old excuse just so they can see father, 
but she's the worst. I won't go there. 
I don't want any stepmother. We've 
got Aunt Lizzie, haven't we ? "  The 
speech was such a memorable event in 
the family that it is still remembered 
by :Margaret, who is now married and 
living in Chicago, and Willard, who is 
a New York engineer. 

Dorothy's father heard her champing 
and called her into his study. In a few 
minutes she came out and said she 
guessed that she would go, after all. 
Mter the tea, Margaret said : " Wasn't 
she lovely to us? She never said a word 
about marrying father. You must have 
been wrong." 

" You wait and see," replied Doro
thy, a Cassandra at the age of ten. 

In the following week, the Rev. Mr. 
Thompson broke the news. He told 
the children that they needed a mother 
and that since Aunt Lizzie was getting 
old and had done her share, it wasn't 
fair to ask her to go on. He and Eliza 
Abbott were going to be married ; if 
everyone did his part, the family 
would go on being a happy one. Dor
othy wept, but agreed to try being a 
dutiful stepdaughter. She promised 
that she would even call Eliza 
' ' mother." 

Stepmother Trouble 

Dorothy was a prim and reserved 
flower girl. The ladies of the congrega
tion cooed· over the bride. The scent of 
flowers was sweet and cloying. Mar
garet was ecstatic. Willard gorged on 
ice cream and cake, and became sick. 
The bridal couple were showered with 
rice as they left on a honeymoon. 

They returned on a hot August day, 
and Eliza had the Ladies' Aid to tea 
on the front porch. The children were 
dressed in their Sunday clothes. 

" Married two weeks," said the host
ess to her guests, " and already I have 
a lovely family. This is my baby." She 
lifted Margaret onto her lap. "And this 
is my nice big boy." Willard smirked. 
"And Dorothy-Dorothy, where are 
you, dear? "  

There was a flash of white on the 
parsonage lawn, followed by a stark 
displa.y of petticoats and ruffied under
pants. Dorothy, who was practicing 
for a new circus, was standing on her 
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head. Eliza aro&e and ordered her to 
her room. \Vhen Dorothy had gone up
stairs, the minister's wife explained 
with a forced smile, " The poor dears, 
they do need a mother ; someone who 
is really in authority." 

Eliza's brand of discipline was dis
concerting to the children. Aunt Lizzie 
had dispensed sound justice, with 
spankings. Eliza said, " You must con
quer children with love." She was al
ways assuring them that she loved them 
as if they were her own, and this em
barrassed them vaguely. Aunt Lizzie 
had never said anything about loving 
them, but they had never doubted that 
she did. 

The stepmother 'would turn them 
over to her husband for penances. She 
always addressed him as " Dominie." 
" Dominie," she would say, leading 
Dorothy into the study, " she's a prob
lem, she really is . .  I shall do my best 
for her, but I shall need your help." 

The minister's help usually consisted 
in having Dorothy commit to memory 
a poem or Bible passage, and in coach
ing her in the proper delivery of the 
lines. 

Once she memorized the whole of 
II Penseroso, and her father bragged 
about her feat for months. It was pleas
ant spending the hours in this way, and 
the coaching helped to make Dorothy 
Thompson the effective speaker that 
she is today. She has had no other 
formal training. 

Aunt Lizzie stayed on a few weeks to 
make the transition smooth, and then 
packed her bags to go and live with one 
of her married daughters. Dorothy 
knelt before her and begged her to 
stay. " It's Eliza's home now," said 
Aunt Lizzie, " and you have a mother." 
There were no more Christmas trees 
after Aunt Lizzie left. Eliza said that 
they made the house a mess. The chil
dren, she said, should be satisfied with 
seeing the one which decorated the 

church. From family accounts, Eliza 
was a stepmother out of a Victorian 
novel. 

When the first family-group photo
graph was being taken, there was a 
quarrel over the way Dorothy had ar
ranged her hair. She had parted it on 
the side and swept it back close to her 
head in a way that she considered dash
ing. Her stepmother reminded her 
that she had a long neck and warned 
her that the hair-do would make the 
neck look even longer. Dorothy was 
stubborn and refused to change it. 
When the plates were developed, the 
stepmother was proved right. 

She seemed to feel that she had won 
a victory. Dorothy pleaded with her 
to hide the picture. Instead, she put it 
on the mantelpiece, and when there 
were visitors she made a point of call
ing their attention to the long-necked 
member of the family group. The 
child's long neck and long legs and her 
awkward, developing figure were fre
quent targets of the stepmother. She 
would poke fun at them before other 
members of the family until the victim 
ran to her room, crying, and slammed 
the door. 

" If she doesn't learn to control that 
temper of hers, she'll come to no good 
end," Eliza would say. 

One Christmas morning she handed 
Dorothy a package. It contained a 
baby's nursing bottle and a card say
ing, " Merry Christmas to a crybaby." 
Dorothy threw it down on the floor and 
fled upstahs. 

Her father gasped. " Eliza, how could 
you do that ! "  he exclaimed. 

" M ercy," was the reply, " can't 
anyone in this family take a joke? 
Somebody has to teach that girl to con
trol herself, and if I don't, I don't know 
who will." 

By way of compensation, Dorothy's 
sins grew in magnitude. One afternoon 
during a Ladies' Aid meeting at the 
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parsonage, one of the members arrived 
with the news that Dorothy and a girl 
named Marguerite were playing slippery
slide in the lumberyard at Main and 
Center Streets, clad only in bathing 
suits. The minister's wife and Mar
guerite's mother, who was the record
ing secretary, hustled down to the 
lumberyard and hauled their daugh
ters back in disgrace. 

When Dorothy was going to hig.h 
school in Gowanda, she would wait 
until she was out of sight of home and 
roll her stockings. The rolled-stocking 
craze had not yet reached Gowanda. 
To the other girls, Dorothy was a fear
less pioneer; to the school authorities 
she was a problem. The principal, when 
Dorothy was a freshman, was a peda
gogue who had recently come from a 
school in another county. The memo
ries of his former post were still green, 
and his way of reprimanding his pupils 
was to compare them unfavorably with 
his old pupils. 

Into Exile 

This was resented by the Gowanda 
student body, but no one did anything 
about it until Dorothy Thompson came 
along. 

The principal had an egg-shaped 
head and Dorothy had a gift for draw
ing. She drew a caricature of him and 
inscribed a verse underneath it. The 
theme of the verse was approximately, 
" If you don't like it here, why don't 
you go back where you came from ? "  
A teacher intercepted i t  as i t  was being 
passed around the room and turned it 
over to the principal. Dorothy was sus
pended. She was reinstated a week 
later, after she had apologized. 

Eliza, who felt that the prank had 
brought shame down upon the family, 
delivered an ultimatum ; either Doro
thy went away to school or she, Eliza, 
would go back to her parents. The 
Rev. Mr. Thompson made arrange
ments for Dorothy to go to Chicago 
and to be raised by her paternal aunts, 
Hetty and Margaret, who lived there. 
Eliza explained to the Ladies' Aid that 
Dorothy was being sent away so she 
would have the benefit of" advantages. " 

Dorothy was twelve when she left 
Gowanda. She hit it off well with her 
aunts, and Chicago seemed a thrilling 
place after upstate New York. She 
learned to paint water colors at the Art 
Institute, and at the Lewis Institute, 
where she was sent to school, she got 
into a sorority, played center on the 
basketball team and became a de
bater. "All the debaters," the school 
reported once, " acquitted themselves 
like men, including Miss Thompson." 

In a translation of an ode of Horace, 
the parson's emancipated daughter 
wrote : 

Hence with cold! Build high the hearth, 
For youth is thine. 

We must laughter have, and mirth, 
Life, jest and song, with never dearth 

Of Sabine wine ! 

Eliza had won a battle, but Dorothy 
had won the war. Chicago proved to 
her something that she had long held as 
an article of instinctive faith-that the 
land beyond the horizon is always 
fairer. To this day she believes in it 

· and it runs like a red thread through 
the fabric of her written philosophy. 
She never returned to the parsonage, 
except on visits. As soon as she got 
a chance she became an idealistic 
wanderer. 

Editor's Note-This is the first of two articles on 
Mise Thompson. The aecond will appear in next 
week's issue. 

Printed in U.S. A. 
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Our Derby D ay favorite 
was the Mercury 8 

I Had Derby Day in Mind when we picked out our Mercury 8 Convertible Sedan-and it looked even better on the trip than 
it did in the showroom. The miles ticked past by the hundred - but that car rides and drives so smoothly you'd never 
guess the speed or distance-or even the kind of road. The Mercury's stabilizing construction makes all roads smoother. 

In the Blue-Grass Country, our Mercury drew as much attention as a promising 
with a graceful flare amidships to make the seats extra wide. And a look of power that its V-8 engine lives up to ! 
It's a real thoroughbred with a smooth light-footed gait, graceful, well-balanced, responsive to your slightest touch. 

There's a message for you in the full-grown, 
sure-footed Mercury 8. Slip into the spacious 
driver's seat-and you're master of ninety-five 
horsepower-V-8 style. Head for open coun
try. Any kind of road will do-the Mercury 
shines on all. Look out- you're traveling 
faster than you think ! 1o noi e, no 
strain, no tensing for bumps. You 
don't really drive this car-you guide 

it. The Mercury is the sensational success of 
modern automobile history, a fine car with 
all the advantages of size, luxury and smooth 
power - plus extraordinary ECONOMY (up 
to 20 miles per gallon of gasoline, say 
owners) . Get to a dealer-see and drive the 

great Mercury yourself! 

Visit the new Ford Exposit�·ons at the two 
Fairs, New rork" and San Francisco, 1940· 

Mercury 8 
Built by the Ford M otor Company - distri b u ted by Mercory,  Lincoln-Zephyr and Ford dealers 

White sidewall tires exlr4 



5 BIG WEEKLY 
CONTESTS 

THESE PRIZES EACH WEEK 

TEN 1940 PONTIAC 
4-DOOR SEDANS 

EACH WITH 1000 
GALLONS OF TEXACO 

l'lll£·£HIEF GASOLINE 
PLUS 5100 

VACATION MONEY 
TO EACH PONTIAC WINNER 

IZN4'ak � W4d 
100 CASH PRIZES 

OF 510 EACH 

A big, luxurious, "power-packed" beauty. 
8" inches longer and 4 inches wider at the 
front seat, than last year's Pontiac. Famous 
for engine quietness, economy, for its 
"Triple-Cushioned" ride. Your choice of 
10 standard colors. 

z I - FINISH THIS S£NTENCE IN 25 ADDITIONAL lf,PRDS OR LESS 

;;!J .Me� �ed &�------------------·--·--···----------------------------------------:: 

FOR CONTEST NEWS ilND 

PONTIAC WINNERS TUNE IN ON 

_s\ .. \\\\\= 
.. The O'Neills"-.. Against The Stonn"-.. Ufe 
Can Be Beautiful" Mondays through Fridays 
- see newspaper for time and stations. 

WIN A PONTIAC ! GASOUNE! GASH I !  Picture yourself 
-your family-driving oll,on the vacation 
of your life in .a magiiificent new 1940 Pon
tiac. $100 for expenses in your pot!'ket ! !  
Credit for 1000 gallons o f  Texaco Fire-Chief� 

Gasoline! !  Get your gasoline free at any 
Texaco station in the country . . .  This con
test may make this beautiful dream come 
true for you! . ' 
550 PRIZES IN AU! 5 sellarate we1kly·.eontests! 
Enter each contest a8 .. often as•!fou like! It's 
easy! These marvelous prizes are offered by 
Ivory Flakes because we want you to see 
how beautifully Ivory Flakes take care of 
your nice things. 
WONDERFUL FOR STOCKINGS! Good silk stockings 
washed nightly with Ivory Fl�kes give extra
long wear! 9 out of 10 leading niakers of famous 
stockings advise Ivory Flakes care. 

SO SAFE FOR COLORS ! Ivory Flakes are pure
quick-dissolving even in lukewarm water! See 
how they help protect the colors of your dainty 
summer washables-how they help keep silk soft 
and lustrous. · 

TO HELP BABY CLOTHES STAY SOFT! Washing with 
strong soaps may . leave deposits irritating to 
baby's sensitive sk· . Manufacturers of fine baby 
clothes often advise ure Ivory Flakes-for com
foftable softness. 

THE RIGHT CARE FOR WOOLENS! See how soft and 
fluffy your pet sweaters-your nice blankets come 
out wheq you wash them gently in lukewarm 
suds of p�e Ivory Flakes. 

START WRITING ENTRIES NOW! Try Ivory Flakes 
for any of its many uses. You'll think of lots 
of ways to finish the sentence! Send them all 
in. Remember, sentences as simple as the 
samples below can win! Don't wait. Send in 
your first entries today! 

"I like Ivory Flakes because I find 
they're so helpful in the care of silk 
stockjngs, and that quick daily 
washings in these pure suds help 
stockings wear longer." 

"I like Ivory Flakes because they're a 
quick-dissolving form of my favorite 
Ivory Soap-so convenient for washing 
my nke dresses and underwear quickly, 
easily, and beautifully." 

"I like Ivory Flakes because 
I do dishwashing, they. make 
very quickly and are so easy on my 
hands, helping me keep them soft 
and smooth." 

Finish sentence "I like Ivory Flakes because • • •  " in 25 additional words or less. Attach one Ivory Flakes 
box- top, either size, (or facsimile). Send entry to Ivory Flakes, Dept. M, Box 238, Cincinnati, Ohio. s .................................................................................. . 

Each with 1000 
Gallons of Texaco 

1. Simply finish the sentence, "I like Ivory Flakes be
cause . . . .  " writing 25 additional words or less. Write 
on one side of a sheet of paper. Print or write your 
name and address. Please send no extra letters, draw
ings, or photographs with your entries. 
2. You can enter these contests as often as you like, 
but each sentence must be accompanied by one Ivory 
Flakes box-top, either size, (or facsimile). Mail to 
Ivory Flakes, Dept. M, Box 238, Cincinnati, Ohio. 
3. There will be five weekly contests, each with a sep
arate list of prizes. Opening and closing dates are : 
CONTEST OPENING CLOSING 

First 
Second 
Third 
Fourth 
Fifth 

Sun., June 2, or before 
Sun., June 9 
Sun., June 16 
Sun., June 23 
Sun., June 30 

SaL, June 8 
Sat .• June 15 
Sat., June 22 
Sat .• June 29 
Sat., July 6 

4. Entries received before Sunday, June 2, will be en
tered in the first week's contest. Thereafter entries 
will be entered in each week's contest as received. 
Entries for the final week's contest must be post
marked before midnight, July 6, and must be received 
before July 22. 
S. Entries will be judged for originality, sincerity, and 
aptness of thought concerning the qualities and uses 
of Ivory Flakes. Decision of the judges will be final. 
Fancy entries will not count extra. Du�i<-.ate prizes 
awarded in case of ties. No entries returned. Entries, 
contents, and ideas therein become the property of 
Procter & Gamble. 
6. Any resident of Continental United States, Hawaii, 
or the Dominion of Canada may compete, except em
ployees of Procter & Gamble, their advertising agen-
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Cariada. 

7. Prizes in each weekly contest are: 10 first prizes of 
new: 1940 Pontiac Special Six 4-door sedans (standard 
eqUipment), each with 1000 gallons Texaco Fire-Chief 
gasoline and '$100 vacation money; 100 second prizes, 
each $10 cash. Pontiac winners in Canada anii Hawaii 
will receive cash equivalent in place of free gasoline. 
8. Pontiac winners will be announced shortly after the 
close of each contest over I vary Flakes' radio pro
gram, "The O'Neills," coast-to-coast. Winners of $10 �9 prizes will be notified by mail. 




