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Could it play fairy godmother and 
change the life of a lonely old lady?



moved in. She was a rather thin woman 
who dressed plainly and was not par
ticularly pretty. Yet from the very first 
time I saw her, I was intrigued with her. 
Maybe it was because she lived all alone 
in that big, old house. Maybe it was be
cause she kept to herself—my mother 
said that was probably because she came 
from a big city where people aren’t quite 
so neighborly as they are in smaller 
towns. Or maybe it was something else 
again. Like the way she walked—shoul
ders back, head up, quick, easy, little

Of course, what Gloria’s grandmother 
said one afternoon might have had 
something to do with my unusual in
terest in the newcomer. Old Mrs. Need
ham is awfully nice but kind of deaf, 
and sometimes a little crotchety. “Hmm,” 
she sniffed. “Cornelia Blackstone! I re
member her when she was Cornelia 
Bright. She was born in that house. Let’s 
see! There was something about her— 
Oh, yes! I remember. When she was 
quite a young girl—maybe eighteen—she 
ran away from home. There was a stock 
company passing through town. She was 
crazy about play acting. Everybody fig
ured she went with the company.”

Anyway, the four of us were standing 
there at the corner under a big magnolia 
tree. The waxlike leaves glistened in the 
moonlight, and the air was heavy with 
the sweetish odor from the big, white 
blossoms. We were , arguing—trying to 
come to an agreement on our proposed 
fan club.

“I still vote for Perry Comp,” said 
Becky.

“Phooey!” scoffed Gloria. “There are 
zillions dt Perry Como fan clubs. I think 
we ought to start one for somebody like 
—well, like Montgomery Clift.”

Everybody knew I was still faithful to 
Frankie. Linda was. an unknown factor. 
She’d never come right out and say who 
her favorite was. Linda is tall and slim- 
very pretty, with light-brown hair and 
blue eyes. She’s a whiz in school. My 
mother never worries if she knows Linda 
is going to be along. But don’t get me 
wrong. Linda is loads of fun. And aw
fully thoughtful. Like right at that very 
minute.

Becky and Gloria said good night and 
started homeward, but Linda and I lin
gered for a few minutes.

There was light in the downstairs front 
room of the big house. As we watched, 
a light went on in what was probably 
an upstairs hall, and a minute or so 
later, the light downstairs went off.

“She must be awfully lonesome,” 
mused Linda. “Living all alone in that 
big, old house. And she doesn’t seem to 
have any friends. I’ll bet she’s really a 
wonderful person if you could only get 
to know her. Theres something about 
her . . .  I think it would be fun to call 
on her sometime. Cheer her up.”

“Swell,” I agreed quickly. An idea had 
been turning over in the back of my 
mind-sort of a vague, wispy idea. You

see, for days we’d talked of little else 
than the tryouts for the senior class play 
which were coming up shortly.

A t two o’clock, the very next 
afternoon, Linda and I were walking 
down Fourth Street. It was a beautiful, 
warm day. Mrs. Blackstone was sitting 
on her front porch.

“Were going to make a call,” mutter
ed Linda, clutching my arm. Somewhat 
quakingly we turned in at her walk and 
approached the house. With each step I 
became less and less sure of myself. 
There was something about Mrs. Black
stone, sitting there in a rocker, that made 
me think of a monarch—a queen. And a 
pretty severe queen, too. She wasn’t 
rocking. She just sat there stiffly, her 
hands on the arms of the chair.

“Well?” queried Mrs. Blackstone. Her 
voice was deep, resonant.

“Good afternoon,” said Linda cheerily. 
“We were passing your house—”

“So I noticed,” Mrs. Blackstone replied 
drily. “Well, what have you to sell?”

“We haven’t anything to sell,” said 
Linda quickly. “To be perfectly honest, 
Mrs. Blackstone, we thought you looked 
a little lonesome. We just dropped in for

Mrs. Blackstone’s face softened and 
she smiled. “Really? That was nice of 
you. Do you mind sitting on the steps?”

We sat down. Mrs. Blackstone took off 
her glasses. She fumbled in her lap, 
found a case, put on another pair. They 
were bifocals and quite thick. She smiled.

“You’re high school girls, aren’t you?”
“Yes ma’am,” we said in unison.
We visited for over an hour. Mrs. 

Blackstone was awfully sweet. She 
seemed to know exactly what our in
terests were, and she had a cute sense of 
humor. When we started to leave, she 
said, “I must apologize for being so cross 
when you first came. I guess I’ve been 
feeling sorry for myself. You see, I’m not 
used to all this leisure. I’ve always been 
a very busy person. That is, I was until 
my eyes gave out. Please come again, 
girls—real soon.”

We took Mrs. Blackstone at her word. 
Fact is, the next afternoon—Sunday—we 
were back again, and Becky and Gloria 
came along. They were crazy about Mrs. 
Blackstone, too. After we’d been there a 
few minutes, somebody happened to 
mention our forthcoming senior play. 
Mrs. Blackstone’s face lighted up eagerly.

“What’s it to be?” she asked.
Linda handed her the book she had 

in her lap. “Thornton Wilder’s, ‘Our 
Town’,” she told her.

“That’s a fine play,” said Mrs. Black
stone opening the book. She placed it on 
her lap, and looked out across the yard. 
“You girls have so many opportunities 
these days. When I was a girl, schooling 
was mostly reading and writing and arith
metic. Maybe a spelling bee now and 
then. Or a debate. We had no movies. 
Once a year, maybe, a carnival or a road 
show played here.”

We scarcely breathed. There was a 
faraway look on Mrs. Blackstone’s face.

“I can’t remember,” she said softly, 
“when I didn’t have a terrific urge to be 
on the stage. I went with a stock com
pany when I was eighteen. People here 
in town were scandalized. But not my 
father. He understood. At first I played 
bit parts; then bigger ones. I was just 
ready for my first lead when the accident 
happened.

“We traveled from town to town by 
car. Mr. Blackstone and I—Qh, yes, I 
had married Mr. Blackstone after only a 
few weeks on the road. He was a fine, 
young actor, destined for great things.” 
Mrs. Blackstone’s voice fell. “There was 
an accident. He was killed. I was in the 
hospital for months. And after I got out



I had headaches constantly. Show busi
ness was in my blood, but my big chance 
had vanished. The stock company had 
broken up. I went to New York, and tried 
every way I could to get my big break 
again; it just didn't come. When my 
money ran short, I finally took another 
job. It was on Broadway, though—in the 
wardrobe department of a theatrical sup
ply house. Ive seen hundreds of shows 
from backstage. Yes, I even saw ‘Our 
Town’ from the wings the night it 
opened. By then I’d made quite a name 
for myself in the costume world. Oh, but 
listen to me brag!”

The four of us sat there simply en
thralled. Before we could speak, Mrs. 
Blackstone looked intently at Linda and 
said, “Yes, Linda, I think you would

make a very fine Emily. I really do.” 
Linda stared in amazement. “The 

lead?” she gasped. “Oh, but I couldn’t!” 
“Of course you could,” said Mrs. 

Blackstone quietly. She handed Linda 
the book. “Read something from her part 
-maybe her long speech at the grave-

Linda found the part with trembling 
fingers, and started to read. Mrs. Black
stone made a couple of gentle sugges
tions. Linda read again and this time it 
was beautiful. Sudden tears welled up 
in my eyes, and a lump filled my throat.

A t four thirty, the following 
Friday afternoon, the cast was to be 
announced in the auditorium. We waited 
breathlessly for Miss Clark, our director,

to appear. Through the nervous chatter, 
attempts to be nonchalant, and twisting 
of necks, she finally walked up front. 
She’s nice—young and pretty. This was 
her first year out of college.

Glancing at the paper in her hand she 
said quietly, “The part of Emily, the 
feminine lead, goes to Linda Snow.”

The kids really applauded. I was aw
fully happy for Linda. And those darned 
tears came to my eyes again. Linda had 
been scared to death. But she’d worked 
hard to prepare for the tryouts, and she’d 
remembered all the things Mrs. Black
stone had told her. She was wonderful!

Bill Newton got the part of George. I 
knew Linda would like that. She’s very 
fond of Bill. Greg Nichols was to be the 
narrator. I  was (Continued on page 28)

We stared in amazement as Mrs. Blackstone pushed open the sliding doors on a huge ballroom



by MARJORIE YOURD HILL

There! It was out at last—the family secret which Coco 
had uneasily kept for months!

Pink-faced and trembling, she stood uncertainly be
side her locker in the corridor of West High, wondering

what to do. .
The girls around the corner by the drinking fountain were 

gossiping about her, giggling and snickering. Coco, back 
turned, had been fishing around in her locker for a trig paper 
which had slipped from her notebook, when she had caught 
the first words.

“Did you hear the latest?” demanded a voice which Coco 
recognized as one of the crowd’s.

apm ru
They whispered, while Coco’s curiosity leaped. Impulsively 

she stepped toward the corner, ready to say laughingly, ‘Let 
me in on this, too, girls,” when the next sentence transfixed

“Coco Prescott’s mother having another baby? Why, they’ve 
got too many kids already!” That sharp voice was Pixie Al- 
lerton’s, a shallow girl whom Coco didn’t care much for any
way.

Then the clear, cool tones she knew best took up the tittle- 
tattle.

“It’s disgusting, that’s what I say,” came Eleanor Mont
gomery’s emphatic words.

Coco oould just see Eleanor-chin tossed disdainfully, gray 
eyes afird, one hand reaching up to smooth hack the front 
curl of fair hair which always flew out of place when she was 
excited. Magnetic, flashing Eleanor, whose high spirits made 
her the natural leader of the gayest crowd at West High. 
Eleanor—whom Coco had been proud to call her best friend.

And now her contempt brought the blood to Coco’s cheeks 
like a slap. Her attitude hurt Coco worse than the others, 
because Eleanor counted most.

Coco hadn’t had a friend as close as Eleanor for years-since 
grade school, really. Her family had moved around too much, 
during and after the war, and Coco had gone to schools here 
and there, never settled long enough to make real friends or. 
feel sure of anything. Finally, during their wonderful vaca
tion last year at “Sea Anchor,” their Maine island cottage, 
Father had been offered an opportunity to teach art here in 
Jefferson, at the college. His ambition to attain security for his 
family of five children and still have time for his own painting 
was realized at last.

The whole family rejoiced. They cut the summer at the 
island short in August, piled into their decrepit station wagon, 
and headed west. Fizz, the cat, and Tarby, the black cocker, 
came along with them.

Jefferson had proved to be everything they had dreamed of 
—a pretty, Middle Western college town surrounded by lakes, 
which made it almost as good as the island. Best of all, they 
quickly found just the kind of a house they liked—a big, old, 
white-frame house with a glimpse of blue lake from the sec
ond floor.

Coco chose the tower room on the third floor for her own. 
Its windows gave her a wide, sweeping view of the lake. She 
had happily spent several hot September days painting the 
room a lovely shade of dusty pink.

Coco had been all ready to join in the gossiping and

Right across the elm-shaded street, Coco could look down 
from her tower on a newish brick house, large and expensive, 
with a landscaped yard and a two-car garage that had two

One of the cars was a cherry-colored convertible, and it 
belonged to the only daughter of the house—Eleanor. Mr. 
Montgomery owned a chain of drugstores spread over a third 
of the State, and Eleanor had just about everything.

Yet she wasn’t high-hat. Not one bit. That was what had 
won Coco from the first. Eleanor came right over, even before 
the Prescotts were settled, to make friends. She was hoping a 
family with a girl her own age might move in, she’d said. But 
her eyes opened wide when she saw them all. Greg and Peter
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giggling when a clear, cool voice slopped her short

and Janie and Toby, with Mother and Father, all rushing 
around, opening boxes, hammering, rustling paper, shouting 
from room to room, it did seem quite a crowd—even to Coco,

"My, you have a hig family!” The statement, to Coco, 
seemed faintly critical, even then. But Eleanor smiled quickly, 
adding, “It will liven things up. This place was dead, with 
only old Mr. and Mrs. Morse here for years.”

So began the happiest year of Coco s life, for, as Eleanor s 
friend and neighbor, Coco was quickly accepted at West High. 
The cherry convertible raced about town, filled always with 
a laughing crowd, and Coco usually on the front seat beside 
Eleanor. But sometimes, under Eleanor’s sunny, friendly man-

W hen it concerned the family
circle, it took Coco some time 

to work out the right answer
ner, Coco detected a queer reserve, an aloofness which she 
could not fathom. It was never enough to worry about much, 
although before this present moment Coco had had premoni
tions of disaster.

They began with Mother’s family announcement, shortly 
after New Year’s, just before Greg went back to Harvard. 
Everyone was gathered in the living room, with the bright- 
flowered draperies pulled, and a fire crackling in the fireplace. 
Father was reading; Greg and Peter were playing one of the 
new Christmas games with litde Janie and Toby. Mother was 
knitting, and Coco was playing records for everyone’s benefit.

During a lull, Mother said, “Shall we tell them now?”
Father laid down his paper, and waited, smiling.
“We’ve had a wonderful year, you’ll all a r̂ee. But this 

one is going to bring us something better yet. Mother said.
Everyone looked at her inquiringly, and Coco felt a sud

den chilly sensation.
A baby, that was it!
What would everyone think, wondered Coco nervously, 

especially Eleanor?
Gone were Coco’s hopes of making a good impression, for 

a baby would spoil everything. It would mean more clutter, 
and more work, especially for Coco as the eldest girl. She 
would have to stay home sometimes and miss some of the 
fan. Ashamedly, she tried to banish her feelings, hut they 
persisted.

She recalled the many times that her family had already 
embarrassed her. There was the time Tarby had jumped with 
muddy paws on Eleanor’s light-blue crepe dress. Eleanor had 
accepted Coco’s apologies sweetly, but revealed that Tarby 
woke the Montgomerys up sometimes by barking before

“I don’t mind myself,” Eleanor assured her, “since I 
have to get up about then anyhow, but Mother likes to sleep 
till nearly noon.”

Coco couldn’t visualize anybody’s mother doing that—hut 
then Mrs. Montgomery was different she realized. She was 
beautiful, immaculate, and she dressed like a fashion plate. 
She was always driving somewhere in her car, or lying in
differently on a divan. A maid did the housework. Mr. Mont
gomery was seldom home, being occupied with his business, 
Coco supposed. Their house was quiet, orderly, with lovely, 
expensive furniture that looked like a store-window display. 
The two girls never stayed there much. When they did things 
it was with the crowd somewhere, or at Coco’s.

Eleanor had explained, the first time she brought some new 
records over to try at Coco’s—where you couldn’t hear them 
for the din Toby and his Cub Scout bunch were making in 
the basement.

“Mother’s nervous. Things—noise especially—upset her. Do 
you mind if I play them here?”

Coco didn’t, nor did anyone else. But the little frown be
tween Eleanor’s eyebrows revealed that Coco’s family was a 
trial. And the same with the fudge. The girls had decided to 
make some, but not in the Montgomery kitchen because the 
maid wouldn’t like it if Eleanor messed around. And that 
time, too, Eleanor pretended not to mind, but really, the rank, 
smells from Peter’s taxidermy project on the back porch turned 
their stomachs so much they couldn’t eat the fudge.

Coco had realized uneasily that there might be a limit to 
what a girl brought up as fastidiously as Eleanor could accept. 
Apparently this was it. Yet the open knowledge of Eleanor’s 
true feelings about her rambunctious family hit Coco like a 
blow. She felt sick as she listened (Continued on page 44)
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Why, oh why, you now wonder, 
did you ever volunteer to be 
poster maker for your club’s 
square dance? You had made the offer 

two months ago, of course. Plenty of time, 
you thought, to enlist the support of 
talented friends and get some really orig
inal, eye-catching posters for shop win
dows and other strategic points around 
the village.

But here you are, your deadline star
ing you in the face, the publicity chair
man haunting your footsteps, and every
one with an artistic flair hard at work on 
decoration problems. You’re strictly on 
your own in this project, and with no

Of course; the square-dance publicity 
chairman had assured you that real skill 
in drawing wasn’t necessary for an ef
fective poster—that if your own pictorial 
efforts didn’t please you, you could grab 
scissors, pastepot, and some old maga-

Well, let’s begin at the beginning;

What is a poster anyhow, and what does 
it try to dor Since your dictionary merely 
assures you that a poster is “an advertis
ing placard or bill, usually pictorial, put 
up in a public place,” you have the feel
ing that the sky’s the limit. But talk to a 
professional poster maker and you’ll 
learn that the perfect poster is no hap
penstance—that it combines an expert’s 
knowledge of design, color, and psychol
ogy, not to mention skill in drawing and 
lettering. Perhaps he’ll even tell you a 
bit about the history of poster making, 
and you’ll learn how, in seventeenth- 
century France, shopkeepers’ advertising 
placards were so numerous and large 
that they became a traffic menace, and 
there was a royal edict limiting their use.

But our poster professional will surely 
warn you first of all to make your poster 
as uncluttered, unified, and straightfor
ward as possible. He’ll urge you to avoid 
intricate lettering and pictorial effects 
beyond your ability, to stick to only two 
or three attractive colors. In short, he’ll 
advise, let simplicity be your motto, even

when that means eliminating some of 
your favorite ideas.

Take a Fourth of July poster, for ex
ample: pinwheels, flags, shields, fire
crackers, brass bands, skyrockets—all 
these symbols of the day may seem to cry 
out for an important place on your poster.. 
But if you use all of them, what a weak 
and confused result you’ll have! Best to 
choose a single, dominating motif, present 
it boldly and clearly, and count on a 
flash response in your observers’ minds.

As you flip over the advertising pages 
of current magazines and newspapers, 
watch roadside billboards, and study car 
cards in buses, subways, and trains, you’ll 
come to realize that the ads which catch 
your eye quickest—and hold it longest- 
pass certain tests. To be successful, your 
poster must pass them, too.

First, the visibility test. Can your let-

run? What of the pleasingness of the 
color scheme, and the poster’s general 
neatness? Does it rate high in memory 
value? A striking picture, bold colors, or 
some brief, catchy leading phrase can 
help your poster pass all these tests and 
win a high rating as an attention getter. 
It must be appropriate, too, not a mere 
spectacular stunt. Yes, photographs of 
glamour girls, babies, and cute animals 
are America’s favorite poster subjects, 
but skip them if they have no possible 
connection with the type of event you’re 
pushing. Choose something that suits.

For your square-dance poster, a motif 
of musical notes may be just the thing. 
Or perhaps you’ll prefer to use a drawing 
of a caller, or silhouettes of a couple 
dancing. For a food fair, what can be 
more appropriate than appetizing foods 
in color? For a flower show, a montage 
of colorful blossoms is an obvious choice. 
This will mean that you’ll be cutting 
out pictures of flowers, mounting them, 
and combining them into one design. 
Scissors-and-pasters will find that wom

en’s magazines and seed catalogues pro
vide loads of good material for food-fair 
and flower-show posters. For a card 
party, consider a fan of actual playing 
cards, looted from an incomplete pack, 
and you’ll have your canasta enthusiasts 
buttonholed! If you’re good at drawing, 
have the fun of doing your own original 
illustrations.

As for the verbal story your poster 
tells, let telegraphic brevity be the key
note, and avoid the beginner’s pitfall of 
trying to cram messages enough for 
three placards on a single one. Usually, 
your text need only answer these ques
tions—what? where? when? why? how 
much? For instance:

SQUARE DANCE (what) 
Mooney High School Gymnasium 

(where)
Friday, May 10, 8 P. M. (when)
Tickets at the door, S5t (how much) 
Proceeds for the Girl Scouts’ Camp Dock 

(why)

That’s the story, isn’t it? You may 
want to add just one more line of spice: 
“Everybody welcome,” perhaps, or “Hear 
Fiddler Dogwood Call the Turns,” or 
“Free Lemonade and Cookies!” But does 
the thought of lettering even the brief
est text make you squirm? Use your 
ingenuity then. Get out the scissors and 
paste again, and your supply of .' old 
magazines from which you can cut large 
letters set in display type. If you’ve had 
any experience in the block-printing line, 
you know what can also be done with 
linoleum or potato blocks.

Many attractive, well-designed posters 
consist solely of text, of course, but let’s 
say you’ve settled for words plus some 
pictorial device, and are ready now to 
meet the problem of arranging these 
elements on your page in a harmonious, 
interesting way. It’s easy to experiment 
with small, quick layout sketches on 
scratch paper. But it’s better still to cut 
blocks of paper, representing the approxi
mate size, shape, and color of each line 
—or group of (Continued on page 54)
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by MARGUERITE S. DICKSON
Illustrated by John Ferule

The Story So Far:

Christine had persuaded her widowed 
mother to accept Cousin Retta’s offer to 
“take Christine and educate her, ’ and 
had left her home in Vermont to live with 
her two elderly cousins, a brother and 
sister, in the old family house on Brook
lyn Heights. The cousins had given her a 
comfortable home, good clothes, and her 
education. Cousin Felix, a warmhearted, 
understanding person, sympathized with 
Christine’s desire to make a career of 
writing. But Cousin Retta—once a fa
mous pianist, but now confined to a 
wheel chair bu crippling arthritis—disap
proved strongly of the girts writing and 
of her bookstore fob. Hugo, a young man 
in love with Christine, also scoffed at her 
attempts to write, but the owner of the 
bookstore, John Summerfield, advised and 
encouraged her. Christine sold a story,

Don’t think everybody wants to 
write, just because you do.” This 
was how Cousin Retta received 

Christine’s suggestion that she herself 
write aboijt her life as a famous concert 
pianist.

“You might at least think about it,” 
Christine urged.

“I’ve finished thinking about it al
ready,” Cousin Retta replied. “I don’t 
care about playing around with ghosts.” 
Still, there was a curiously intent look on 
her face after that as she sat in silence, 
the book she had been reading closed

The next evening was Hugo’s, and it 
was a pleasant one, with Hugo pleased 
and happy, until almost the end—when he 
brought up the matter of Christine’s stay
ing in the shop for a full year.

“You didn’t really mean that, did you, 
Chris?” he said. “I did get my second

12

and joined a group of young people in
terested in writing. When John Summer- 
field joined the editorial staff of a famous 
publishing house, Christine became man
ager of the bookshop, over Hugo’s angry 
protests. Christine knew she should try 
for a more sympathetic understanding 
of her deeply unhappy cousin, Retta, 
whose strong will dominated the house
hold. John told her that in her cousin, the 
once-famous Henrietta Graham, she had a 
story any publisher would be eager to 
have. Stung by his remark that she could 
do more to help her cousin, and intrigued 
by the glimpses she had of Retta’s past 
glories, Christine begged Retta to write, 
herself, the story of her life, using the 
recording machine which Cousin Felix 
had bought for her so that she could dic
tate her letters.

raise, and I’d think I was way ahead of 
my plan if I didn’t feel so uncertain 
about you.” They were in a taxi, but the 
bright light of a street lamp showed his 
face set and determined. His stubborn 
look, Chris thought.

“Yes, I meant it,” she answered. “After 
all John has done for me—”

‘ what has he done for you?” Hugo 
broke in. “I’d put it the other way. He 
would have had to close up the place if 
he didn’t have you to drudge away there 
while he has an easy job somewhere else.” 

“We needn’t quarrel about John,” said 
Christine.

“We needn’t quarrel about anything. 
Just be the way you used to be. I want 
us to be married this fall. And I’d like 
to get you out of that place, have you. 
home, getting your trousseau and plan
ning the wedding.”

“I have to earn my trousseau, Hugo.

It won’t float down on a pink cloud.” 
“I doubt your having to earn it. The 

Grahams would give you anything you 
want, if you’d just play up to them a bit. 
Miss Graham even talked about letting 
us have the house and their going to live 
in a hotel. That would give us a fine 
start. Good address, nice old house, and 
a lot of things we couldn’t afford to buy.” 

Christine looked at him in slowly 
dawning horror. "You mean,” she began, 
and then was jolted into silence as the 
taxi came to an abrupt stop at a red 
light. “What do you mean by ‘play up 
to them,’ Hugo? Be nice to Cousin Retta 
just to get things? That isn’t any part of 
my plan, if it is of yours.”

“Oh, don’t take it that way, darling. 
They think a lot of you, and they’re gen
erous, and all I meant was for you to 
rub your Cousin Retta the right way. A 
little yes-yessing doesn’t do any harm.” 
He laid his arm across the back of the 
seat to draw her closer, but she did not 
respond to the pressure of his hand. j 

“Perhaps that’s what I ought to do 
with you, Hugo. Rub you the right wayi 
Stop my writing because you don’t like 
it. Give up my job and sponge my trous
seau out of Cousin Retta. Learn to talk 
your language though you have never 
made the slightest effort to learn mine. 
Marry you and live in a house we would 
take away from my old cousins. Say yes; 
yes, to you about the plan, your won
derful plan. I hate the plan, Hugo, and 
what its making of you. I really always

“Oh, Chris,” said Hugo, “you don’t 
mean half of that. What did I say to 
start all this?” He looked puzzled when 
Christine turned to face him. He really 
didn’t understand, and that was worst 
of all.

But Christine -would say no more. 
Hugo, still looking puzzled, left her at
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the door. No, Christine thought, they 
really didn’t speak the same language. 
She felt now as if they lived on different 
planets!

Two evenings intervened before she 
saw Hugo again. Thursday night she al
most wished the writing group were not 
coming, but she could not put it off. 
There were fifteen members now.

“It is really working out to be some
thing,” she told John.

“How? Do you actually get anything 
you couldn’t get by yourself?”

“I think so. We re learning to give and 
take criticism, to use it when we can, or 
to fight back if we think it isn’t right. 
We have some pretty stiff arguments. 
And some of us are beginning to know 
what to look for in a story.”

“Maybe,” said John. “Any of them 
write anything good enough to print?” 

“You just wait a little while. Priscilla 
Caldwell’s historical story is wonderful. 
If she could only learn not to put every
thing she knows into one book. And Ginny 
Prescott does some lovely French peasant 
tales. She’s illustrating them herself, too.” 

But John, glancing at his watch, said,

“It’s time I was on my way. Good luck!”
Later, when the meeting was break

ing up, a small knot of lategoers stood 
by the door. “I’m going home,” said tall, 
spectacled Sue Whitcomb, “to see why I 
haven’t any suspense in my story, if I 
have to tear it down to the first word. 
I love the way Vi Mitchell takes the 
ax to my stuff, even if I do leap fifty feet 
every time to keep from being hit when 
she goes into action. Vi’s getting to be a

Some of the group might never reach 
their goal, but Christine was sure some 
would. She herself had two stories out 
now; one of them had come back three 
times; the other, once. She had sold noth
ing since “Humpback.” She wished she 
dared attempt something longer, some
thing long enough for a book. She would 
have more room to develop her charac
ters, less of that feeling of being tied 
down. Her thoughts carried her swiftly 
home, but she did not go up to her 
room at once. Cousin Retta had questions 
to ask about some books she wanted, 
and Felix said, “Rett’s having a sort of 
reading jag. What is it now, Sis?”

It proved to be a book about Luise 
Scarlotti’s fife as an opera celebrity, and 
the list Cousin Retta had ready for Chris
tine appeared to be the same sort of 
books.

If Cousin Retta hadn’t seemed so 
dead set against “playing around with 
ghosts,” Chris was sure she and the dic
taphone and that girl from Cousin Felix’s 
office might have a good time together, 
and use up a lot of Cousin Retta’s enef gy.

Christine’s enthusiasm for her own 
work was blurred by this time. She would 
go to bed. There was still a decision to 
make about what she should say to Hugo 
tomorrow night. Sometimes she thought 
she was not being fair to him. Some
times she reproached herself for expect
ing to have a perfect husband. Then she 
would go back to the arguments, first on 
one side, then on the other. Her sleep 
was fitful, and she woke tired. She had 
settled nothing.

Walking home at the end of another 
busy day, all the questions returned to 
plague her, plus a new one. How would 
she feel if she never saw Hugo after to
night? She knew (Continued on page 48)
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it/ivA-s on Parade by MARION GLENDINING

They’re always there, somewhere 
in front of you—but how often do 
you give your hands a good look? 
Oh, we don’t mean the times during 

study period when you absent-mindedly 
fasten you eyes on your fingernails. Those 
don’t count. We mean how often do you 
give your hands and nails a thorough in
spection? Not often, we bet.

As a matter of fact, probably only 
when you see some girl whose hands look 
terrific—all smoothly groomed, no grimi
ness around the nails and knuckles, cuti
cles pushed back, nails trim and shaped 
as neatly as a clipper ship—do you look 
at your own and think, wish mine looked 
that way. Well, there’s no reason why 
they can’t. It’s strictly up to you.

“But, you may complain, “I can’t find 
time, and besides my hands aren’t pretty. 
They have two strikes against them to 
begin with.”

If this is the way you feel, you’re all 
wrong, beauty experts say. It takes only 
a few minutes a day to show your hands 
the kindness they deserve, and a mani
cure—whether on a large scale (with 
polish) or small (without)—can be ac
complished in one session a week.

If your hands are not so pretty as those 
of your favorite movie actress, you can 
overcome this obstacle, too, with a little 
concentrated effort. Others have done it 
before you.

Fingers and hands tell a lot about char
acter, poise, and charm. Watch actresses 
and people who speak in public. See 
how they use their hands. Attractive 
hands (and of course that means well- 
groomed nails and hands) help make a 
person pleasant to have around.

Now if you were looking the other 
way when pretty hands were being 
handed out, dont fret. Many famous 
persons, noted for their strong, expres
sive hands, can’t claim a really “pretty” 
pair. But their hands and their way of 
using them are so much a part of their 
personality that they seem attractive. 
Not that they wave them around con
stantly or flutter them in front of people’s 
faces. This makes them too noticeable. 
They simply use them naturally, and of 
course they always keep them well-

hands a number of times every day— 
certainly before every meal—but that’s 
usually a rather casual procedure. How 
about setting aside a definite time once 
a day for a thorough going-over of hands 
and nails—maybe when you’re having 
your tub or shower?

Wash the hands thoroughly in warm 
soapy water, and scrub around and under 
the nails with a good stiff nailbrush. For 
stubborn grime or stains well under the 
nails, use a cotton-tipped orange stick, 
dipped in lemon juice or polish remover. 
A piece of lemon, or just a bit of lemon 
rind, is also helpful for removing ink 
and other stains from the fingers and for 
banishing fish and onion odors. When 
hands and nails are clean as clean, rinse 
off all the soap, and dry them very care
fully. Take a few extra seconds to push 
back the cuticle with your towel.

While doing the hand cleanup job, 
don’t forget that arms and elbows can 
get grimy from leaning on desks and 
tables. So give them a bit of attention, 
too, please!
2. Softness and smoothness. It's so easy 
for hands to get dry and chapped, es
pecially in cold, windy, wintry weather. 
If you let that dryness go too far, your 
hands are not only red, rough, and un
sightly, but they can cause you down
right discomfort. Every time you wash 
your hands, you are washing away some 
of the natural oils, so it’s a good idea to 
use hand lotion or cream after every 
washing. Rub a bit into the elbows for 
good measure. And when you set forth 
out-of-doors, with the wind high and 
the thermometer low, remember those 

mittens every time.
When you’re going to work with paint, 

or you’re undertaking a heavy cleaning 
project, apply a paint and dirt resistant, 
protective cream beforehand. And don
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Our January “Prize Purchase” .is a perky little wool at a pixie price! The crisp, new, linen 

collar and cuffs contrast in  color and add a fresh feeling of spring. Made of Deering 

M illiken’s 100 per cent wool crepe, it buttons down the front, has short sleeves and an 

inverted-pleat skirt. W onderful for wear now under heavy coats, warm enough to pair later 

with your favorite topper. Navy with maize, p in k  with navy, and gold with navy.

In  sizes from 7 to 15 for teens it  is just under $ 1 3  at stores listed on page 32
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smart tips about w ays
to improve your skating skill

this in common—a love of 
skating, plus scrapbooks and 
trophies proving that each is 
in the championship class in 
her favorite sport.

While Joyce has more skat
ing titles than any girl of her 
age anywhere, Donna had to 
fight and win a victory over 
dread polio to achieve her 
own comfortable niche in the 
skating world.

Blond, blue-eyed Joyce Durgan, 
twelve years of age, lives in a 
log lodge snuggled among the 

pine-covered Adirondacks, where deer 
and bear still roam. A thousand miles 
away, in hig, bustling Chicago, fourteen- 
year-old Donna MacKenzie can hear the 
roar of traffic while she watches television 
in her city home. But these two girls, liv
ing in such different environments, have

impressive array of “place” 
and “show” medals to her 
credit, was rushed to the 
hospital. The diagnosis was

,r For four days, while the
paralysis spread to Donna’s 
arms and legs, parents and 

friends prayed that she would live. 
Donna knew she would get well—because 
the skating season was almost at hand. 
She just had to get well! And get well 
she did, becoming in that same year top 
“midget” skater in Chicago.

“She wanted to skate so much that

“Even in the ambulance on the way tt

the hospital, she talked about skating."
No trace of Donna’s bout with polio 

remains now as she moves freely about 
the rink. She’s “strictly a speedster,” an 
attractive, freckled teen-ager who “likes 
any sport—just so it’s fast.” Donna ad
vises beginners who want to concentrate 
on speed skating to buy speed skates be
fore they get on ice. For girls who yearn 
to be Barbara Ann Scotts, she advises 
figure skates.

“Nine times out of ten, when you drop 
into a sporting-goods store and ask for 
a pair of skates, you’ll be buying a pair 
of badly balanced, poor quality, steel 
hockeys. Even the best hockey skates 
are heavy because they have to stand up 
against the knocks of hockey clubs, 
Donna explained. “But poor quality ones 
are cumbersome to boot, and will work 
against you on the ice. If you buy this 
type of skate, you’ll certainly be getting! 
off on the wrong foot in more ways than

Both young skaters are Girl Scouts: 
Donna, a member of Chicago Troop 
319, is well on her way to becoming 
a First Class Scout. Joyce, a mem
ber of the Saranac Lake, New York, 
Troop 2, already has her First Class 
badge and is working for her Curved 
Bar. (Continued on page 52)
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BREAKFAST MAIN DISHES

Start the day with one of these breakfast treats 
and you'll have lots of pep and energy all morning long

What did you have for breakfast 
today? If you are reading this 
on a school day, we hope you 
didn’t dash off with merely a glass of 

juice, a slice of toast, and a beverage, 
taken on the run. So many people in this 
country do have just that kind of skimpy 
breakfast, and there are many teen-agers 
among them. Boys have much better 
breakfast habits than girls. If you skip 
or skimp breakfast, you’ll have to stuff 
yourself at the other two meals to get all 
the foods you need for the day. Besides, 
you won’t have that morning sharpness 
a good breakfast gives you.

And what is a good breakfast? Nutri
tionists recommend a basic breakfast 
pattern which will give you about a 
third of the day’s food requirements, and 
which includes these foods: fruit or juice, 
cereal with milk and sugar, milk or cocoa, 
bread, and butter or margarine. For va
riety, you can add to this basic break
fast, eggs, meats or fish, waffles, and 
other foods. Try the favorites of Ameri
can Girl readers given here. Some are 
quickies that you can easily prepare on 
a school morning; others are better for 
week ends when you have more time.

The Recipe Exchange for April is now 
open, and the subject is Pies. We know 
you love pies, and that you must have 
some very special pie recipes that you’ll 
want to share with other readers of the 
magazine. See page 51 for details.

BAKED EGGS IN BUTTERCUPS
A recipe especially for those of you 

who think you don’t like eggs. So easy 
and quick to prepare, tool
6 slices fresh, soft bread 6 eggs Melted butter or Salt and pepper

Remove crusts from bread. Fit slices 
into buttered muffin tins. Brush with

Conducted by JUDITH MILLER

melted butter or margarine. Break an egg 
carefully into each bread cup. Season 
with salt and pepper. Bake at 325° F. 
for 15 minutes or until eggs are as firm 
as desired. Serves 6.

Sent by
Janice Kay Dalton, Topeka, Kansas

NUT WAFFLES
Even breakfast haters will go for these 

crisp, nutty waffles. Try them for special 
breakfast treats on Sunday mornings 
when you can take time for seconds.

Sift together flour, salt, and baking 
powder. Beat egg yolks thoroughly; add 
oil and beat weff to blend. Add milk and 
beat again. Combine egg-yolk mixture 
and dry ingredients. Beat egg whites un
til stiff and fold into first mixture. Add 
chopped nuts. Bake on hot waffle iron 
until crisp and brown. Serve with butter 
and desired syrup.

Sent by
June Pruett, Belton, Texas 

RICE GRIDDLE CAKES
Rebecca says she makes these often 

for her family’s breakfast. The cakes are 
thin and have a chewy quality.

Sift together flour, baking powder, and 
salt. Combine egg yolks and milk; add to

flour mixture. Beat until smooth. Fold in 
cooked rice, melted butter, and egg 
whites. Bake on hot griddle. Serve on a 
hot plate with butter and maple syrup.

Sent by
Rebecca Corey, Port Jefferson, 

New York

SPANISH OMELET
The ever-popular omelet is one of the 

easiest things to cook well, yet is so often 
cooked poorly. The secret, of course, is 
low temperature. Eggs become tough 
and dry when subjected to too high heat.

Beat eggs slightly; add milk and sea
soning. Heat butter or margarine in ome
let pan over moderate heat; add eggs 
and cook slowly. Run spatula around 
edge of pan, lifting eggs to allow un
cooked portion to flow underneath. 
When eggs are set, increase heat slightly 
to brown. Loosen omelet from pan and 
fold one half over the other. Serve witH:

SPANISH SAUCE
Combine 1 cup cooked or canned to

matoes, 1 teaspoon minced green pepper, 
1 teaspoon minced onion, and 2 tea
spoons chopped celery. Cook slowly until 
vegetables are tender. Pour over omelet 
on serving platter. Serves 2.

Sent by
Karen Flinck, Alhambra, California

GOETTE (German Scrapple)
Here’s an unusual, hearty, breakfast 

dish, especially popular with men and 
boys. The recipe is a specialty of Anne’s 
family and is many years old.

(Continued on page 51)
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NEW IN STA N T W AY 
TO  H EL P CLEAR-A-W'AY

SKIN BLEMISHES *

HONESTLY
YO U  CA N  M A K E

IN S P A R E  T I M E
Sell beautiful Everyday cards 
for months to come. Send for 
our N EW , exclusive selling 
suggestions. E xcitin g  selling 
idea works like chain letters— 
multiplies your customers con
stantly. G et F R E E  Surprise 
Selling K it plus two sam ple 
boxes of our fastest selling 
Everyday cards on approval.

CHARLES C. SCHWER COMPANY
U  ELM ST.. WESTFIELD, MASS. J

ristmas dollars wisely. Start 
from the inside out. Eight 

lingerie items, all to retail for $3 or less
of Celanese rayon tricot with striped elasti 
nd pastels in sizes 8-16. Three in

box. $1.59 at Champion Togs,
1, N. Y.

Plasta-Q-Jr., the double-knit, 
rayon-tricot pantie by Knicker- 
nick, has two tabs for de
tachable garters. Waist sizes 
22-30. Assorted colors. $1.95 
at Strawbridge & Clothier, 
Philadelphia, Pa.

Glamour garter belt has satin 
panel with rosebud trim.
Dainty pastel shades, in small, 
medium, large sizes. $2.50 at Sin 
159 Madison Ave., New York 16, N. Y.
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No Wonder So Many "Debs"

, w!'°ovet Jour cards. It’s
s gj tn,oyablc' ~

without taking a job or puffing 
in regular hours . . . AND WITHOUT EXPERIENCE

HERE’S an easy, friendly way to make extra money for the 
things you want to buy. Just SHOW lovely new Doehla All 

Occasion Greeting Card and Stationery Assortments to your 
friends, neighbors or relatives.

These assortments are so exceptionally beautiful—and so rea
sonably priced—that folks are happy to give you big orders. Their 
exquisite designs, glowing warm colors and exciting new features 
delight all who see them. NO EXPERIENCE IS NEEDED—our 
Free Book shows you how even beginners make money right from 
the start. You make up to $25 on just fifty boxes; even more with 
the Doehla Cash bonus.

You Make Money— and Friends. Too
Everybody these days needs and buys greeting cards the whole 

year 'round. That’s why it’s so easy to make extra money and new 
friends, merely by showing something that everybody wants—and 
buys—anyway. Many church groups, girls’ clubs, and other organ - 
' ions also use this same highly successful method of raising

Yours tor Free Trial— Everything You Need 
to S ta rt Earning Immediately

Mail the Free Trial Coupon below NOW. We will send you 
everything you need to begin making money right away. A few 
lovely sample assortments on approval. Complete details about 
quick cash earnings, extra cash bonuses. Free samples of new 
"name-imprinted” personal stationery and napkins. Also FREE 
BOOK showing how others make extra rnbney this way and how

______ C l
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the know?

Can you remedy cold, 
red hands with —

□  Open-air workouts
□  Mittens
□  Lotion

claws” — chances are, your circulation needs

Swap tight gloves for warm, wool mittens 
that give your fingers wiggle-room. And use 
hand lotion, faithfully. (Did you guess all 
3 answers were right?) On certain days,

sorbency’s right for you. Try all 3: Regular, 
Junior, Super — (different sizes, for different 
days). See which answers your needs!

For some gals, which style 
demands special grooming?

□  Batwing sleeves

don’t do something about it! Use underarm 
deodorants; dress shields. And with batwing 
sleeves, you can wear a bra with built-in 
shields: special precaution to save your 
dress, your daintiness. At "calendar” time, 
smooth grooming’s no problem—when you 
let Kotex banish revealing outlines. With 
those special, flat pressed ends no telltale

Your sound track fails you in "parlor” 
chatter? Join a sports group. Go skating.

shTscores a Like?)1 Hop onTsnow train 
. . . and look who’s talking! You, leading the 
yacketty-yak about ski lessons, boots, waxes.
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Help your skin look 
lovelier with this Quick 
2-Step Beauty Routine

• Don’t just let blemishes* make you 
unhappy. Help your skin look softer, 
smoother, more naturally lovely, with 
one snow-white cream—greaseless, med
icated Noxzema. Here’s all you do: 

Easy as washing your face
1, Morning—Apply Noxzema over face 
and neck. With a damp cloth, “cream- 
wash” as you would with soap and water. 
Rinse. “Creamwashing” cleanses so thor
oughly. Noxzema even smells clean!

After drying skin thoroughly, smooth 
on a film of greaseless Noxzema to help 
give your skin two all-day benefits. It 
helps heal blemishes*, helps piotect 
your skin and give it a “velvety” look!
2. Evening— At bedtime, “creamwash” 
again. How clean your skin looks! How 
fresh it feels! See how you’ve washed 
away make-up, the day’s dirt! Now, 
lightly massage Noxzema into face and 
neck to help skin look softer, smoother. 
Pat a bit extra over any blemishes* to

help heal them. Noxzema is greaseless. 
No “smeary” face or messy pillow! 

Developed by a Doctor
A skin doctor developed this Noxzema 
Beauty Routine. When it was tested, 4 
out of 5 showed lovelier-looking skin. 
See if it doesn’t help your complexion 
look softer, smoother and fresher—more 
naturally lovely! Get Noxzema today! '

I NOXZEMA CREAM
(ik  a«./\«ge/of iMe/tcij fc î otrt

die, leaving narrow strips on each side un
painted. And cover the moon. If nails are 
square, paint down the middle. Leave wide 
side strips, large moon, and tips unpainted. 
9. Sealing coat. Apply a sealing coat after 
polish is dry and remove any smears with an 
orange stick dipped in remover.

Those of you who are polish users will 
probably choose the clear liquid type or a 
very light shade for everyday use. Clear and 
light polishes are so much easier to keep 
looking neat and trim. If you do go in for 
a darker shade for special occasions, make 
sure it blends well with the color of your 
lipstick and with your costume. There are so 
many attractive shades of polish available 
today that you can easily find an appro
priate one for any and every occasion. You 
can even get polish that has a delicate 
fragrance.

If you’re not in favor of polish, remember 
Grandma had a good idea. She buffed her 
nails with a chamois buffer, and beauty 
experts are returning to this theory to
day. Buffing is good for circulation and 
strengthens nails. (You can buff right over 
polish, too, if you want to.)

I ncidentally, have, you ever 
heard any of the old adages about hands? 
Some of them you’ll say are silly, but you’ll 
have to admit some hold a grain of truth!

In the world of finger-ology, it seems, 
fingers that lie curled together all the time 
reveal a greedy nature (nothing is going 
to slip through them).

Fingers that are fat and thick at the base 
say you love luxury; you’re the kitten type, 
want to spend your life lapping up bowls 
of cream and being admired and petted!

If your hands dangle limply from droopy 
arms and shoulders, you’re tbe timid type. 
But if you cany them clenched in fists, 
elbows slightly bent, you could easily be 
the most boastful person in town. Or if you 
sit with your hands folded placidly on your 
tummy, you’re the good-natured, jolly girl. 
Do you wave your hands around constantly 
when you talk? You’re probably a show-off. 
If you're the one who sits hugging her chest, 
paws tucked under arms, .you’re unsure of 
yourself, and shy.

So look to your hands. Keep them clean, 
soft, neat, and use them gracefully. And 
you’ll find other girls are saying about you, 
“Hasn’t she the loveliest hands? I wish 
mine were like hers."

THE END
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Let me send You for FREE TRIAL

by MIMA JEAN SPENCER

Peek Gynt frowned as he stood at the 
door of his mother’s house. He hated 
the little village before him and 
longed so much to see distant countries and 

strange peoples. Angrily he kicked a stone, 
and suddenly he decided that at last he 
really would leave his home and journey afar. 
He bade a hasty farewell to his weeping mother 
and with quick steps hurried down the road.

With this introduction, told in music, 
does Edvard Grieg, the Norwegian com
poser, start Peer Gynt on his world travels. 
The selfish and discontented youth does 
indeed see the world, but he merely be
comes more and more self-centered and 
unhappy as he grows older.

Grieg wrote two orchestral suites (groups

Gynt. In Suite I there are four movements: 
1) “Morning,” (from which the above 
sketch was taken); 2) “Asa’s Death,” in 
which Asa, Peer’s mother, dies alone and 
heartbroken, forsaken by her ungrateful 
son; 3) “Anitra’s Dance,” a desert scene in 
which the beautiful Anitra, a desert chief’s 
daughter, dances for Peer; 4) “In the Hall 
of the Mountain King,” where Peer meets 
all sorts of trolls and goblins who cavort in

new songs for 1951 which might well 
be grouped as Winter Music. Johnny Des
mond sings of the delight of a “Sleigh Ride” 
and a “Marshmallow World” for MGM, 
and Tommy Tucker agrees with Dan Brown 
and Sally Sweetland that it “Looks Like a 
Cold, Cold Winter” (MGM). On Mercury’s 
gay platter, “Jing-A-Ling, Jing-A-Ling,” 
sleigh bells ring out, with Richard Hayes 
and the Murad Harmonicats doing the vo
calizing—a cute novelty number. Trudy 
Richards brings out the more subtle prom
ises of the winter season in her romantic 
singing of “The Winter Waltz,” which is 
an adaptation of the familiar and lovely 
“Skaters’ Waltz” (MGM).

From “Guys and Dolls" and “Call Me 
Madam,” two new Broadway musicals, have 
come some top tunes of the season. There 
are such clever songs as “If I Were a Bell” 
(best by Frankie Laine on a Mercury 
label); “A Bushel and a Peck” (Margaret 
Whiting’s and Jimmy Wakely’s version is 
Capitol); and the already popular “The 
Ocarina” ' 1 1 "  f ‘
with

na” (very nice by Roberta Quinlan 
Jan August for Mercury). On the 

•t side, these shows offer such ballads 
as: “I’ve Never Been in Love Before” and 
“I’ll Know” (good on a platter for MGM

Everything You need to make
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SHOW FRIENDS 
UNUSUAL GIFTS, 
GREETING CARDS 

& STATIONERY
MAKE UP TO 100% 

‘ PROFIT—WITHOUT 
EXPERIENCE!
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o n l y  5 0  b o x e s  
o f  o u r  2 0 0  g r e e t i n g  c a r d  l i n e .  

A n d  t h i s  c a n  b e  d o n e  i n  a  
s i n g l e  d a y .  F r e e  s a m p l e s .  

O t h e r  l e a d i n g  b o x e s  o n  a p p r o v a l .
M a n y  s u r p r i s e  i t e m s .  

I t  c o s t s  n o t h i n g  t o  t r y .  
M a i l  c o u p o n  b e l o w  t o d a y .

a * * *

CHEERFUL CARD COM PANY
Dept. A J -1, White Plains, New York
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Is your own personal “treasury” getting low? 
Do you need extra cash for clothes, furniture, 
or a lot of little “extras”? Then here’s good 
news! Now you can make BIG MONEY in 
your spare time by an easy, proven way!

GREETING CARDS
You need no experience to make a fine extra 
income. Just show samples of these outstand
ing values in All-Occasion Greeting Card As
sortments to neighbors and other folks you

for just $1. No wonder it sells on sight! Pays 
you up to 100% cash profit, too! Other fast- 
sellers include DeLuxe, Metallics, Humorolis, 
Gift Wraps, many more. Also Imprinted 
Scented Scripts, Stationery, Personal Matches.

START EARNING RIGHT AWAY!
Make big profits PLUS an EXTRA CASH 
BONUS for yourself, your club or organiza
tion. Send coupon for full 
details, Sample Assortments 
ON APPROVAL, Imprint 
Samples FREE! Act NOW! ,

Friendship Studios~
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Most Beautiful Cards You’ve Ever Seen!
You’ll say Artistic cards are the smartest you’ve seen! The 
"Roses Are Red” Premium All-Occasion Assortment con
tains clever Birthday, Anniversary and other Folders with 
plastic and golden trims, shiny underlays and all the extra 
features folks want. 21 beautiful Folders—each worth 10c to 
25c—for only $1, YOU MAKE up to 100% CASH PROFIT! 
Also 25 for $1 Super-Value, DeLuxe, new Metallics and Plas
tics, Gift Wraps, Personalized Stationery, Scented Scripts, 
Napkins, Matches, many others.

They Sell like a "Breeze”— Make Money All Year!
You don’t need experience. Just show Artistic Everyday 
Cards to your family, teachers and other folks you know. 
The beauty and value of these cards will bring you all the 

orders you want. At up to 100% profit, your 
spare time earnings grow—fast!
ARTISTIC Cards Are Nationally Famous!

K A Folks know and, want Artistic Greeting Cards be- 
cause of Artistic’s NATIONAL ADVERTISING 
and reputation for top values. Make the most of 

H  this opportunity. Mail the coupon below now!

IT’S SO EASY TO MAKE 
THAT EXTRA MONEY YOU WANT

For Yourself, Your Club or Other Organization!
Make friendly visits, show samples. It’s the easy 
way to earn BIG CASH PROFITS the year round.

big spare-time earning 
:nts ON APPROVAL.

ARTISTIC CARD C O ., i»c.
501 Way Street, Elmira, Hew York
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Have E x tra  C a sh . . .  P lenty o f N ew  C lo th e s . . .
4  Television S e t . . .  A n d  M uch M ore  This Ea sy  W ay !
Do you want a wardrobe chock-full of the latest fashions and 
finery? How about a Television Set all your own? Or a shiny- 
bicycle? Perhaps you’d like a set of smart luggage. Sure— you 
w ant all this. But it takes money to buy it. So here’s how to get 
the money you need— in your spare tim e!


